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Page 10, Line 24, for Caſſi lane read Canal 


53, 16, for lu read 4 8 
86 5, far with read oben EOS 
%, 3, in Note 8, for raverous read Raue ni 9 x 
87, 4, in Note 10, for gui ſcit read gui ft 
88, 9, in Note, for ſcit read fit 
91, 6 of the Quotation, for pondere read pendere 
1 17 of Ditto, for Aumnata read damnate 
116, 3 of Note 40, for Pompey beſieg'd Cæſar read ee ar bebex d 
130, 2 in Note 54, for The infectious read 7 N 
196, 12, for ready read read 
312, 31, for err read ſaveetly 
321, 23, for courſe read coarſe 


374, Line the laſt, for France read England 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
ME N. 


Aftlanes, General of Candy. 
Antinous, Son to Caſſilanes, and bis Competitor. 
Fernando, @ Venetian Captain, Servant 10 Annophel. 
| hinder Prince of Cyprus, Fe onately in Love | with | 
Ota 
Gonzalo, an ambitious Politick Lord of Venice. 
Gaſpero, Secretary of State. 
Melitus, 4 Gentleman of Candy. 
Arcanes, ' a noble Soldier, Friend to Caſſilanes. 
Decius, Friend to Antinous. 


Porphycio, } « 
Poſſenne, ; 1 Senators. 


Paolo Michael, a Venetian Ambaſſador. 
Mochingo, an ignorant Servant to Erota - 


Gentlemen. 
Soldiers, 
Servants, 


WO M E N. 


Erota, a inf. imperious, and 275 an wer wi 
Beauty. 2 


Annophel, Daughter to Caſlilanes. 


Hyparcha, Attendant on the Princeſs Erota. 


SCENE, CANDY. 
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ACTI SCENE L wit 


Enter Gaſſ pero and Malitas: 
M E L 1 PI 8. 


A | | IR, you're the wil Friend l wiſh'd to meet 
E with, 


67. And what concerns it; tte 
Mel. The ſadly thriving Progreſs of tlie 
Between my Lord, the Prince, and that great Lady, 
Whoſe Inſolence, "and never-yet-match'd Pride, Ls 
Can by no Character be well expreſt, 


But in her only Name, the proud Efota. : 


Gaſ. Alas, Melitus, I ſhould gueſs the beſt 
Succeſs your Prince could find from her, to be 
As harſh as the Event doth prove: But now 
*Tis not a time to pity paſſionate Griefs, 
When a whole Kingdom in a manner lies - 
Upon its Death-bed bleeding. 

Mel. Who can tell 


As = | Whether 


3. Lows of Candy, 
Whether or no (1) theſe many Plagues at once 


: Hang over this unhappy Land for her rk 
That is a Monſter in it? 


Gaſ. Here's the miſery + 8 
Of having a Child our Prince; elſe I preſume 
The bold Venetians had not dar'd t attempt 
So bloody an Invaſion. 

Mel, Tei I wonder II I 

Why (Maſter Secretary) ſtill the Senate 

So almoſt ſuperſtitiouſly adores 

Gonxala, the Venetian Lord, conſidering 
The outrage of his Countrymen—— 

Gaſ. The Senate. E 
Is wiſe, and therein juſt ; for this Gonzalo, 

_ Upon a Maſſacre rform'd at Sea 

By th? Admiral * on a Merchant 
Of. Candy, when the Cauſe was to be heard 
Before the Senate there, in open Court 
Profeſſed, that the cruelty the Admiral 
Had ſhew'd, deſerv*d not only Fine, but Death; 
For Candy then and Venice were at Peace: 
Since when upon a motion in the Senate 
For G of our Land, *tis known for certain, 
That only this Gonzalo dard © oppoſe it, 

His Reaſon was, becauſe it too much ſayour'd. 

Of lawleſs and unjuſt Ambition. 

The Wars were ſcarce begun, but he, in, fear 

Of quarrels gainſt his Life, fled from his Counry, 
And hither came, where, to confirm his Truth, 

I know, Melitus, he out of his own ſtore, 1 
Hath monied Caſſilane the General. f 

Mel. What, without other Pledge than Caſſi lane 8 
Bare Promiſe of Repay ment? 

G4. No, it may be 
He has ſome (2) petty Lordſhip to retire to; 


But thus he hath done; now tis fit, Melitus, 


{i 1) the eſe Plapues at once} Many, which is neceſſary to the Mea- 
ſure and an Improvement of the Senſe, is reſtored from the firſt Folio, 


(2) ——pretty —_— Corrected by us all, and confirm'd 
by the old Folio, | 
1 | The 


The Laws 1 


The Senate ſhould be thankful, otherwiſe 8 

They ſhould annihilate one of thoſe Laus ; 

For which this Kingdom is Cry the World 

(3) Unfollow'd and admir'd. ente 
Mel. What Laws are thoſe, Sied... 

Let me ſo much importune you. 

Gaſ. You ſhall, v9 
And they be worth your Knowlelge eh thus: Sit] 
Whoeꝰer he be that can detect apparently.” 1 
Another of Ingratitude, for any ; 

Received Benefit, the Plaintiff may 
Require th* Offender's Life : unleſs he pls 
Freely and willingly; to grant Remiſſion. * 

Mel. By which ſtrict Law, the e 0 in anger, 
Should they negle& Gonzalo? 44d #3 
| Ga. Right, the Law +3.-C43063 1 I eit ik Vw | INN 
Permits a like Equality to Aliens 
As to a home-bred Patrio . „ 
Mel. Pray, Sir, the other? 44) !! 

Gaſ. Know, Melitus, . 418 
The elder Cretans flouriſh'd many Years, : 

In War, in Peace unparallel'd, and they | 

(To ſpur heroick Spirits on to Virtue)! 

Enacted that what Man ſoe'er he were, 

Did nobleſt in the Field againſt his Enemy, 
So by the general Voice approv'd, and known, 
Might, at his home-return, make his demand 
For Satisfaction, and Reward. 

M. ere 
Both famous Laws indeed. 


Enter a Me Net 


NMI. Maſter Secretary, | 
The Senate is about to ſit, and crave 
Your Preſence, 

Gaſ. What, ſo ſuddenly * ? 


— TT 


* velis 4 * 9 


630 Uafollow'd and admir'd.] Mr. Trubald he to as 1 
3 which 13 Ke an Improvement, tho” not a neceſſary 


A 3 | Meſſ. 


6 ' The Law of cn 


Meſſ. Theſe Letters | 4 
Will ſhew the cauſes why. — 
Ga. Heav'n, thou art 
And worthy to be thank'd! 
Mel. Your Countenance, Sir, 
Doth promiſe ſome good Tidings. 
Ga. O the beſt | 
And happieſt for this Land that eber was told! 
All the Venetian Forces are defeated, 
Mel. How, Sir? | 
F Gaſ. And what doth add ſome delight more, there i is 
Amongſt the Soldiers a Contention | : 
Who ſhall be the Triumpher, and it ſtands 
Doubtful between a Father and his Son, 
Old Caſſilane, and young Antinous. 
Mel, Why may not both demand it? 
Gaſ. The Law denies it, | 
But where the Soldiers do not all conſent, 
The Parties in Contention are refer*d 
To plead before the Senate ; and from them 
Upon an open Audience to be judg'd 
The Chief, and then to make Demands. 
Mel. You raviſh me with Wonder and Delight. 
,. Come; as we walk, I ſhall more fully inform you, 
[ Exeunt, 


S R N E II, 


Enter Caſſilanes, Arcanes, Antinous, and Decius. 


Caſ. Admit no Soldier near us till the Senate 
Have took their Places. 

Arc. You're obey*d, my Lord. 
Ant. Decius, fall off. 
Der. I ſhall, © 
Caſ. Give leave, Arcanes : 

Young Man, come nearer to me: Who am 1 ? 
Ant. It were a Sin againſt the Piety 

- Of filial Duty, if I ſhould forget 
The Debt I owe my F June on my Knee: 
f. 


Your 


The Laus of Candy. 
Your Pleaſure ? 8 8 e - 5 
Caſ. What, fo low? Canſt thou find Joints, 
| Yet be an Elephant? Antinous, riſe; cone, 
Thou wilt belie Opinion, and rebate es, 
Th' Ambition of thy Gallantry, that they © © 
Whoſe confidence thou haſt bewitch*d, ſhould ſee 
Their little God of War kneel to his Father, 
Though in my Hand I did graſp Thunder. 
C 1 
For proof that I acknowledge you the Author 
Of giving me my Birth, I have diſcharg dd 
A part of my Obedience. But if now © 
You ſhould (as cruel Fathers do) proclaim' 
Your Right, and Tyrant- like uſurp the Glory 
Of my peculiar Honours, not deriv'd 05 
(4) Nor ſucceſſary, but purchas'd with my Blood; 
Then I muſt ſtand firſt Champion for my ſelf 
Againſt all Interpoſers. © TOTS 
Caſ. Boldly urg'd, ; 
And proudly ; I could love thee, did not Anger 
Conſult with juſt Diſdain, in open Langua 
To call thee moſt ungrateful. But ſay freely, 
Wilt thou reſign the Flatteries whereon 
The reeling Pillars of a popular Breath 
Have raig'd thy Giant-like Conceit, to add 
A ſuffrage to thy Father's Merit? Speak. 
Ant. Sir, hear me : Were there not a Chronicle 


Well pen'd by all their Tongues, who can report 


What they have ſeen you do; or had you not 
Beſt in your own Performance writ your ſelf, 
And been your own Text, 1 would undertake . 


K 7 


(4) — — not deriv'd | 


From fucceſſary, —] Mr. Theobald has two Conjectures, firſt 
with a Query, From Succeſſors, but this he ſeems juſtly to have rejected: 
for in much freſher Ink is written, From Anceſtry, neglefting the 
Trace of the Letters for the Sake of the Senſe. I thin 
jecture, which changes only a Particle to one not very unlike it 
the Senſe more eaſily, and was moſt probably the Original, 


A 


8 | The Laws of Candy. 
But only to recount. your Deeds in Arms, 
And you ſhould ever then be fam'd a Preſident 

Of living VKtory : But as you are 

Great, and well worthy to be ſtiled Great, 

It would betray a poverty of Spirit 

In me t' obſtruct my Fortunes, or Deſcent, 


If I ſhould Coward like ſurrender up 


Th' Int'reſt, which th* Inheritance of your Virtue + 
And mine own thrifty Fate, can claim in Honour: 
My Lord, of all the maſs of Fame, which any 
That wears a Sword, and hath but ſeen me fight, 
Gives me, I will not ſhare, nor yield one jot, 

One tittle. ; | | 

Ca. Not to me? 

Ant. You are my Father, 
Yet not to you. 

Caſ. Ambitious Boy, how dar'ſt tho 
To tell me, that thou wilt contend ? 

Anu. Had 1 | 
Been ſlothful, and not follow'd you in all 

The ſtreights of Death, you might have juſtly then 
Reputed me a Baſtard : *Tis a Oaks: 

More than to murther Innocents, to take 
The Life of my yet Infant-honour from me. 

Caf. Antinous, look upon this badge of Age, 
Thy Father's grey-hair'd Beard: Full fifty Years, 
(And more than half of this, &er thou wert born) 

I have been known a Soldier, in which time 

I found no difference *rwixt War and Peace, 

For War was Peace to me, and Peace was War. 

* Autinous, mark me well; there hath nor liv'd 

Theſe fifty Years a Man whom Crete prefer'd 

Before thy Father; let me boldly boaſt, 
Thy Father, both for Diſcipline and Action 


* 


([ 5] Without the belp of Art, or Character, ] If this be genuine, 
the Word Character muſt fignify the ſame with Rhetorick or Oratory, 
but as the Change of the Particle will turn it to a Verb and render it 
applicable to the Context in its uſual Acceptation, I have ventured to 

make tne Change, & 74 : 

| | -Hath 


De Lak: of Candy. - 
Hath fo long been the firſt of all his Nation; 
Now, canſt thou think it honeſt, charitable, - | +» 
Nay human, being ſo young, my Son, my Child, © 
Begot, bred, taught by me, by me thy Father, 
(6) For one day s Service, and that one thy firſt, 
To rob me of a Glory which I _— or 52 2 vi 1 
A half of hundred Years?. f - 6:4 © 3B 
Ant. My Caſe obſerves ata 28 S190-50A. 
Both 195 and Preſidents; for, Sir 25 1 £9 nies 
That very Day whereon you got your Fame. 
You took it from ſome other, who was then HT 
Chief in repute, as you are now, and had been 
Perhaps as many Years deſerving that 
Which you gain'd in a Day, as I have mine. 13 $4444 
Caſ. But he was not my Father then, Antinous.s 
Thou leav'ſt out that. | 8 
Ant. Sir, had he been your Father, 
He had been then Immortal; for a Father 
Heightens his Reputation where his Son 
Inherits it, as when you give us Life, 
Your Life is not diminiſh'd, but renew'd 
In us when you are dead, and we are ſtill. Le 
Your living Images. 8 
Caſ. So be thou curs'd 
In thy Poſterity, as I in thee, 0 
Diſhonourable Boy; O ſhall chat Sun, 
Which not a Year yet ſince beheld me mounted 
Upon a fiery Steed, waving my Sword, 
And teaching this young Man to manage Arms, 
That was a raw, freſh Novice in the Feats . 
Of Chivalry, ſhall that ſame Sun be witneſs 
Againſt this Brat of his Ingratitude? | 
Who, to eclipſe the Light of my Renown, 
Can no way hope t to get a noble Name, 


(6) For one day's Service, and that on thy firſt, ] The Rending f I 
have put in the Text was one of thoſe Emendations which I tent - 
Mr. Theobald juſt before his Death, and believe he had prevented me, 
for it is in his Margin with an L. T. the Mark he ſeem'd to have di- 
ſtinguiſhed his favourite Corrections by. Mr. 1 has ſince {ent 
me the ſame. TP 

. But 


10 The Laws of Candy. 


But by the treading on his Father's Greatneſs ; 
Thou wilt not yield? E- 


Enter Arcanes. 


Ant. My Life, but not the Prize 
My Sword hath purchaſed. 

Arc. Th' Senate, my Lord, 
Are here at hand, and all the Soldiers 
Begin to throng about them. 

Caſ. Now, Arcanes, 

The—_— | 
Arc. What, Sir ? 
Caſ. Trifles will affront us; that 
Fine fighting Stripling. | 

Arc. Let him have the ſhame on't; 

*Pleaſe you withdraw on this ſide. 
Caſ. My great Heart 

Was never quaiPd before, 

Dec. My Lord, be confident, 

Let not your Father daunt you. 

Ant. Decius, whither 955 
Muſt I withdraw? 1 

— Dec. On this ſide. See, the Soldiers 


Attend your pleaſure—— Courage, Sir; the Senate. 
Caſ. Way for the Senate. 


| Enter Porphycio, Poſſenne, three Senators, Gonzalo, 

j 5 Gaſpero, and Soldiers. 

| My good Lords I know not 

ſ What tax of Arrogance I may incur, p 

{| Should I preſume, though courted by your Favours, 
'To take a place amongſt you ; I had rather 

N (7) Give proof of my unfeign'd Humility 

| By this, though mean, yet more becoming place, 

= - Than run the hazard of a doubtful Cenſure, 


Pot 


(7) Give proof of my unfeign'd Humility 

By Force, though mean, yet more becoming place,] To give proof 

of an unfeign'd Humility by Force, is an Expreſſion evidently abſurd, 
and I have ventur'd to ſubſtitute the Word which the Context requires 


inſtead 


The Laws of Candy. 1 
Poſ. My Lord, your Wiſdom is both known and try'd; 5 
We cannot rank you in a nobler Friendſhip 


Than your great Service to the State deſerves, | . 
(8) Por. Will't pleaſe you ſit? 


Enter Fernando with Soldiers. 


Gon. What here, my Lord ren n / 
It muſt not be. | @ 2 | 
Por. My Lord, you are too modeſt, : 
Gon, It is no ſeaſon to be troubleſome, 
Elſe but I've done: Your Lordſhips are obſer vd. 
Gaſ. Is the Demandant e ? 
Arc. He is ready. | ö 
Gaf. Produce him then. | He = 
Arc. Before this Sacred Preſence, 
I, by a general Conſent, am made p | 
The Soldier's Voice, and to your gracious Wiſdoms, 


Preſent as chief in Arms, his Country's Champion, 
Cal. lanes. 


Dec. Moſt reverend Lords, you hear. the leſſer amber 
Of thoſe who have been Guardians to this Country, 

Approve this Champion; I, in all their Names, 

Who fought for Candy, here preſent before you 

The mightieſt Man 1 in Arms, Antinous. 


inſtead of Force. But it may be objected, chat Words ſo Wy dif- 
ferent in all their Letters as hi and Force could not eaſily be miſtook 
for each other, either by Tranſcriber or Printer. This, I allow, has 
very rarely happened, tho” ſometimes it has, as in Note the 6th in 
the Faithful Shepherdeſi, feel was wrote inſtead of gor. But in ſuch 
great Changes, without the Authority of an old Edition, Conjecture 
ought not to dictate any Emendation, . unleſs it can give a probable 
Reaſon for the Corruption ; and in this Caſe I think there is one. 
Every Man converſant in Criticiſm knows how often margine/ Com- 
ments have crept into the Text, I imagine therefore that ſome Perſon 
who ſaw the Pride of Caſſilanes, and that his unfeign'd Humility here 
was really a forc'd one, wrote By Force in the Marg » Which the 
Printer thinking a Correction inſerted in the Text. : 
7 65 Por. Wilt: pleaſe you, Sir ? . 
Gon. What's here, my Lord Porphycio? ] The Queſtion here 
had a ſmall Corruption, but ſuch as did not much injure the Senſe ; 
but the Anſwer, by the Inſertion of a Verb, was render'd quite ob- 
7 Mr. Theobald in his Margin had reſtor'd both from the old 


Fol olio. 
Speak 


\ , 1 4 - - 
iu: ———— ˙ FAD r 


That had a Heart to think he could but follow 
(For equal me he ſhould not) through the Lanes 


of a Letter will I think make Caſſilane's Speech carry more Contempt 
of all thoſe who ſeem'd to fide with his Son, My dread is, 


x The Lowe of Candy: 


Speak Fellow Soldiers. 
Sol. Antinous, Antinousn. 
Gaſ. Stand by, all, ſave the two Competitors. an! 


Poſ. Toy Lords, how. much your Country owes yu 
th, 


The due Reward of your deſertful Glories 
Muſt to Poſterity remain: But yet 


Since, by our Law, one only can make claim 


To the propoſed Honours which you both 

(It ſeems) have truly merited, take leave 

Freely to plead your Rights; we ſhall attend ye. 
Por. Wherein Priority of Voice is granted, 

Lord Caſſilane, to you; for that your rare 


And long Experience in the Courſe of War, 


As well doth challenge it, as the beſt Privilege 
Of Order and Civility, for that ; 
You are your brave Opponent's 8 2a Father. 
Say, Countrymen, are you content? 
Sol. Ay, Ay. 
Caſſ. Right grave, right gracious Fathers3 ; how unfit 
It is for me, that all my Life time have 
Been practis'd in the School of Blood and Slaughter, 
To bandy Words now in my Life's laſt farewel, 
Your Wiſdoms will conſider : Were there pitcht 
Another, and another Field, like that 
Which, not yet three Days fince, this Arm hath ſcatter'd, 
Defeated, and made nothing, then the Man | 


Of Danger and Amazement, (9) might 1 in that, 


might in that, 

That only of but Gallowing me, be happy, 

Reputed worthy to be made my Rival] I ſhall make no Change 
here, becauſe my Objection to the preſent Text is not great, eſpecially 
as the Sentiment ſeems an Imitation of what 4jax 1a A ys of Ul bers 
Contention with him in Ovid's Metamorphoſis. 

But if happy is the true Reading, I think, the Period had better end 
there, and the next Line ſeems ſcarce neceſſary, however the Change 


- might in that 


' That only of but j following me, be haply 
Reputed worthy.to be made my Rival, 


GR f N That 


ASST} 7 
- . 1 
= 
— 
1 * 
. * 


Rs rom him, whom [I before I alone, ix 


That only of but Agel me, be n 1 


Reputed worthy to be made my Rival; 
For *tis not, Lords, unknown to thoſe about me, 


(My Fellow Soldiers) firſt, with What Ae 


] led them on to fight, went on ſtill, and 

As if I could have been a ſecond Nature, 20 4 271 

As well in heartening them by my Example, 

As by my Exhortation, I gave Life 

To quicken Courage, to inflame Revenge, 

To heighten Reſolution; in a word, 

To out-do Action: It boots not to diſcover, | a 
How that young Man, who was not fledg'd nor ab | 
In Martial play, was ev'n as ignorant | 

Aschildifh : But I liſt not to diſparage 

His Non-ability : The Signal given Fe 
Of Battel, when our Enemies came on, 21 N 

Directed more by Fury, than by Warrant 


Of Policy and Stratagem) I met them, 


I in the Fore- front of the Armies met them; 
And as if this old weather-beaten Body 


Had been compos'd of Cannon Proof, J ſtood 


The Volleys of their Shot. I, I my 3 
Was he-that firſt diſ- rankt their Woods of Pikes: 
But when we came to handy Stroaks, as oſten 

As I lent Blows, ſo often I gave Wounds, 

And every Wound a Death. I may be bold 

To juſtify a Truth, this very Sword 

Of mine flew more than any 'twain beſides : 

And, which is not the leaſt of all my Glory, 
When he, this young Man, Hand to Hand in fight, 
Was by the General of the Venetians, 

And ſuch as were his Retinue, unhors'd, 

I ſtept between, and reſcu'd him my ſelf, d. 
Or Horſes Hoofs had trampled him to Dirt; 
And whilſt he was remounting, I maintain'd "i 
The Combate with the gallant General, 
Till having taken Breath, he throng'd before me, * 


 Renew'd the Fight, and with a fatal Blow, - 


Stole both that Honour from me, and his Life pt | 
Had 


Is 


| Together by their General, 


— The Laws of Candy. ; 


Had more than full three quarters kill'd : A Man 


+ Well worthy only by this Hand t' have dy'd, 


Not by a Boy's weak Puſh: I talk too much, 

But tis a Fault of Age: If to bring home | 
Long Peace, long Victory, ev'n to your Capitol; 
If to ſecure your Kingdom, Wives, and Children, 
Your Lives and Liberties; if to renown 


Your Honours through the World, to fix your Names; 


Like blazing Stars admir'd, and fear'd by all 


That have but heard of Candy, or a Cretan, 


Be to deſerve th* Approvement cf my Manhood, 
Then thus much have I done : What more, examine 
The Annals of my Life; and then conſider - 
What I have been, and am. Lords I have ſaid. 

Gon. With Rev'rence to the Senate, is it lawful, 


Without your Cuſtom's breach, to ſay a word? 


Poſ. Say on, my Lord Gonzalo. 
Gon. I have heard, 


And with no little wonder, ſuch high Deeds 


Of Chivalry diſcours'd, that I confeſs, 

I do not think the Worthies, while they liv'd 

All nine, deſerv'd as much Applauſe, or Memory as 
This one: But he'who can do ought to gain 

The Crown of Honour from him, muſt be ſomewhat 
More than a Man: You tread a dang'rous Path, 

Yet I ſhall hear you gladly ; for believe me, 

Thus much let me profeſs, in Honour's cauſe, 

I would not to my Father, nor my King, 


(My Country's Father) yield : If you tranſcend 


What we have heard, I can but only ſay, 
That Miracles are yet in uſe. I fear 


I have offended. 


Por. You have ſpoken nobly. 


_ Antinous uſe your Privilege. 


Ant, Princely Fathers, 
Ere I begin, one ſuit I have to make, 
"Tis juſt, and honourable, 
Por. Poſ. Speak, and have it. 
Ant. That you would pleaſe the Soldiers might all ſtand 


Pof. 


Poſ. 'Tis granted. - | 
All all to yonder fide: Go on, Antinous. i 

Ant. I ſhall be brief and plain: All what my Father 
(This Country's Patron) hath diſcours'd, is true. 
Fellows in Arms, ſpeak you: Is't true? 

Sol. True, true. 

Ant. It follows, that the blaze of my 8 
Took light from what 1 ſaw him do: And thus 
A City, though the Flame be much more Dreadful, 
May from a little Spark be ſet on Fire; 

Of all what I have done, I ſhall give Inſtance 
Only in three main Proofs of my Deſert. 

Firſt I ſought out (but through — many Dangers 
My Lords judge ye) the Chief, the great Commander, 
The Head of that huge Body, whoſe proud weight 

Our Land ſhrunk under, him I found and fought with, 


Fought with, and ſlew, Fellows | in Arms, ſpeak compa 
Ist true or not? 


Sol. True, true. | 

Ant. When he was * 
The Hearts of all our Adverſaries 
Began to quail, till young Fernando, Son 
To the laſt Duke of Venice, gather d Head, 
And ſoon renew'd the Field; by whoſe Example | 
The bold Yenetians doubling Strength and Counge: 
Sh, got the better of the Day; our Men 

Supp poſing that their Adverſaries grew ß 1 

e Hyara's Head, (10) recoyle, and *gan to aye: 

1 Told them; and what! ſaid, they know; 
The ſym on't is; I call'd them back, new rankt them; 
Led on, they follow d, ſhrunk not til the end: | 
Fellows in Arms is't true, or no? 

Sol. True, true: 


Ant. Laſtly, to finiſh all, there was but one, 


34 * 


(10) _— - recoyle, _ es to ye. ] M r. Theobald 
would read recoy/'d to make both Verbs in the ſame Tenſe, an Accu- 
racy by no means neceſſary, as the Change of Tenſes in the ſame man- 
ner is common to all Poets, Latin, Greek, and Engliſb, and is here 
rather a Beauty than a Fault, as the ARof their Recgling is certify'd, 
their Flight begun but not compleat. 


The 
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The only great Exploit; which was to take 
Fernando Priſoner, and that Hand to Hand 
In fingle Fight I did : My ſelf without 
The Help of any Arm, ſave th Arm of Heay* n. 
Speak Soldiers, is it true, or no? 
Sol. Antinous, Antinous. 
Ant. Behold my Priſoner, Fathers, | 
Fer, This one Man 
Ruin'd our Army, and hath glorig d Sh 
Crete in her Robes of Mightineſs and Conqueſt, - 
Peoſ. We need not uſe long circumſtance of Words, 
Antinous thou art Conqueror: The Senate, 
The Soldiers, and thy Valour have 1 it. 
All. Antinous, Antinous. © 3 
Por. Make thy Demand. A 
Caſ. Pleaſe ye, my Lords, give leave 
That 1 may part, 
Poſ. No, Caſſilane, the Court 5 
Should therein be diſhonour'd, don't Hin 
We prize your Preſence at ſo ſlight a Rate, 
Demand, Antinous. h 
Ant. Thus, my Lords; to why: 
How far I am from Arrogance, or thinking 
I am more valiant, though more favoured 
Than my moſt matchleſs Father, my Demand is, 
That for a laſting Memory of his Name, 
His Deeds, his real, nay his royal Worth, 
You ſet up in your Capitol i in Braſs - 
My Father's Statue, there to ſtand for ever 
A Monument and Trophy of his Victories, 
With this Inſcription to ſucceeding Apcs, 
Great Caſſilane, Patron of Candy*s Peace, 
Perpetual Triumpher. Por. Poſ. It is granted. 
What more? Ant. No more. Caf. How, * ? 
Thou art Immortal, 
Both for thy Son-like Piety, and Beauties 
Of an unconquer'd Mind. 
Ant. My Priſoner, Lords, 
To your more ſacred Wiſdoms I ſurrender : 


. 


(1 1) Fit you his Ranforn .. et 1 give: | 7 

For Largeſs to the Soldiers: Th' other half 150 

To the erection of this Monument. 7 abut} 
Caf. Ambitious, Villain. 1 1 
Con. Thou art all unimitable, 85 wy 

My Lords, to work a certain Peace for 5 

Wich Venice, uſe Fernando like a Prince; 

His Ranſom I'll disburſe, what e' er it be: 

Yet you may ſtay him with you, till — AVEM 

Of Amity ſhall be concluded ks "OY RT ROS, 

Are ye content? d er Na 
Por. We are, and ever teſt be JG 

Both Friends and Debtors to your Noblenefs... 5 
Gon, Soldiers attend me in the Market-place, KY 

T'll chither ſend your Largeſs. bon Þ 26d 6 3H 
Sol. Antinous, Antinou s. I QEreunl. 


Caſ. 1 have a Suit too, Lords. Por. Po Propoſe i it, 
Tis yours, if fit and juſt. Caf. Let not my Services, 


My. being forty. Years a Drudge, a Bagh thor 46% 
To you, and to the State, be. branded nomie 4M 


q 


With Ignominy ne'er to be forgotten 0 


1 Ll 89 21 


Rear me no Monument, unſeſs du man 
To have me fam'd a Coward, and be EGS 00. 


Poſ. We underſtand you Nr ct Birr Ac by 

Caf. Proud Boy, thou doſt, E 
And Tyrant. like inſult'ſt upon my Shame.” A * oh 

Ant. Sir, Heav'n can tell, and my Jn, 6 doubt 
What I did, was but only to inforcgce 3 hne Re” 


The Senate's Gratitude. I now acknowledge: Fee 
Caſ. Obſerve it Fathers, how, this haughty Boy 
Grows cunning in his Envy of mine Honour: 
He knows no mention can of me be made, on Nom 1 
But that it ever likewiſe muſt be told,., '. 1s ws | 


ba. F 


How I by him was maſter'd; and for ſurety. 2 


That all ſucceeding times may fo report it, * 


He would have my Diſhonour, and his Trjumphs 


(11) Fit you his Ranſon fl Mr. Symp/an, HY a bat to 
fit a Ranſom, or proportion it to tlie 22 and ops fs cb 
ſom'd, ſeems not to need any Change. 
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To end my Days LE KOH" 
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Ingrav'd in Braſs: Hence, hence proceeds the falſhood 
Of his inſinuating Picty. - 


Here in the Capitol, before the Senate, 

I utterly renounce : So Thrift and Fate 

Confirm me; henceforth never ſee my Face, 

Be as thou art, a Villain to thy Father. | 
Lords, | muſt crave your leaves: Come, come, Arcanes. 


| LExeunt. | 

Gon. Here's a range kighborn Spirit. 

Poſ. Tis but Heat 
Of ſudden preſent Rage; 1 dare affure 
Antinous of his Favour. 6! 

Ant, I not doubt it, ee e 
He is both a good Man, and a py Father. 
1 ſhall attend. your Lordſhips. Poſ. Do, b 4 
Gon. Yes: Feaſt thy Triumph with Applauſe and 
Pleaſures. 

Por, Poſ. Lead on. — Hir. Curnets. 

Ant, 1 utterly renounce———*Twas fo? 
Was't not, my Decius. 
Dec. Piſh, you know, my Lord, 
Old Men are Choleriek. 

Ant. And laſtly parted: 
With, Never henceforth ſee my Face: O me, 
How have I loſt a Father? Such a Father? 
Such a one, Decius I am mitenbie, 
Beyond expreſſion. 

Dec. Fie, how unbecoming 
This ſhews upon your day of Fame? 
Ant. O Miſchief! | 
I muſt no more come near bim: chat I know, 
And am aſſur d ont. f 

Dec. Say you do not ? + 

Ant. True: 
Put caſe I do not: What i is Candy then 
To loſt Antinous ? Malta, I relolye 


Dec. _ s that? 
Ant, I 
=o . All 


es. 
nl. 


nd 


fs, 


All 


All humble means of being reconciPd ; 

Which if deny'd, then I may juſtly ſay, 

This Day has on d r vorſt: * my worſt. 
[Exeunt. 


— nner n Ka 14 41 2 v7; BY 
Enter Gonzalo, and Gaſpero. 


* 


oN what you have heard; as no Min can 
Better than 15 | 


you her Character 5 
For I have been both nurs· q. and train d up to 
Her petulant Humours, and been glad to hear em 
Her Brother, my late Maſter, did no leſs. N 
Strong apprehenfions of her Beauty hath 
Made her believe that ſhe is more than Woman: 
And as there did not want thoſe Flatterees 
Bout the World's Conqueror, to make him think, 
And did perſuade him that he was a Gd; 
So there be thoſe baſe Flies, that will not ſtick 
To buz into her Ears, ſhe is an Angel, 


7 


20 


And that the Food ſhe feeds on is Ambroſia; 


Gon. She ſhould not touch it then, tis Poets fate; _ 
Gaſ. I may take leave to fay, ſhe may as well 
Determine of herſelf to be a Goddefs, | 
With leſſer Flattery than he a God: 
For ſhe does conquer more, although not further, 
Every one looks on her, dies in deſpair, | 
And would be glad to do it aftually, 


To have the next Age tell how worthily, 


And what good Cauſe he had to periſh fo:. 
Her Beauty is Superlative, ſhe knows it, 
And knowing it, thinks no Man can deſerve, 
But ought to periſh; and to die for her: 


Many great inces for het Love have EY 
And given themſelves a willing Sacrifice, 


Proud to have ended ſo: And now there is 
A Prince ſo madded in his Paſſions, 


The Laws of Candy. 19 


= " 
vor «4 


2 


1 
4 
s ©: 
=: 
ES 
: 4 
4 ® 

7 
2 
S © 
IBS 
< < 
1 
17 
T7S5 
1 E 
: 4 % 
1 
(4 * 
1 
1 
138 
335 
{0 
| 1 
5 
4 s 
114 : 
-T 
| { 
3 
VP 
5 
5 
* 
i 
x 
? 
3 
4 
F 
x! 


— » 


n re 
r 
* —— — — — 


g — — — — . — — A - 
WA 3 . =_ — 
= — 2 4 —— OT 6 4 » {3 5 i 
my A A A * 4 p ie Ae} 4G * — — $. + o —— * — — 
e — — 


the Carelefsneſs of their Tranſcribers and Printers. 
8 4 | l 4 *. f 


20 The Laws of Candy. 
That he forgets the Royalty he ws Born 0 Tab 


And deems it Happineſs to be her Slave. 
Gon. You talk as if you meant to wind me in, 


And make me of the number. Gaſ. Sir, 
Miſtake me not, the Service that I owe ye 


Shall plead for me: I tell you what ſhe is, 
What ſhe expects, and what ſhe will effect, 
Unleſs you be the Miracle of Men, 
That come with purpoſe to behold, and go 
Away your felf, Gon. I thank you, I will doit: 
But pray reſolve me, how's ſhe ſtor'd with Wit? 
Gaſ. As with Beauty, Infinite, 3 
And more to be admir'd at, than medled with. 


* walks her Tongue the ſame gate with her 
cet SR el tg h 
Gaſ. (12) Ay, much beyond: what her Heart thinks, 
ſhe utters, N r 
So boldly, and ſo readily, as you'd judge 


It Penn'd and Studied. 


Enter Erota, Philander, Annophel, | Hyparcha, 
__  Mochingo, and Attendants, 


Gon, She comes. | 
 Gaſ. I muſt leave you then, . x 
But my. beſt Wiſhes ſhall remain with you. [ Exit, 

Gon. Still I muſt thank you. This is the moſt paſſionate, 
Moſt pit'ful Prince, who in the Caldron of 
Afﬀettions, looks as he had been Par-boyPd. 

Phil. If I offend with too much loving you, 

It is a fault that I muſt ſtill commit. 
To make your Mercy ſhine the more on me. 


(12) Much beyond: what &er her Heart thinks he utters : 

And fo boldly, ſo readily, as you would judge] I have been 
forc'd to take ſome unuſual Liberties here to reſtore the Meaſure ; but 
the Reader, who compares the ſeveral Editions of all our Authors 
Plays, will find ſo many Omiſſions and Interpolations in all of them, 
tho more particularly in the laſt Folio and the Octavo, that he will 
know that no Editor can do Juttice to them without taking ſome, even 
reat Liberties They were certainly ſometimes incorrect in their 
— but they were as certainly render'd ten times more ſo by 


Ero. 


ler 


it. 
e, 


Or elſe you durſt not follow me with hope 


Now I have 
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Ero. You are the felf-ſame Creature you ny | 


21 


— 
— * <» 


1 1 


That I can pity: you, who am ſo far 
From granting any Comfort in this kind, 1 250 
That you and all Men elſe ſhall periſh frſt :. 1 
] will live free and ſingle, till Fad. PEO 
Something aboye a Map to equal mez 
(13) Put all your braveſt Heroes into one, 
Four Kings and Emperors, and let him come 
1n Perſon of a Man, and I ſhould ſcorn him: CEOS 
Muſt, and will ſcorn him. zo 
The God of Love himſelf hath loſt his Eyes; 
His Bow and Torch extinguiſh'd, and the Poets 
That made him firſt a God, have loſt their Fire 
Since I appear*d, and from my Eyes muſt ſteal it. 
This I dare ow ; and let me ſee the Man, | 
poke it, that doth dare ek 8 
Nay, not believe it. 1 5 
Moc. He' is mad that does not. 
Ero. Have not all Nations of the Earth heard at me?” 
Moſt come to ſee me, and ſeeing me, return d 


Full of my Praiſes? Teaching their Chroniclers 


To make their Stories perfect? for where the Name, 
Meerly the word of fair Erota ſtands, 

It is a laſting Hiſtory to Time, | OS 
Begetting Admiration in the Men, Is 3 
And in my own Sex, Envy; which Glory a lol, 
When I ſhall ſtick my Beauty in a Cloud. | 


Pu 


(14) And clearly ſhine through it. 


Gon. This Woman's in the Altitudes, and ke muſt be 
A good Aftrologer mall know her Zodiack, 


(13) Put all your brave Heroes into one.) There can be no ater 
brave having been braveſft in the Origioab and I fo corrected ic with- 
out deſigning a. Note. But overlooking Mr. Theobald's Margih, I 
find he had made the Correction and put an L. T. under it. 

(14) And clearly ine thro it] I believe maſt Readers will think 
clearly a Corruption; a Word that ſignify'd the very reverſe would 
beſt ſuit the Context, dimly is rather too far from the Trace of the 
Letters, barely therefore ſeem'd to me to bid faireſt, but Mr. Sy-mpſox 


conjectures meerly, and perhaps he may be right. 1 am too doub-ful 


to inſert either of them in * Text. 2 
B 3 : | | Phil, 


— 
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(15) Phil. For any Man to think 
Hinte an able Purchaſer of you, 
But in the Bargain there muſt Be Neu 5 
Infinite Bounty; otherwiſe I vow, __ 
By all that's Excellent 17 Gracſous in you, 
I would untenant . ope lodg'd in me, 
And y jeld myſelf u Ip ve's, or your own Martyr, 

Ern. So you ſhall pleaſe us. Sant 

Phil. O you cannot be ©, © 
So heav'nly 42 ſo abſolute in all things 
And yet retain ſuch cruel Tyranny. 

Ero. I can, I do, I will. 

Gon, She is in her © 
Moods, and her Tenſes: I'll then Grammar with you, 
And make a trial how I can decline you: _ 

B'your leave, great Lady. Ero. What are you? Gem, 
A Man, 

A good Man, that's a wealthy, a proper Man, 

5 and a proud Man too; one that underſtands 

Himſelf, and knows, unleſs it be yourſelf, 

No Worn in the Uniyerſe deſerves him. 

Nay, Lady, I muſt tell you too withal, 

1 may make doubt of that, unleſs you paint 

With better Judgment next Day than on this ; 

For (plain I muſt be with you) *tis a dull Facus, 

Ero.. Knows any one here what this Fellow is ? 

Aten. He i is of Venice, Madam, a great Magnifica, 
And gracious with the Senate. Ero. Let him keep 
Then among them; what makes he here? Here's State 
Enough where Iam: here's a do You, tell him, 
If he have ought with us, let him look lower, 
And give it in Petition. 


#1 5) Phil, For any Man to think | 
Himſelf an able Purchaſer of you, b.] I _ ſome 
time heſitated on this Paſſage, the Senſe would be clearer if the firlt 
Hemiſtich was fill'd up thus, 
were Arrogance for any Man to think 
HimfelF an able Purchaſer of You, &c. 
Perhaps indeed the Poets might make Philander in his Fit of Adora- 
Bon uſe a ſtronger Word than Arrogance, as Here or Blaſpheny, but 
tis all meer Con jeQure. ab 
Oc. 


. 


4 
it 


1 do keep two. 


The Laws of:Gindy- 8 

Moc. Mi gbty ee Io 
My Miſtreſs bid me tell you, i you've: En 
With her, you mult look low' i, Nd, a in 
Petition. 

Gon. Here 's for thee a Duokar, e Pas 

Moc. Lou ſaß i unh 
Well, Sir, take your own Courſe. | 

Con. 'I will not grace you, 
Lady, ſo much as take you by the Hand; 0 


But when I ſhall vouchſafe to touch your Le. 


It ſhall be through your Court a 8 3 
Proclaimed for ſo high Favour. 2 
Ero. TR D N 
Some great Man's Jeſter: sin, begon, here is 
No place to fool tn. 
Gon. Where are th' Fools you talk uf S 


OH 4 - 


Ero. No queſtion. of it; for 
In your own ſelf you do maintain an hundred. 
Gon. And beſides them, I keep a noble Tran, dale 
Statiſts, and Men of Action; my Purſe is 55 and deep, 


' Beyond the reach of Riot to draw dry: 


Fortune did vie with Nature, to beſtow, 

When I was born, her e /obi 

Tis not amiſs you turn your Eyes from me; 

For ſhould you ſtand and gaze me in the Face, | 

You periſh would, like Semele by Fove : 90 

In Venice, at this inſtant there do lie 91 

No leſs than threeſcore Ladies in their Graves. 

And in their Beds five hundred, for my Love. {bra y; 
Moc. Lou lie more than they; yet it him 

Would I could walk and talk ſo: Ill endeavour i it. 
Ero. Sir, do you know me? | 
Gon. Yes, you were Siſter to FA late Prins of Candy, 

Aunt to this young one: And I in Venice, 


| Am born a Lord; equal to you in Fortunes, of 1 


In Shape — l' ſay no more, but view. 


Moc. There needs no more be ſaid, were l een 
O he does rarely: In Shape; II ſay no more, 


But view: Who could ſay more, who better? 
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24 3 De Laus H Candy. 


Man is no Man, nor Woman Woman is, 


Unleſs they have a Pride like one of: theſe. ' 
How poor the Prince of Cyprus ſhews — 1 PL 11 
How poor another Lady unto her! : 
Carriage and State makes.us ſeem Demi-gods, | ana; 
Humility, like Beaſts, Worms of the Earth, 


Enter Antinous, and Decius, 


Ant. Royal Lad, 
J kiſs your. Hand. Ero, 1 hooks nine. Sir. 2 0¹ 
My noble Brother, welcome Trom. the Wars. "" 

Ant. Dear Siſter. % 1 5 20160 

Anno. Where is my Father, that you come. 
Wichout him? We haye:news of your . n IG 
He has his Health, 1 hope? Ant. Yes Siſter, "a has 
His Health, but is not well. Anno. How, not well then : ? 
What Riddles do you utter ? 

Ant. I'll tell you more in private. Gone: Noble Sir, 
I cannot be unmindful of your Merit, 21 
Since I laſt heard it: You ate a hopeful Youth, 5 


. 


Indeed, the Soul of Candy. 1 muſt e 


My Thoughts 
Anno. The Prince of Cyprus. Brother 3. © good Daa. 
Ant. I am his Servant. 
Phi. You are the Patron of your dr sir, | 
So your unimitable Deeds proclaim you, 
It is no Language of my own, but all Mens. 
Gon, Your Enemies muſt needs acknowledge it: 
Then do not think it flattery in your Friends 
For if they had a Heart, they could not want 


A Tongue. Ero. ls this your 5K 32 * 


Anno. Yes, Madam. „ 2 
Ero. Yr Name's Antinous? 


An. [ am, 1. 
Lady, that moſt kom Bien, p Tow; Howl 


Uniortunate? Why, are you. not the Soldier, 


The Captain of thoſe Captains, that did bring 
Conqueſt an Vict'ry home along with you? 
Ant. I had ſome ſhare in it ; but was the leaſt 


of the leaſt worthy, . _ O Sir, in your Modeſty. 


— : You'll 


J! 
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ou'll make a double Conqueſt : I was Ear: witneſe 
When this young Man ſpoke leſſer than he ated, 
And had the Soldier's voice to help him out: 
(16) But that the Law compell'd — and his Honour 
Inforc*'d him make a claim for his Rèwa rd 
J well perceive he would have ſtood the Man [ 0 a 
That he does now, buried his Worth in ſilence. 

Ero. Sir, 


I hearken not to him, but look on you, 


And find more in you than be can 1 
You ſhall attend on me. | | 
Ant. Madam, your Non. . 228% | 1 
Ero. Deny it not, Sir, for it is more Honour 1 
(17) Than you have got ch*- Eield: For know you ſhall, 
Upon Erota's asking, ſerve Erota. 
Ant. I may want Anſwers, Lady, 
But never want a Will to do you twice. 
I came here to my Siſter to take leave, N 
Having enjoin'd myſelf to Baniſhment, ' . * 
For ſome cauſe that hereafter you may hear, 


And wiſh with me I had not the occaſion. VIA 


Anno. There ſhall be no occaſion to divide us: Ka 
Dear Madam for my fake uſe all your Power, ' © 
(18) Even for the Service that he ought to owe. 


| Muſt, and does owe to you, his Friends, and Country. 


Ero. Upon your Loyalty to th' State and me,. q 
I do command you, Sir, not * . 912d N 
Am I not your Princeſs? 0 


(16) But that the Law mn bim for bis 9 hal 
Jo inforce him make a claim for his Reward,) The. Law. com- 


pell d him to inforce him ſeemed ſomewhat abſurd ; but I was at firſt a 


little doubtful whether I ſhould treat 'it as an evident Corruption, till 
obſerving that the for in the ſecond Line ſtood directly under that in the 
firſt, and that every one knows how frequently the Printers make ſuch 
Miſtakes ; I was determin'd to treat it as a Miſtake. _ 

(1 7) Than you have ith) Field; |] Tho this was not Nonſenſe, 


the Abbreviations being 4 unleſs a Word was dropt, I t. 


pected the Verb auon to have been the Original, but conſulting the old 
Folio found it to be gotten, for which got is frequently put both by the 
Old Engliſb Writers as well as the Modern. 
(18) Ever for the Service] he Corruption here i is too evident to 
nped a Proof. 
Ant, 
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Ant. Vou are, great 
Ero. Then ſhew yourſelf; a Servant and 2 ages. 57 
Ant. I am your Vaſſal. | 
Moc. Lou are a Coward ; I that dare not Fight, 91 
Scorn to be Vaſſal to any Prince i in Europe : 1 
Great is my Heart with Pride, which F11 las 
When they are gone, with practice on my Vata 


Enter an Attendant. | 


Atten. The 9 8 Caffilane i is come to ſee you, Madam 

Dec. There's comfort in thoſe words, Antinons- % 
For here's the Place and Perſons that have Power. 
115 o reconcile you to his Love again. * 

Aut. That were a fortunate Meeting, 


Enter Caſſilane and Arcanes. | 


Caf. Greatneſs ill wait you, Lady. 
Ero. Good CAſilane, | 
We do maintain our Greatneſs through y our * Yale. 
Caſ. My Prayers pull daily Bleſſings. N Head, 
My un- offending Child, my Annophe l. 72 
Good Prince, worthy Gonzalo ! Ha] Art thou hero befor 
In every Action art thou thus Ambitious? . 
My Duty, Lady, I firſt offered here, 
And Love to thee, my Child, though he our rip m me 3. 
Thus in the Wars he got the ſtart on me, PR”. 
By being forward, but performing leſs, 
All the endeavours of my Life are loſt, / 
And thrown upon that Evil of mine own 
Curſed begetting, whom 1 ſhame. to Father. 
O that the heat thou rob*dſt me of, had burnt 
Within my Entrails, and begot a Feaver, 
Or ſome wer Sickneſs, for thou 'rt a Diſeaſe 
ey = than any Phyſick gives a Name to. 
Auno. Why do you ſay fo? 
Caſ. O Annopbel; there is good cauſe, my Girl: 
H has plaid the Thief with me, and filch'd away, 
The richeſt Jewel of my Life, my Honour, | 
_. Wearing it publickly with that e 
5 if he Jay did inherit 1 * 


88 


e 


Int. 
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Ant. Would I had in my Infancy been lad 
Within my Grave, cover'd with Bleſſings, rather _ 
Than grown up to a Man, to meet your Curſes. 

Caf. O that thou hadſt. ; 

(19) Then I had been the Father of-a Child, 
Dearer than thou wert even unto me, | 


When hope perſwaded me I had begot 


Another ſelf in thee : Out of mine Eyes, 
As far as I have thrown thee from my Heart, 
That I may live and die forgetting thee, 3 

Ero. How has he, Sir, deſerv'd this untam'd Anger, 
That when he might have ask'd for his Reward _ 
Some Honour for himſelf, or maſs of Pelf 
He only did requeſt to have ereted ' 
Your Statue in the Capitol, with Titles 
Ingrav'd upon't, The Patron of bis Country? 

Caſ. That, that's the Poiſon in the gilded Cup, _. 
The Serpent in the Flowers, that ſtings my Honour, 
And leaves me dead in Fame: Gods do a Juſtice, 

And rip his Boſom up, that Men may ſee, 

Seeing, believe the ſubtle Practices 

Written within his Heart: But J am heated, 

And do forget this Preſence, and myſelf. 

Your Pardon, Lady, | 3 

Ero. Vou ſhould not ask, leſs you knew how to give. 
For my ſake, Caſſilane, caſt out o' your Thoughts 
All ill Conceptions of your worthy Son, | 
That, queſtionleſs, has ignorantly offended, 

Declared in his Penitence. . g 

Caſ. Bid me die, Lady, for your ſake !'1] do it; 
But that you'll ſay is nothing, for a Man 


* 


That has out- liv'd his Honour ; But command me 


19) Then I had been the Father of a Child, 35, 
Dearer than thou wert ever unto PF 
When hope perfwvaded me I had begat 6-3 Y 
Another ſelf in thee :)] This Sentence ſeems a little obſcure. 
It ſhould mean, that he had then only had one Child, wiz. Aznophil, 
who is dearer to him than 4ntinous was ev'n at the time of his Birth, 
when Hope perſuaded him that he had begot another ſelf, The Change 
of ever to even, in this Place alſo, ſeems to give this Senſe more 
clearly. | 3 & | 
In 
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In any thing ſave that, and Caſſilan. 
Shall ever be your Servant. Come Aunopbel, 
My Joy i in this World, thou ſhalt live with me, 
Retired in ſome ſolitary "Nook, 
The comfort of my Age; my Days are ſhort, 
And ought to be well ſpent; and I deſire 
No other Witneſs of them but thyſelf, _ 
And good Arcanes. Es. 
Anno. I ſhall obey you, Wo 
Gon. Noble Sir, 
If you taſte any want of worldly Means, 
Let not that diſcontent you: Know me your Friend, 
That hath and can ſupply you. 

Caf. Sir, I am too much bound to you already, 
And 'tis not of my Cares the leaſt, to give you 
Fair Satisfaction. 

Gon. You may imagine I do ſpeak to that end, 
But traſt me, tis to make you bolder with me. | 

Caf. I thank you, Sir, and may make trial of you 4 
Mean time my Service. 

Anno. Brother be comforted ; fo long as 1 continue 
Within my Fathei?s Love, you cannot long | 
Stand out an Exile: I muſt go live with him, 

And I wil! prove fo good an Orator | 
In your behalf, that you again ſhall gain him, 

| (26) Or I will ſtir in him another Anger, | 
And be loſt with you. : ; 

Ant. Better I were neglected: For he 's haſty, i ab 
And through the Choler that abounds in him, 
Which for the time divides from him his Judgment, 
He may caſt you off, and with you his Life; | 
For Griet will ſtraight ſurprize him, and that way 
Muſt be his Death: The Sword has try'd too Mes, 
And all the deadly Inſtruments of War 
Have aim'd at his great Heart, but neꝰer could roqch 4 it: 

Yet not a Limb about him wants a Scar. 


(20) Or 7 will Air with him another Anger 
And be liſt with you. ] Here the with in the lower Line by an 


_ accidental Caſt of the Printer's Eye ſeems to have juſtled a more proper 
Piepoſition out of the upper one. 
| | Caf. 
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Caf Madam, my Duty ——Ero. Will you be 5 
Caf. I muſt, 
Lady, but I'll be ready, when you *re pleasd 
Command me, for your Service. Excellent Prince — 
To all my hearty Love, and good Farewel. 
Moc. Thanks, honeſt Caſſilane. 2 Come dmophe 
Gon. Shall I not wait upon you, Sir? | 
Caf. From hence 
| You ſhall not ſtir a Foot: Loving Gonzalo, 
It muſt be all my Study to requite you. 
Gon. If I may be fo fortunate to deſerve 
The Name of Friend from you, I have enough. 
Caf. You are ſo, and you ve made yourſelf ſo. . Gon, 
Pl then 
Preſerve it. | 
Ero. Antinous, you're my Servant, are you not? 
Ant. T hath pleas'd you ſo to grace me. = 
Ero. Why are you then dejected ? You will fay, © 
You *ve loſt a Father; but you *ve found a Miſtreſs * 
Doubles that loſs : Be Maſter of your Spirit ; | 
You have a cauſe for it, which 1s my Favour. 
Con. And mine. 
Ero. Will no Man eaſe me of this Fool? 
Gon, Your Fellow. | 
Ero. Antinous wait upon us. | 
Ant, I ſhall, Madam. 5 5 
Gon. Nay but Lady; Lady: 2 by 
Ero. Sir, you are rude: And if you be 95 Maſter 5 
Of ſuch Means as you talk of, you ſhould learn : WES 
Good Manners. N 
Gon. O Lady, you can find a fault in T 
But not perceive it in yourſelf : You muſt, ſhall hear me: 
J love you for your Pride, *tis the beſt Virtue in you. 
Ero. I could hang this Fellow now : By whom bd 
Are you ſupported, that you dare do this? ug 1 
Have you not here example in a Prince l | 
Tranſcending you in all things, yet bears himſelf 


1 
4 * * 


As doth become a Man had ſeen my Beauty 15 * 
Back to your Country, and your Curtizans, 4 


Where 5 may be acttifeg "oy your Wealth, Ou 
| Which 
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Which being conſum'd, may be a means to 
Th' opinion of ſome Wit. Here's nothing 8 * 
Be got but Scorn, and loſs of time. Con. Which are 
Things I delight in. Ero. Autinaus, follow me. [ Exit. 
Con. She is vext to the Soul. 
Moc. Let her be vext, 
*Tis fit ſhe ſhould be ſo: 
Give me thy Hand Gonzalo, thou *rt in our favour, 
For we do love to cheriſh lofty Spirits, 
Such as percuſſe the Earth, and bound | 
With an erected Countenance to the Clouds. 
Son. S- foot, what thing is this? 
Moc. I do love Fire- works, becauſe ey n mount: 
An Exhalation I profeſs to adore 
Beyond a fixed Star, *tis more Illuſtrious, 
, A every thing rais*d out of Smoak is fo: 
Their Virtue is in Action: What do you think 
Of me? Gon, Troth, Sir, you are beyond my gueſs, 
I know you not. Moc. D' you know yourſelt? Gen, 
Yes, Sir. 
Moc. Why, you and I are one: I'm proud, and 
Very proud too, | 
That I muſt tell yo“; I faw 11 become you, 
Couſin Gonzalo, prithee let it be fo, 
Gon, Let it be ſo, good Couſin, 
Moc. I am no great ones Fool. 
Gon. I hope fo, for Alliance ſake. 
Moc. Yet I do ſerve 


The Mighty, Monſtrous, and Magoanimous 
Invincible Erota. 


Gon. O good Couſin, | 
I have you bow: I'll meet you in your Coat. 
Moc. Coat? I've my Bork: e s Coat I muſt . 


Lin'd through with Velvet, and a Scarlet out- ſide; 
If you will meet me in't, I'll ſend for it; 


And Couſin you ſhall ſee me with much comfort, 
For it is both a new one, and a right one, 
It did not come Collateral. | a 
Con. Adieu 
Good Couſin ; at this reſent I've mme bulineks 2 
Moc. F. arewe], excellent Couſin, ACT 


| If to be 3 be to be loſt, (ham. ; 


Your Brains knockt out, than learn how to be wiſe ; 


The Policy was little the Lare lk, et | | } 
And Honelky leaſt of all. 


The Lows of Candy. 5 


er Ar" "SCENE L. 
Enter Gonzalo, and Fernando. | 
Con. C, e I fay, is loſt already. 1 


Gon. You have it; one Day's Conqueſt hath . 
And ſold them to their Vaſſalage; for what 
Have I elſe toil'd my Brains, profuſely empty d 
My Monies, but to make them Slaves to Venice, - | 
That fo in caſe the Sword did loſe his Edges. 1 
Then Art might ſharpen her:? | 
Fer. Gonzalo, how 
Gon. Fernand thus: You ſee how through this Lad, 
Both of the beſt and baſeſt I am honourd zi 
I only gave the State of Venice notice, 
When, where, and how to Land, or you had I found. 
A better Entertainment: I was he 
Encourag'd young, Antinous to affront, 
The Devil his Father: For the Devil, 1 think, 
Dares not do more in Battel. 
Fer. But why did ye? 
I find no ſuch great Policy in that. 
Gon. Indeed Fernando, thou canſt fight, not plot: 
Had they continu'd one, they:two alone 
Were of ſufficient Courage and Performance Ts 
To beat an Army. 10 4 


# 


Fer. Now by all my hopes, : 
I rather ſhall: admire, than envy. Virtue. 
Gon. Why then by all your hopes you'll od have 


You States-man? Well, Sir, I did more than this, 
When Caſſilane crav'd from. the common Treaſure: © 
Pay for his Soldiers, I truck home, and chin 
An hundred thouſand Duckats. 

Fer. Marry, Sir, 


©. 
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Gon. How ſay ye by that? 
Go fight, I = go > Gght, PII talk no more with you, 
You are inſenſible. 

Fer. Well, I ſhall obſerve ye. 

Gon. Why look you, Sir, by this means have 1 | got 
The greateſt part of Caſſilane's Eſtate | 
Into my Hands, which he can ne'er redeem, 
But * force ſink: D' you conceive me now 8 
e.. 


But why have you importuned the Senate, 


(21) For me to ſojourn with him? 
Gon. There's the Quinteſſence, | 
The Soul, and grand Elixir of my Wit : 
For he, —ů = to his noble Nature, 
Will not be known to want, though he do want, 


And will be bankrupted ſo much the ſooner, 


And made the ſubject of our Scorn and Laughter. 
Fer. Here is a perfect plotted ee | 
Con. Why? Could yo © 

Imagine, that I did not hate 

In. Heart, my Country's Enemies? Yes, yes, 

Fernando, and I'll be the Man that ſhall 

Undo them. Fer. Yeare in a ready way. 
Gon, I was ne'er out on't. 


Euter Gaſpero. beobal -.x i 
a Peace, here comes a wiſe - 7 
Coxcomb, a tame Coward—W orthy Gee whar, 


You come, I know, to be my Lord e l T 
Conducter to old Caſi lane? | 


_on To wait upon ow "Gon, And my Lords the 


ors ' | | 
Sent you? 1 IA, 164 Ms 
Gaſ. My noble Lord, ey dd. ee VOL 


Gon My Lord lb, cn: 107] bet) N art 
This Gentleman, as humble as you foe! bins, 1 36) ye 
Is ev'n this Kingdom's Treaſure: In a word, A. 


(21) For me to ſejourn with them? J It was Cal lane to whom he 


was to become a Gueſt; then therefore ſeems a Miſtake, as the Au- 
_ * be the Senate, not Ca/ilane'or his Family. 


'Tis 


tn ., - 
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'Tis his chief Glory that he is not wiſer 38 


Than honeſt, nor more honeſt than approy'd 130 
In Truth and Faith. eu : exe „ aw bt FY 
Gaſ. My Lord. n rdgid 8 Bisd! 1 21g 
Gon. You may be bald. 1 I 015A 0 iO 2 ns » 
To truſt him with your Boſom, he 1 not dete INN 
If vou rely upon him once. CE $1905 21-4 And 
Fer. Your Name is Gaſpero#.:- 4 no ot mots HG 
Ga. Your Servant. x 4 2 rey Yrs 
Gon, Go commend Me, vers curſe US V 
Right honeſt Gaſpero, commend me heartily -; qt 
To noble Caf lane, tell him my Love "tr 112 T 
Ia vo di fim een ws * CT 
Caſ. 1-ſhall. your: bib ( m ; 13k: 1N 


Con. I know you will fv 
My Lord, I cannot long be abſent from you. 

Fer. Sir, you are now my Guide. bea. | 

Gon. Thus my deſigns 
Run uncontrouP'd ; yet Venice, though — 
Intelligencer to thee, in my Brain are 5 
Other large Projects: For if proud Era 
Bend to my lure, I will be Candy's King; | d 
And Duke of Venice too. Ha? Venice too? O 
Tas prettily ſhov'd in: Why not? Erota n 
May in her Love ſeal all fure : If the ſwallo ? 
The Bait, I'm Lord of both; if not, yet Lane. 3 
Deſpight of all her Power, ſhall be ruin G. 2 


Enter Caſſilane, Arcanes, and Annophel. - 


Ca. Urge me no farther, Aunophel. 

Anno, My Lord. 

Caſ. Thy Father's Poverty has made thee happy J 
For though *cis true, this ſolicary Life 
Sutes not with Youth and Beauty, O my Child, 
Vet *tis the ſweeteſt Guardian to protect 
Chaſt Names from Court-aſperſions ; there a Lady, 
Tender and delicate in Years and Graces, 
That doats upon the charms of Eaſe and Pleaſure, 
Is Ship-wrac = on the Shore; for *tis much later | 
To — the Ocean in a leaking Ship, * Fam en aka 

My L. IV. C Than 


. 
N. 


” 
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Than follow Greatneſs in the? wanton FRices- eit ! 

Of Luxury and Sloth. 5 aock gt 
Anno. My Wiſhes, Ss, | 

Have never ſoar'd a higher flight, than wuly ; 

To find Occafion wherein I er . l 

My Duty and Obedience. G12 Hun 
45 Tis well ſaid, _. 

Canſt thou forbear to laugh, en IN 
Arc. Why, Sir? 
Caf. To look upon my Beggary, to to look | 

Upon my Patience in my Beggary: c 

Tell me, | 

Does it ſhew handſome? Bravely? Handſome? Thou 

Wilt flatter me, (22) and ſwear that! am e N 
Arc. Nothing ; 

More glorifies the Noble, and the Valiant, 


(22) Thou wilt flatter me fret 1 ) 


And fear that I am miſerable.] 1 ny 
the Meaſure of this and the three preceding — ; but there is a Di 
7 ad by ſuppoſing 2 


ns 


. ficulty in the laſt, which Mr. $ mp/on would am 
Negative dropt, and would Areal. | 


And fwear that I'm not miſerable, 


But this does not ſatiefy. and I therefore 1 the old Reading with 
You, Arcanes, will flatter me 
„Aby talking of my former Sd and Glory, and ſwear that this 
% Retirement is Miſery to a Man of my Abilities for the Command 
4. of whole Armies.” This gives me an Opportunity of rem 
the Excellency of Caſſilane's Character; the Faults of whoſe Temper, 
tho! the fineſt Strokes of the, Poet's. Pencil, are apt to diſguſt ſome 
Readers. The ſame has hapned with regard to Arbaces in the King 
and no King; the Faults of the Heroes are objected to the Poets, and 
they ſcarce think it poſſible that Perſons of ſuch 8 imous 
Tempers ſhould be diſtracted with ſuch violent and fi Paſſions. 
But the Poets, from a deeper Inſight into human Nature, 7 that 
Perſons of bright Parts and extenſive Capacities, are more ſubject to 
violent Paſſions than Genius's of a loaber laſs : Becauſe quick Percep- 
my are the Source from whence chiefly ſpring both the Lader landing 
the Paſſions. The Characters therefore of Achi/les by Homer, of 
72 nd. Mexzentius by. V ings of Ca/ſius, Hotſpur and Corialanus 
by Shakeſpear, of Arbaces and Caſſilane, by our Authors, required 
more Art, and a deeper Inſight into Nature to draw them, than either 
Hector, Susa, Brutus or Antinous by the ſame Authors, altho' the 


* . Gian: Gs he Homer, | 


- Þ 
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Than to deſpiſe Contempt If you W 3 
But to enjoy yourſelf, you in n - | oH 
Enjoy all ſtore / age | „ Tignom t 

Caſ. An excellent change: 8 
I Col An ſeven Apprenticeſhips — 
A hundred Miniſters, that waited on 
My Nod, and ſometimes twenty chouſand Soldiers 
Am now retir*d, attended in my Age \ 
By one poor Maid, follow'd by one old Vo 

Arc. Sir, you are lower in your vun Repute, | 
This ou have reaſon for:. 

The Roman Captains, 

I — the braveſt, ſuch as ich their k Bloods: g 
Purchas'd their Country's Peace, the Empire's o. 
Were glad at laſt to get them to ſome Farms, 
Off from the clamours of th ingrateful great ones, 
And the unſteady Multitude, to lire 
As I do now, and 't was their n ant 8 TO) 
Let it be ours, Arcane. l 
Arc. I cannot but 

Applaud your ſcorn of Injuries. 

Caſ. Of Injuries? : 
Arcanes, Annophel, lend both your Hands, 
So, what fay y* now? 

tre. Why now, my Lord ——— 

Caſ. I ſwear 3 
By all my paſt Prof ; thus ſtanding. 
Between you two, I think Note as great, 
As mighty, as if in the Capitol 
I ſtood amidſt the Senators, with all 
The Cretan Subjects proſtrate at my "aa 

Anno, Sir, you are here more 

Caſ. And more belov'd: : e 
Why look ye, Sirs, I can forget the weakneſs 
Of the traduced Soldiers, the negle&t 
Of the fair-ſpoken Senate, the impiety 
Of him, the Villain, whom, to m Ig | 
The World miſcalls my Son. But by che re Sir, 
| Remember that you promis d no'ocealion | _ 

Should move * Patience, ; 


— 
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Ca 5 Thou doſt chide me friendly, | | 
Il not have the Honour to be thought v upon | 1 3uf] 
pr us. | 
Enter a a Servant. 
Now? the News? | 
Serv. The — YR) T: 
With the Venetian . dere. 
Admittance to your . 
Caſ. How? to me? 
What Myſtery is this? Grauen, can be 
Think*ſt thou, mean any good? ? 1 
Arc. My Lord, they dare r 1 52 ET 
Intend ought elſe but goods e e ina od een 
Cafe. Tis true, they dare not. 
Arcanes, welcome them: Come hither, Annopbel, (Ex. Are, 
Stand cloſe to me, we'll change our Affability | 
Into a form of State: And they ſhall know 
Our Heart is ſtill our own. - 


: Enter Arcanes, Fernando, and Gaſpero. 
Arc. My Lord 
Caſe. Arcanes, N 
I know them both: 8 as you are 
A Man of Greatneſs, I ſhould undervalue 
The Right my Sword hath fought for, to obſerve | 
Low-fawning Complements, but as you are | 
A Captive and a Stranger, I can love you, 
And muſt be kind. You re welcome. | 
. Fer, *Tis the all 
Of my Ambition. 
Gal And for proof how ogy 
He truly honours your — Virtues, 
The Senate, on his im 5 
Commend him to your Lordſhip! s Guard. 
Caſ. For what? 
Ga. During the time of his Abode in Candy, 
To be your Houſhold Gueſt, 
Fer, Wherein, my Lord, | 
You ſhall more make me Debtor to your Nobleneſs, 
Than if you had return'd me without Ranſom. | 
Caſ. Are you in earneſt, r . * 
l ; . | a er. 
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The Laws of. ir 1 37 
Fer. My Suit to the _w_ 58 
Shall beſt ſolve. you. that. -.. Oy da voy nad 50) 
|  Caſ. Come hither, 215, e, 1 ce WL 
Look that this be no Trick now. put upon me: 
For if it be—Sirrah——=.; ..., ; bf On ad noo Wi 
Gaſ. As I have troth, „ 4 beriet 
My Lord, it only is a Favour. granted b 1 0 I 
Upon Fernands's motion, from himſelf; __:;.,; ß 
Your Lordſhip muſt conceive, . I'd not partake, Wand 
Ought, but what ſhould concern your Honour: 128 
Has been the Prop, our en $ Shie| , ad Poles 
But the renowned Ca/jlane ? 
Caſ. Applauſe? 4 1 
Is Gaſpero - puff - nothing h „young te., 
Would you ſo much be ſequeſter”, from thoſe... 
That are the blazing Cons of the Fac: Teng” NT 
To live a ſolitary Life with me, e JN. 
A Man forſaken ? All my Hoſpitality... if 5 5 
Is now contracted to a few z theſertwo, _ . 
This Tempeſt-wearied Soldier, and this vis Man b 
We cannot feaſt your Eyes with Maſques and Revcls, | 
Or Courtly Anticks ; the ſad Sports We riot in, 
Are Tales of foughten Fields, of Martial Scars, 
And things done long ago, When Men of Courage, . 
Were held the beſt, not thoſe, well-ſpoken You chs, 
Who only carry Conqueſt in their Tongues: 
Now {tories of this Nature are unſeaſonable- . "> 
To entertain a great Duke's Son. . 125 l 1 
Fer. Herein r Nes 
Shall my Captivi made m netz, GN 
Since whal 1554 10 freedom, ee 7 
With int'reſt, by converſing with a Soldier, 
So matchleſs for Experience, as great Kae | 
Pray Sir, admit me. oy. 
Caſ. If you come to mock me, eber 
I ſhall be angry. %ͤ OS 
Fer. By the love I bear FE oe 
To Goodneſs, my Intents are honourable. 
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Caſ. Then in a word, my Lord, your N 
Shall find all due * But I am nom 


e 1233 


38 The Lows: of Candy. 


Grown old, and have forgot to be an Hoſt ;\ 

Come when you pleaſe, you're welcome. e bn. CRE 
Fer. Sir, I thank you. 550 5 
Anno. Good Sir, be not too urgent; fot my Father 

Will ſoon be mov'd : yet in'a noble way 

Of Courteſie, he is as eaſily conquer d. 


Fer. Lady, your Words are like your B powerful 5 


* 
J ſhall not ſtrive more how to do Him Service, . Ny, 5 
Than how to be your Servant. 
Caf.” She's'my Daughter, © 
And Goes cmd ernennen 
Fer. So I conceive her. al Chi ptr e a | 
Caf. D' you hear? wma, 2, we 
Ga. My Asper d t 
Cal. Commend me to , - = e co 
Tell em I thank them. e, een 
Ga/. Whom, my Lord; 
Caſ. The Senate; con rag > | 
Why, how come you ſo dull? O they are ag” 
An infinitely grateful . Thou art Eloquent, 
Speak modeſtly in mentioning my Services; 
And if ought fall out in the By, that muſt 
Of meer neceſſity touch any 8 
Of my deſerving Praiſes, Bluſh when you Us on't. 
"Twill make them bluſh to hear ont. ; 
Caſ. Why, my Lord $ 
Ca/. Nay, nay, you are too wiſe now ; hal, "Bebe me. 
I do not rail againſt the hopeful Springall, 
That builds up Monuments in Braſs ; rears Trophies 
With Mottoes and Inſcriptions, quaint Devices 
Of Poetry and Fiction; let's be quiet. 
Arc, You muſt not croſs him, 0 e 
Gaſ. Not for Candy's Wealth, Fong „Lais 
Fer. You ſhall for ever make me yours. Anno, Twere 


To double your Captivity, Arc. Who $ Nee 
Decius? 


Aan ei 


Caf Ha ! Derius; Who nam*d Decius? 
Dec. My Duty to your Lordſhip, I am bold, 5 
« & reſum- 


. 


The Laws of Candy. 


Freſuming on your dd and ny Govdneſs, © ERR 
1. , 
Caf. What? 8 . et. 4 
Dec. Preſent you with ue en 15 a. E e 
Caſ. Letter? | barepb vm 10 
Dec. Yes, my honour's Lord: © Rtcmolday 1 54 3C 
Caſ. From whom. 7 95 1906701 73974 WOT 0 
Dec. Pleaſe you peruſe ins 
The Inſide, and you ſhall and a Nate wr, 
In ſuch Humility, in fuch Obedience, 
That you your elf will judge it Tyrant” ne. 3H 
Not to receive it favourabl 7. [07 Had 28, 
Caſ. Hey- day! | a thor uo. 
Good words, my Maſters ! This _ Ci infection, 10550 
And none but Cowards ply them: Tell me, Drciur, 
Without more Circumſtance, who is the Sender? Ur 
Dec. Your moſt griev'd Son, Anti. 
Caſ. On my Life 5 
A Challenge; pak, as thou art worthy, ber, 


WA 
899 


* 4 
* - . 
wy * TE 


I'll anſwer't. 
Dec. Honour'd Sir. | Th, | 
Caf. No honour'd Sirs 1 


Fool your young Idol with ſuch pompous kuba | 
Say briefly,. — contains it? 

Dec. Tis a lowly © 
Petition for your Favour. 125 : 

Caf. Raſh young Man. EO 

But that thou'rt under my own Roof, b and Knot 5 
I dare not any ways infringe the Laws 
Of Hoſpitality, thou ſhow'dft 1 | 
Thy bold an rude Intruſion, n not 
Again to ſhew thy Letter, for thy Les 5 
Decius, not for thy Life. 

Arc. Nay wag my Lord, 
I can with-hold no longer ; you're too rough, 
And wreſtle againſt Nature with a violence 
More than becomes a Father; wherein would ye | 
Come nearer to the likeneſs of a Gd, N » 
Than in your being intreated ? Ler not thirſft 
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” The Lais of Candy. 


Of Honour make you (23) quite forget you are end. 
A Man, and what makes perfect n Comfort, 


A Father. "VI ol 
Anno. If a Memory remain JOY 3 In We 
Of my departed Mother ; if the Purley 1 01 Ad 
Of her unblemiſh'd Faith deſerve to live Y 0 


In your Remembrance, let me yet by db ol 3 
Awake your Love to my uncomforced, Brother. e +0 
Fer. I am à Stranger, but ſo much I tender 
Your Son 8 deſert ful Virtues, that 1 vo] ] Ü lick! ta 1 
His Sword ne'er Conquer d me ſo ee, dot ꝛ0fl T 
As ſhall your Courteſie, if you vouchſafe, 3 N 
At all our inſtances, to new receive him 11 8 


1. wa# 


Into your wonted Favour- L erna qr? ebiow Fr ) 
Ga. Sir YOu;CADDOt - ne ben zd anon bn 4 
Require more low Subwiſcon,, BF ant E 
Ano. Am 1 not Rn 22505 
Grown vile yet in your Eyes ? 7 — by the name. 
Of Father, det me once more ſue for him, 2 
Who is che only now remaining Branch Th 


With me, of that moſt ancient Root, Wands © Body | * 
You are, dear Sir. 


0 % 1 


Case Tis well, an Hot of Hanes: © 07 ma, 101 
Could not have baited me more rng. Mei de 
More rudely, or more moſt un naturally. 


Decius, I ſay, let me no more hear from * 1 905174 
For this time go thou hence, and know m e \ 
Thou art behglden to me, that I have not: 11 


«> 
ot 5113 * 


(23) — quite faxget you are . e 5 15 3 
7: Man, and a 9 N 2 Man hood, comforts. | 
A Father 


Anno. If a Memory remiain Ec. Mr. Venen would en this 
Paſſage thus. | | 


« quite forget. you are 
A Man, and what mages Pete Manhood: s Rep. 

Anno. O Father, Va Memory remain xc. | 
But this Emendation makes more Changes than are neceſſary, and 
does not rely the whole, Beauty of-the Poets Sentiment, which was 
indeed utterly loſt by the falſe gints of all the former Editions. Theſe. 
being reſtor'd, the Senſe will be clear. Don't forget you. are a 


Man, and what is the . Bleſſing in the State of Manhood, 
4 Father. 


Wo * F Kill'd 


* % 
* F * 4 


The Laus ef Candy:- 


Kilbd thee already, look to it dene let og 
Arcanes, fie, fie Aunophe l. ak <P 
Arc. He's gone, | z) »AT 
Chaf'd beyond ſufferance; we > uſt wllo! him, lien? 
Dec. Lady, this Letter is to N 12 15 Aan nad T. 
Anno. Come with me. 3 ob ok 
For we muſt ſpeak in private; pleaſe — 11 bak 
To ſee what Eumuᷣ at bon fü. Houſe Gee 
Can yield? | Neck cla HL S. 4 
Fer. I shall attend you, Lady. £2034 1 * FEY HC 14 90 
Gaſ. How do you like Tod Hiagib dbidvy 
To ſojourn here, my Lord (4% 0 ee ig vonT 
Fer. More than to feaſt 6 1 hope 167 | e164 107 
With all the Princes of the Earth bens bait 42 x 
Gonzalo told me, thou. wert hone br] 3: wr, 0 mpg, 
Gaſs; Ves, Sir, 7.362 4400-104 lin $2 vw 
And you ſhall: find de 5X11 2 8 * it Ag nA 
Fer. hall! I? $093 Hann 247 163-066 DF; 5 10 2 W i 
, Gaſ. All my Folles eh nil ener e | 
Be elſe an to my Shame. set rod: OE vl 
Fer. Enough, Ini £6751 RL 4912570 *9m9d 
My Heart is here for ever lodg'd.... Þ  d06T A 
,. The Lady. 79305 x 00 8-718 þ 
Fer. The Place, din no time to rel, a 
But Gaſpero, if thou _ prop oP nber 81 ws r 
PII ſay thou art L 
Gaſ. Your Servant; 3 1 conceive 7 Hie on dend! 
We'll chuſe ſome Daune league bor %. DN 
Fer. Never Man Ro 
Was in a moment, or more biegt. or wretched. 15 1 


- [Exennt; 


Enter werd, nr 1200 Chi, "Ancron, [VL 
wh... =_ Erota. 1 : hs: 


* 
91 14 


t 
FA {  & 4 
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Ero. Leave us. eit d 320 HHBRO S hike I. 6 TI 980 
Hyp. I ſhall. oline Nei 
Ero. Antinous, ſit . * 03. © & bt wa 
Ant. Madam. FELLA 
Ero. 1 fay, fit down, 140 command you fi ; 


4% Di Laus . 


For look what Hondur thou doſt gain, by 
I-cannot loſe it; happy Antinoay, ot N“ : 
The Graces and the higher Deities INC £51 3% 
Smil'd at thy Birth, and ſtill continue it: d bid 
Then think * I, "who ſcorn leſſer Exam) w_y RO 

+ Muſt do the like: Such as do taſte my 2 and 
And talk of it with Fear and Reveren ee, 
Shall do the ſame unto the Man I faveour.... 
J tell thee Youth, thou haſt a Conqueſt won, 
Since thou cam'ſt home, far greater than that laſt” 


Which dignify*d thy Fame, greater than if 5 
Thou ſhould'ſt go out again, and colquer further 1 

For I am not aſhamed to aekne tende 1 
My ſelf ſubdu'd by hee. + 9614 tis Py 


Ant. Great Lady 0 1 LO in $24 wand 
Ero. Sit ſtill, I ny not = thee ell 3 bow trek; 


And ſpeak like my Antinous, like my Soldier, be DO f 
Whom Cupid, and not Mars, hath ſent to mae 
Ant. I muſt, I fee, be ſilent. 0 
Ero. So chou may'ſt; nel i o Dab e of 


There's greater Action in it chan in Clamour Ned 3% 

A Look, if it be gracious; wilt beginn IA 

The War, a word conclude it; then prove no Conan, 

Since thou haſt ſuch à friendly n 1 24 J : 

That teaches thee to Conquer. 
Ant. You do amaze me, Madam: val 111 


T have no Skill, no Practice in this War, LADY 
And whether you be ſerious, or pleaſe © 362 H 
To make your Sport on a dejected Man, | 155213. OV? 
I cannot rightly gueſs; but be 't as 't will, ea 7 
It is = — to me: 
My Diſcontents bear thoſe Conditions in them, ick. 
And lay me out ſo wretched, no Deſigns, . 
However truly promiſing a good, 
Can make me reliſh ought, but a ſneet-bitter 
And voluntary Exile? 

Ero. Why an Exile? | 
What comfort c can there be 1 in x thoſe & Companions 


109 n LS ©" Which 


nm ALL MHYT .Oo 


— | 


The Lat of Candy; 43 
240 Which hd, Thoughts bring along ?' ater” 


* 0 * ; 
rn * Euler Hyparcha. 7 n 122 81 09 78 ; | 
Hyp. r Mela ot , obern enn 2 A 
Ero. — e Sound? , - Hp. 1 
know not, Madam. Fa 
Ero. Liſten, Wen); 19010 _ 
Whatever friendly Hands they are oh end it, | [Song. 7 
Let em play on; they're Maſters of their Facult : 
Doth 't pleaſe you, Sir? Aut. r- ann 
Ero. Go to em, Wench T 
And tell em, we ſhall thank em; forthey* vekepe. 
As good time t our Diſpoſition, as * 3 Inſtruments 
Unleſs Antinons ſhall ſay he loves, 1 
There never can be ſweeter Accents euer. * 


Enter Philander. "Og WEE 


Phi, Let then the Heart that did employ thoſe lands, 
Receive ſome ſmall ſhare-of your Thanks with them, 
'Tis Happineſs enough that you did like it;- 
A Fortune unto me, that 1 Aould ſend it 
In ſuch a lucky Minute; but & obtain 
So gracious Welcomè did exceed my Hope, 

Ero. Good Filet n you eye a. 0. Madam, 

not | 28 
Too faſt Joys on me, 8 1 21:4 5 
But ſprinkle *em ſo — Sx may unde em; | { 
It is enough at firſt, you've laid aſide ck "H 
Thoſe cruel angry Looks out of your — A 
With which, as with your lovely, you did rike - 
All your Beholders ig an Ecſtaſie. 

Ero. Philander, you have long profeſe'd to Love me. 

Phi. Hav* [ but profeſs d: i it byes. 

Ero. Nay, but hear me? | A 

FR, More n chan to an Oracle © 


(24) Which fa Thoughts bring 4 — 
Enter Hyparcha. | | 
Hyp. Madem.] I think it pretty plain that Erota called her 


Attendant; and this, with leaving out an wn” wi Monoſyllable, 
erde the Bless. PR 


ET ® . * 
» 
: # 3 
PW 
. 4 % 


* 
. 
a wo 
gp * — 2 


a 


* - 
8 4 
_- 


*” 


CS 


% 


44 _ Laws of .Candy.. 


Exo. And 1 will K more truly q if can be 
Nor ſhall my nin no out upinR Riddles. H 
But plain as Truth ie felf; J love this Gentleman, 
Whoſe Grief has made him ſo uncapabe 
Of. Love, he will not hear, -at-leaſt-not- underſtand it. 
I, that have lookt with ſcornful Eyes on thee, 
And other Princes, mighty in their States, oxy ot 
And in their Friends as fortunate, ha ve now pray d. I 
In a petitionary kind almoſ t 
This Man, this well-deſcrving Man, that, 1 muſt a. 
Jo look upon this Beauty, yet you ſee 
He caſts his Eyes rather upon the Send 
Than he will turn 'em this way 
Philander, you look pale; PII talk no more. 
Phi. Pray ye go forward ; I would be your Mares, , 
To die thus, were immortally to live, | 
Ero. Will you go to him then, and ſpeak yr me? 
You have lov'd longer, but not ferventer.rr 
Know how to ſpeak, for you have done it like. ; 
An Orator, ev*n for your ſelf ; then how will you bt we, 
Whom you profeſs t love above your ſelf. | 
Phi. The Curſes of Diſſemblers follow me. | 
Unto my Grave, and if Ido not ſo boom 0; 
Ero. You may, as all Men do, ſpeak boldlier, | 
Better i in their Friends Cauſe till, than your own 
But ſpeak your utmoſt, yet you cannot feign, al At ooT 
I will ſtand by, and bluſh, to witneſs it. 0 
Tell him, ſince I beheld him, I bave loſt means i ei 
The happineſs of this Life, (25) Food, and Reſt; n 
A quiet Boſom, and the State l went e $ cond vw i 
Tell him withal, that ſhe is better pleased 
With thinking on him, than enjoying theſe, \\ 94 
Tell him how he: has humbled: the proud. 
And made the Aw, but a dend Erota. H 1% 
| 0 E nnn iel „Tell 
(25) Prod, had 877% 4 
A quiet Boſom, and the State I auen: with, 
Tell him how he has humbled the Proud, 
1 Aud made the living but a dead Erota. 
Tell him awithal, L. fe is better pleard 
With thinking on him, than enjoying theſe.] The Relative 


theſe. can have no Reference to any thing contain'd in the two pre- 
a 


ell 


ve 
re- 


to o.þe inſerted. 


The Laws of Candy. b. 5 


Tell hin Pbilander, Prince; I n van: 
To you, you do not mark me, ; 0 


Phi. Indeed I do. eb 
Ero. But thou doſt look ſo pale, t nile 
As thou wilt ſpoil the Story in — 60 M LA 


Phi, Not, if I can but live to tell rt. 
Ero. It may be you have not the Heart. e 
Phi. I have a Will Pm ſure, how cer my . 

May play the Coward ; but if you pleaſe, PII try. 

Ero. If a Kiſs will ſtrengthen thee, 1 give you leave | 

To challenge it, nay, I will give it 
Phi. O that a Man ſhould taſte ſuch 1282.5 ni, 

And be enjoin*d to beg it for another! 
Ero. Alas, it is a miſery I grieve © 740% 

To put you to, and I will ſuffer rather 3419281 21 

Under his Tyranny, than thou in mine. 

Phi. Nay, Madam, ſince I cannot have your Love,” 

will endeavour to deſerve your Pays 112 8 

For I had rather have within the Grave 

Your Love, than you ſhould want it upon Earth. 

But how can J hope, with a feeble Tongue 

T* inſtruct him in the Rudiments of Love, 

When your moſt powerful Beauty cannot work it? 

Ero. Do what thou wilt, Pbilander; the Requeſt| 

Is ſo unreaſonable, that I quit thee of it. 

I defire now no more but the true Patience, 

And Fortitude of Lovers, with thoſe helps | 

Of Sighs and Tears, which, I think, *s all the Phyſick<- 
Phi, O, if he did but hear you *twere enough; 

And I will wake him from his Apoplexy. 

Antinous. 

Ant. My Lord ? 
Phi, Nay, * pray, _ | 
No Courteſie to me, you are my Lord, 


ceeding Lines, but plainly refers to Food, Reſt, a quiet Boſom . 


her State, which it cannot do, without much Force, as the Lines at 
preſent ſtand ; I have therefore replac'd them in their e Order. 
It is highly probable that the two intermediate Lines were added by 
the Author after the Former, and ſo being wrote in the Margin, the 
Tranſcriber or Printer might eaſily 1 the Place where they were 


Indeed 


* 
— 
. ' 


Indeed you ate, ſor you command her Heart 
That commands mine; nor can you want to know it. 
For look you, ſhe that told it you in words 
Explains it now more paſſionately in Tears; 
Either thou haſt no Heart, or a Marble one, 5 
If thoſe drops cannot melt it; prithee look uß 
And ſee how Sorrow fits within her Eyes,, 
And Love the Grief ſhe goes with (if not her) 
Of which thou art the Parent; and ne'er yet . 
Was there, by Nature, that thing made fo Stony . 
But it would love whatever. it begot. 


3 


Aut, He that begot me, did beget theſe Cares, 


<SY - 


Which are good Iſſues, tho“ happily by him J 
Eſteemed Monſters: Nay, the il. judging World 

Is likely enough to give them thoſe Characters. 1 

_ Phi, What's this to Love, and to the Lady? he's old, 1 
Wrathful, perverſe, ſelf-will'd, and full of Anger, 

Which are his Faults; but let them not be thine; 

He thruſts you from his Love, ſhe pulls thee on; . 

He doubts your Virtues, ſhe doth double them; h 

O either uſe thine own Eyes, or take mine, ] 


And with them my Heart, then thou wilt love her, 
Nay, dote upon her more than on thy Duty, | 
And Men will praiſe thee equally for it; | 
Neglecting her, .condemn thee as a Man 
Unworthy ſuch a Fortune: O Antinons, 
Tis not the Friendſhip that | bear to'thee, 
But her Command, that makes me utter this; 
And when I have prevail'd, let her but ſay, 
Philander, you muſt die, or this is nothing, 
It ſhall be done together with a Breath, 
With the ſame willingneſs I live to ſerve her. 
Ero, Oy yy Philander.. 5 . 
Phi. All I have done, is little yet to 
But ere I leave, I will perceive bi 3 
And make him feel the Paſſions that I do; 
Every true Lover will aſſiſt me in t, 
And lend me their ſad Sighs to blow it home, 
For Cupid wants a Dart to wound his Boſom. 


N. Laus of C, * 4 
Ero. No more, 90 more, Pbilanae, 1 can _—_ | 
t. Rho . 2 2 


Pray let hem go; Bo goed Amen, n | 


ich yout OW Mind, vo matter though I periſh; © 
nn —— 
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Hh. Ie help 3 2 9 Wy” ; Ph 11 J 
Moc. Nor do 1 2 Won Dit 3 
| The N * ee nd 5. 15d] 
Help Hoſpital People. Pe; {£1407 Bak 
w 1 5 Þ' glad to bear yen are s valiant. Bo £6 
| Moc. Valiant? 
Can any Man be proud tbat is not valium 2 
You fooliſh Woman, what would'ft thou _ ? chou— 
I know not what to call the. 
Hyp. I can you, 
For I can call you Coxcomb, Aſs, and Puppy— 
Moc. You do't, I thank year: / 5 3: 
Hyp. That you'll loſs a Fortune, 
W hich a Cobler | better deſerves than Sa Gods | 
Moc. Do not provoke: my Magnanimity, 011 = 
For when I am incens'd I am inſenſible; { 4 | 
Go tell thy Lady, that hath ſent me word 
She will diſcard me, that I diſcard her, 
And throw a Scorn upon her, which 1 — ot, 
But that ſhe does me wrong. 


Enter Etota, and Antinous. 


Ero. Do you not glory in your Conqueſt more, 
To take — great Man Prifenes, than to kill him ? 
And ſhall a Lad find leſs Mercy from you, 
That yields her ſelf your Captive, and for her Ranſom, 
Will give the Jewel of her Life, her Heart, 
Which ſhe „ lockt n der elf? 


ro. ; For 


— ———  — — — 
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48 The. Laws of. Candy: 


For ſhame, Auinous, throw this Dulneſs off:; 
Art thou a Man no where but in the Field? * 
Hyp. (26) He muſt hear Drums, and Trumpets or he 
And at this inſtant dreams he's in his Armour $woy du 
| Theſe Iron-hearted Soldiers are ſo cold, 
Till they be beaten to a Woman's Arms, 
And then they love em better thantheirown ; —— 
No Fort can hold them out. 
Aut. What Pity is it, Madam, that your ſelf, L 
Who are all Excellence, ſhould become fo wretched, 
To think on ſuch a Wretch as Grief hath made me! 
Seldom deſpairing Men look up to Heav'n, | 
Although it ſtill ſpeak to em in its Glories 3 = 
For when ſad Thoughts perplex the Mind of Man, mY | 
There is a Plummet in the Heart that weighs, 12 
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| And pulls us, living, to the Duſt we came from; , 
F | Did you but ſee the Miſeries you-purſue, '  -  - , 
1 As I the Happineſs that I avoid 13018145 . N ; 
ö i! That doubles my Afflictions, you wou'd fle ! 
718 Unto ſome Wilderneſs, or to your Gave; * 7 {1004 
1 And there find better Comforts than in me, f 
For Love and Cares can never dwell together. 
Ero. They ſhould, - 
If thou hadſt but my Love and I thy Cares. | \ 


Ant. What wild Beaſt in the Deſart but would be 
Taught by this Tongue to leave his Cruelty, - © 
Though all the Beauties of the Face were vail'd !. 
But I am ſavager than any Beaſt, F, 

And ſhall be ſo till Decius does awe,” N £03 
Whom with ſo much Submiſſion. I have ſent 


Under my Hand, that if he do not bring vouli bak ] 
His Benediction back, he muſt ro me © | 98 
Be much more crueller than I to Vbuu. ] 


(26). He muſt hear Drums, and 'Trumpets &er he Jeeps. 12 t 
Dullneſs, which Hyparcha calls Sleepineſs, that is complain'd of, and 
I doubt not but the Senſe of this Line is the very Reverſe of what /it 
was originally, by the accidental Change of a Particle. E'er ſhould 
be either or or elle. 1 a che n as Shaleprar uſes it in the 


ſame _ 
TRY a Tix or 7 ali of he, or he flies. Hamlet. 
__—y Ero. 
21 | 0 


The Laws of Candy: 


Ero. Iv but your Father's Pardon you deſire? 
Ant. With 's Love, and then e next — 25 me 


yours. 
Enter Decius. 


Ero. R is coe. 


8 os 5 un 45 72 Jy ; 40 
D $11 - 

Ant. O welcome Friend ; if 1 not apprehend; nal 
Too much of Joy, there's Comfort in thy Te 


49 


2 


A 


"37 


or, 


Ero. There is indeed; I prithge Decius ſpeak it. 
Dec. How ! Og: Decius this Woman's firugely 


alter*d. 


Ant. Why doſt not ſpeak, * Friend, and ell = bow 


The reverend Bleſſing of my Life'receiv'd | 
My humble Lines; Wept he for Joy? 


Dec. No, there's a Letter will inform you more 3 


” © 7p 
'S * 


Yet I can tell you what I think will grieve you, 


The old Man is in Want, and angry ſtill, -1/ 


And Poverty 's the Bellows: of the Coal 


a 
5 
f 1 
* * 


\ 4 +. 4 
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More than diſtaſte from you, as J — hp 77 


1 


= 


Ant. What's here? how? $this?. Ic cannot ha! now ue 


My Griefs delude my Kuehn 
Ero. In his Looks” ; +- 
I read a World of Changes 3 [Danes — 


With what a ſad Amazement he ſurvets 


The News; canſt thou gueſs what tis? 
Dec. None good, I fear. 
Ero. ] fear fo too; and then 
Ant. It is her Hand. 550 F 
Ero. Are you not well? 02 
Ant. Too well: If I were et 91 
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But Rock, this Letter would — * Mileries.: S 


Peruſe it, Lady, and reſolye me nn 
In what a Caſe I ſtand. 
Dec. Sir, the worſt 1 is, 
Your Father's Lowneſs and Diſtaſte, , , 
Ant. No, Decius, | 
My Siſter writes Free bas cond; Suit 
For Love to her; and to expreſs ſincerely | 


Diſcover'd Plats of Treachery 3 wee 
Vo L. IV. D 
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His conſtant Truth, hath, like a noble Gentleman, 


50 - The: Laws of Candy. 
By falfe Gonzalo, not intending more 

The utter Ruin of our Houſe, than generally | 
con Confuſion. 

ec. Tis a generous part 

Of young — * 
Ant. Tis, and I cou'd wiſh 
All thrift to his A Affections, Decius. 
Lou find the Sum on't, Madam. ien 
Ero. Yes, I do. | 

Ant. And can you now yer think a Heart IST 
With ſuch a "wal of Cares, can entertain 
An amorous Thought ? Love frees all Toils but o 
Calamity and it can ill 

Ero. Wilt pleaſe you ſpeak my Doom? | 

Ant. Alas, great Lady, 
Why will you ; ook thus a deſperate Man 

That is quite caſt away? O had you not 
Procur'd the Senate's Warrant to enforce 
My ſtay, I had not heard of theſe ſad News.. 
What would ye have me do? 

Ero. Love me, or kill me, 
One word ſhall ſentence either; for as Truth 
Is juſt, if you refuſe me, 1 am reſolute 
Not to out-live my Thraldome. 

Ant. Gentle Lady. 

Ero. Say, muſt I Live, or Die? 

Dec. My Lord, how can you 
Be fo inexorable ? Here's Occaſion 
Of ſuccouring your Father in his Wants 
Securely profer'd, pray Sir, entertain it. 

Ero. What is my Sentence? ; 

Ant. What you pleaſe to have it. 

Ero. As thou art gentle, ſpeak thoſe Words again. 

Ant. Madam, you have prevail d; yet give me leave 
Without offence, e' er I reſign the Intereſt 


Your Heart hath in my Heart, to . your Secreſie. 


Ero. Antinous, tis the greateſt A rgument 
Of thy Aﬀections to me. 


Ant. Madam, thus then, e 
My Father ſtands for certalt funsengag'd 


Tt 


n. 
eavc 


Tt 


PRE an rey and has aki r d 
The greateſt part of his Eſtate to him; 
If you receive this Mortgage, and procute - | 


Acquittance from Gonzalo to my Father, t 
I am what you would have me be. 1 
Ero. You'll love me then : 
Ant. Provided, Madam, chat my Father know n not 
I am an Agent for him, 
Ero. B:1-tall 
Is this, I am unworthy to wy lov'd. | 
Ant. Then, with your Favour, (27) thus fat my Trag, | 
And Decius witneſs how unchangingly | 1 
I ſhall ſtill love Erota. 
Ero. Thou haſt quickned 
A dying Heart, Antinons, 
Dec. This is well; 


Much Happineſs to both. 


Enter EO 


Hyp. The Lord Gonzalo 
Attends you, Madam, 
Ero. Comes as we could wiſn. 
Withdraw Aminous, here's a Cloſet, where | 
You may partake his Errand ; let him enter. on 
Ant. Madam you muſt be waty. + ii. 
Ero. Fear it hot, | rs 
I will be ready for him; t entertain him 
With ſmiling Welcome. 


| Enter Gonzalo.” 
Noble Sir, you e (7301 
Advantage of the time; it had bole fi 2 1091 
Some notice of your Preſence might have bier 


A more prepared State. 
N pe you men me, Madam! 


(27) — .— this 1 Jfeal A, 
To Day, and Decius witneſs brav anch iubl 1 Ave 
ſtruck off two Words here as unnecgſſary to the Seals, and hurtful to 
the Meaſure. I'teally believe them ara Hough it * does hot ap- 


Pear how they came to be inſerted. 


D 2 Eor. 
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52 The Laus of Candy. 


Ero. Truſt me, you wrong your Judgment, to —_ 
My Gratitude a Fault; I have examin'd 
Your portly Carriage, and will now confeſs 
It hath not ſlightly won me. 3 t 

Gon, The Wind's turn'd; 


4 


thought *twould come to this, It pleas'd us, Madam, 


At our laſt Interview, to mention Words 4 
Have you conſider'd ont ? 

Ero. With more than common 1s) 
Content : But Sir, if what you ſpoke you meant, 


As I have cauſe to doubt, then ——— 


Gon. What, ſweet Lady ? | FA 
Ero. Methinks we ſhould lay by thisform of Statelinef 


Love's Courtſhip is familiar, and for inſtance, 


See what a change it hath begot in me, 
J could talk humbly now, as Lovers uſe. 


Gon. And I, and J, we mect in one Self· centre 
Of bleſt Couſent, 


Ero. I hope my weakneſs, Sir, 


Shall not deſerve Neglect; but if it prove ſo, 


Jam not the firſt Lady has been ruin'd' 5 
By being too credulous; you will ſmart for't one Day. 
Gon. Angel-like Lady, let me be held a n 7 


If I love not ſincerel yr. 5 


Ero. Would I knew it. 
Gon. Make proof by any fit Command. 
Ero. What do you mean? 
TY gun me? 
ow! Mean? Nay more, I mean 
To wer you Empreſs of my Earthly Fortunes, 
Regent of my Deſires, for did you covet 


To be a real Queen, I could advance you. 


Ero: Now I perceive = u light me, and would make me 
More ſimple than my Sexes frailty warrants. 
Gon. But ſay your Mind, and you ſhall be a Queen. 
Ero. On thoſe Conditions, call me yours. Gon. Enough. 
But are we ſafe ? Ero. Aſſuredly; Gon. In ſhort, 


"Yet, Lady, firſt be plain; would you not chuſe 
Much rather to prefer your own Sun-rifing, 
Than any 's elſe though ne er ſo near Entituled 


4 £ 4 By 


The, Laws of; Candy: 53 


By Blood, or right of Birth? 301% 7 DEST enn 
we Ero. Tis a queſtion E. 910d. = arch 1 0 
Needs not a Reſolution. , 
Gon. Good; What if 3 


J ſet the Grown — your „ Head? AVT 1 vv 
Ero. I were a Queen indeed then. Wed 910191903 J 


Gon. Madam; know : | } 253200 [ (88) 
There's but a Boy twixt you and it bros him 
Tranſhap'd into an Angel. oy” tb 1912920) | 
Ero. Wiſe Gonzalo, n ene de 
I cannot but admire thee. "AF * A a x Br 
Gon, Tis worth thinking ngß zj 
Beſides, your Husband ſhall be Dike of Venice.” ? 
65 Ero. Gonzalo, Duke of Venice? 700 n | 


Gon. You are mine, you lay'? {HC DOPE 
Ero. Piſn: You but dally with me; and would wr me 
In a rich golden Dream. 


Gon. You are too much diſt 


8 of my Truth,” \ 
Ero. Then you mult give me — to apptebend 125 
The Means and Manner how. | © 


| Con. Why thus: OI 
5 Ero, You ſhall not, bat at £01 v8 - 
42 We may be over-heard ; Affairs wx | Counts” 
= Of ſuch high Nature, are not to be truſted ö 
Not to the Air it ſelf, you ſhall in writing 


Draw out the full Deſigns z which if Oy" 
Tam as I profeſs, 


Gon, OI ap plaud 1% 
Your ready Gare, and Secrelle. Seel 

Ero. Gonzalo, © Ant es 
There is a bar yet, *twixt our abe and W 51 


And that muſt be remor d. | 52 
G Yon LC... a 
e me Ero. Old Caſſilane. 0 
. Gon, Ha? 18257 not bim 1 buila d. upon his Ruins 

* Already. 8 & 
ug". 9 I would find a ſoothe Courſe 
| To ſhift him off. 

Gon. As how! bi 

ok We'll talk in private, 1 

: Dy © [ 
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Imagine in my Silence. jt : 


54 The Laue Frye 
I have a ready Plot. {8 


Gon. I ſhall adore you. 1 92 [Even 


Enter Fernando, and Anncpbel. 


Fer. Madam, although I hate unnoble dean, | 
And therefore have perform*d-na-more than what 
(28) I ought for Honour's ſake ; yet Anuophel, - 

Thy Love hath been the Spur, to. orgs forward 
For ſpeedier diligence. 

Anno, Sir, your own Fame 
And Memory will beſt reward cheer: 

Fer. All gain is loſs, ſweet Beauty, if I — 

My Comforts here: The Brother and the Siſter 
Have double conquer d me, but thou may ſt W 

Anno. Good Sir, I have a Father. A 41 

Fer. Nes, a brave one; Tm 
Could'ſt thou obſcure thy Duty 10 the api, 
Of being but his Daughter, were a Dower 
Fit Fe ce Wager Hern be 099d Tf an 

Anno, You've deſerv'd . Mandel but auc: 


As much as I ſhould grant. "of 
Fer. By this fair Hand ne e 26 wil 
I take Poſſeſſion, # 8 n 


Anno. What in Words I dure not 


Fer. Thou *rt all Virtue, 80 rl 
Enter Caſſilanes, and e Fo 


Caf, I'll tell thee how : Baldwin the Emperor, 
Pretending Title, more through 2 8 
Than right of Conqueſt, or Deſcent, 9. 
The Stile of Lord o'er all the Grecian ien 

And under Colour of an Amity 

With Crete, preferr'd the Marqueſs Mount 

To be our Governor; the Cretians vex'd 


(23) I ought for Honour: Safety :] I have not rejefted Safety 23 
thinking it Nonſenſe, but becauſe the more natural Word better {uits 
the Meaſure, I allow that where a Pauſe happens in the middle of 2 
Verſe, a redundant Syllable is often flung in b 9 as well as 
our Authors, But one ſhould not CW to vary a natural 
Fh aſe on 5 to do it. 9 | 
By 


The Laws of _ . 55 
0 By the ambitious Turks, in hope of ad Yy 2182.50 
nt. rom th' Emperor, receiv'd for General op 
{ This Mountferato; he, the Wars appeas' d, 
Plots with the State of Venice, and takes Money 
Of them for Candy: They paid well, he ſteals 
Away in ſecret ſince which: time, that CE 91207 
The State of Venice claims oer Candy, in 
By Purchaſe, not Inheritance or Conquet, C29) 
And hence groms all our Quarrl 8 leg 
Arc. So an Uſurer 
of raſh 


Or Lombard - Jew, might wic wick fome Bags 
Buy half the Weſtern 10.1 1 


Caſ. Mony, Arcanes,' bas z 0 
Is now a God on Earth: cracks Virginie, - 
And turns a Chriſtian, Turk; GAUL YO 


Bribes Juſtice, cut-throats Honour, dors what not? 
Arc. Not captives Candy. 36 9949 Mi r f 
Caſ. Nor makes thee diſhoneſt; i me 

Nor me a Coward-——Now Sit, herd is homely, 

But friendly Entertainment. | cat 
Fer. Sir, I find it. N L 20574 50D 
Arc. And like it, do ye gott r en ee 
Fer. My Repair ſpeaks for me. 


Ca. Fernando, we were ſe ſpeaking e- m = 


q Gon. Your Friend, and Servant. C 
Caſ. Creditors, my Lord, 


Are Maſters and no Servants: As the World goes, 
Debtors are very Slaves to thoſe to wuom 
They *ve been beholden to; in which 1 
I ſhould fear you 50u, n | 

Gon. Me, my Lord? 


You owe me nothin! 
Caſ. What, nor EA nor "Monat 49 
ve Gon. Yes, Love, I hope, not Mony. 1 
dite Caſ. All this Bravery 1 | 
of 2 Will ſcarcely make that good, e. 
wr Gon, *Tis done alteadỹ7 : 5 


See WY your Mortgage 1 7 I onl y took, - 
By „ 


56 The Lows of — \Þ 
In caſe you and your Son had in the Wars 
Miſcarried) I yield t up again' Tis yours, i . 
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| Caſ. Are ye ſo conſcionable?' , e / 
| Gon. Tis your o.]. | | ] 
1 Caſ. Piſh, piſh, I'll ox reve what i oe mine, * 1 
tf That were a dangerous bulineſs.” 15 5 wh ] 
je | Son. Sir, I'm paid for t, il wand 10 
0 The Sums you borrow'd are return'ds the. be 
l Cancell'd, and your Acquittance formally ald: 4d 95 
it Look here, Sir, Gaſpero is witneſs to it. 
| Gaſ. My honour'd Lord, n en a ISL 
Con. My Lord Fernando, e eu HG | 
Arcanes and the reſt, you all ſhall a noe. MMI 


That I acquit Lord Caſſilane for . "© war 
Of any Debts to me. 22 36.3 8 20143 bo. 
(28). Caſ. "Tis plain and ale: [773 Wil af 
Fortune will once again ſmile on us fairly... Lent aA 
But hark ye, hark ye, if you be in earneſt, 
Whence comes this Bounty? * whoſe Aude „n 107 

Gon. In ſhort, | 44 f 1 1 vibes 0 
The great Erota, by this Secretary, 4 yr” I ie vv 
Return'd me my full due. 70. % Ob Mt $31 bn 
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* | Caf. Erota? Why 511 10 210 Ag e 
1 Should ſhe do this? 5 X 4) 
1 Gon, You muſt ak her the cauſe, 33 

N She knows it beſt 5 * 18 
Caſ. So ho, Arcanes, gobe 5 2 
1 But Women pity us? oft. berrted Women? 05 

| I am become a brave Fellow wouny bree de! % 
10 Am not? © 445 Nn 22 

Þ Arc. Why, Sir, if the gracious Princeſs” 0 9% Yu 
In Have took more ſpecial notice of your Gerpices, t bl * 
* And means to be more thankful than ſome others - 

1 It were an Injury to Gratitude, 1.9 

| To diſeſteem her Favours. | ay Ops 

1 a den, err n 


(29) Gaſ. 'Tis plain and ample: 
Fortune will once again, 150 Theſe two 25 were 
given to Gaſpero, en I have ren to Mlane as e be- 
longing to ** 


. OR For 


8 


The Laus of Candy. 57 
For your ſake moſt reſpectively lovꝰd me. 

"cr The Senate, 1 Body of this Kingdom 
Are herein, let me ſpeak it without Arrogance, 
Beholden to her: I will thank her for it: 
And if ſhe have reſery'd a means whereby © | - 0 
I may repay this Bounty with ſome Service; © Da N 
She ſhall be then my Patroneſs: Come, Sie, (1 
We'll taſte a Cup of Wine togethernow/ 


Gon. Fernando, I muſt ſpeak with you in 3 18 
Fer. You ſhall Now W alFs well. e 


(30) Gonz. There's News die ae 
You muſt b* acquainted wifi. M woY 
Come Wm no ere ee in Art like Policy MH 

R Ms ve . 


&7 Py * 17 Io 8 * 1 iS 
o N ow} * 
< 5 — - * * rern 


4 v. SEN E he 90 
Enter F ernando, and Michael Fo 
Fir HE Senate i is inform'd at full. 


1 s } 1 T, 
Mich. Gonzalo RY 
2 N 1 en TIES, 
Dreams not of my Arrival yet. . ; 
22 L JIM $1 : 
Fer. Nor thinks 


'Tis poſſible his Plots can be diſcover'd: 

He fats himſelf with hopes of Crowns, and Kingdoms, 

And laughs ſecurely, to imagine how 

He means to gull all but himſelf : When . ö 

None is fo groſly gull'd as nhe. 
Mich. There was never pr 

A more arch Villain. 


Fer. Peace, the Senate comes. | 
(30) Gal, Ter News OY OO HR. 21 
You muſt be acquainted with. | 

Come thent's no Maſter-piece dl Art like — J This laſt 
Line is a Repetition of Gonza/o's vain Opinion of his o- Policy, I 


| therefore think that the whole Speech belong'd to him. And it is art- 


ful to make Gonzalo triumph i in the Succeſs of his Politicks, when the 
Reader knows, that he is upon the Brink of Ruin. If Gaſpero is to 
ſpeak it, he muſt be ſuppoſed to have heard from Fernando the Con- 
verſation which had palld hetween Gonzalo and him. 


| Euler 


Of Civil Honeſty ? 


ER * * * - - * 3 
* . © 
#& q K - - 
£ 


Euer dreh | OR "_— Gaſpero, nd 
Fogg ne Attendants KS 


Por How cloſcly T reaſon. cloaks itſelf i in forms . 
D v1 4 | ak 
Poſ. And —— palpably.. \ var } 
Does Heav'n reveal it? Fer. Graclow Lords, b 
Gaſ. Th? Ambaſſador, : © Ni 1 % 
Lord Paulo Michael, Advocate 2 m5 
To the great Duke of Venice. 
Por. Vou are moſt welcome, I 
Your Maſter is a juſt and noble n 
Aich. My Lords, he bad me ſay, that you . 150 
How much he ſcorns, and, as good Princes ought, 
Defies baſe, indirect, and godleſs Treacheries ; 
To your more ſacred Wiſdoms he ha 4 7 
The Puniſhment due to the falſe Gonzab, . 
Or elſe to ſend him _ to Venice. 
Poſ. Herein 
The Duke is Royal: 8 the. . . 
Of Cyprus anſwer'd he would come, 5 
G My Lords, eee e ee 
He will not long be abſent, © „ 
Enter Pnilander, wor” dhe, Ks J el 
Por. You, Fernando, e 
Have made the State your Debi: Worthy Pris" ps 
We ſhall be Suitors 85 you for your Preſence, *_ —_— 
In hearing, and determining of matters 22 <0 
Greatly e Jer Candy, © N 8 
Phi. Fathers, | 
A Stranger. Po. Why: the cauſe, wy Lord concerns 
A Stranger: Pleaſe you ſeat . 0 
Phi. Howe'er E % 
Unfit, ſince you will have it fo, my Lands, 99 2 
You ſhall command me. eee 5455 
Por. Lou, my Lord Fernando, | m— 
W ith the Ambaſſador, withdraw a while, —— e 
Fer. My Lords, we ſhall. " [ Ex. 
Pe. Melia, and the Secretary; IAA 


* 


of 1» 


The . f Candy. 2 59 
Give notice to- Gonzalo, that an Senate | | 


Requires his Preſence. [Ex. Gaſ. and Md 
Enter Caſſilanes, Wee 1 
Phi. What concerns the buſineſs? b. | 
Por. Thus noble Princt _— . 
Ca. Let me alone, thou troubP& me, Sen, | 
[11 d' heard. 5 | 


Arc. You know not what you do: Forbear — rs 
(31) Poſ. Who's he that is ſo rude? Wir * chat 
To interrupt our Counſels? 
G1 Caſ. One that has rded, 
10w Thoſe Purple Robes from Cankers volle than Mats, 
One that hath kept your Fleeces on your Backs, 
That would have been ſnatch'd from Jou: But 1 fe. 
'Tis better now to be'a Dog, a 
In times of Peace, than boaſt the bruiſed Scars, 
Purchas'd with lofs of Blood in noble Wars: 
My Lords, I ſpeak to vou. 2 
a Por. Lord Caſilane, 1 „5 „ 
| We know not what you mean. pf ig: 
Caſ. Yes, you are ſet 7 7 1 
Upon a Bench of Juſtice and a 0 FM 
Will come (hear this, and ak ye 2 Pojent Great ones) 
When you your ſelves ſhall ſtand before a Judge. 
Wbo in a pair of Scales will weigh your Actions, | 
Without abatement of one Grain: As then J 4 
Lou would be ſound full weight, 1 op ye Fathers 
Let me have Juſtice now. 1 
Poſ. Lord Caffilane, 
| What ſtrange Diſtemperature bbc Diſtruſt 
erns Of our ell fuer y? Be ſure 
| (32) We'll f, ather no Man' $ d 8 


ih 


Ga 


(31) Pol. ay vs e ir AGaX er 


The firſt Word of Poſzne's Speech, ſeems originally to have belong d 
o Arcane. 


32] Heil flatter no Man's Injuries.) A Judge who pardons a Cri- 

[ Ex. minal, or rather a Judge who will not ſee, but endeavours to palliate 
the Crimes of the O ender, may be ſaid to latter his Injuries, and 

Give therefore it was not without — ulting ſeveral ingenious Friends _ 
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I ſuc for too; and though I might command is 


- 


Caſ. "Tis well zg 1 
You have a Law, 172 — 1 e 


Dooms ſuch as are belepred with the Curſe 


Of foul — ina ne 
Por. We have. 7 21110 * 2004S} if) 17 & | & 4 N 
Caf. Then do me Jultice. - - | iT" aa 


Enter Antinous, Dees 1 We and Hy pps Ty 


Dec. Mad-man, whither runn'ſt thou? 
Ant. Peace, Decius, I am deaf. 
Hhyp. Will you forget 

* Greatneſs, and M Modeſty ? ) 80 
Ero. Hyparcha leave, I will not bear. N au o 
Ant. Lady; great, gentle Lady. aal: on 
Ero. Prithee young Man forbear to interrupt eye 


* 


＋ 1 not in 1 e I will <tr 99396 211 


And now, my Mad 2 Chronicled for ever, 
And give me Juſtice againſt this vile ee 
This Baſtard of my Blood. Pp 

Ero. *Tis Tultice, Fathers, | vg AR Z 


(If you remember, Lords, whoſe Child I was) 
Yer I will humbly beg it; this old Wretch 6e 
Has forfeited his Life to me. 

Caſ. Tricks, tricks; 
Complots, Devices, tw ixt e pair of young ones, 
To blunt the Edge of your well temper'd Swords, 
Wherewith you Airike Offenders, Lords; but! 
Am not a Baby to be fear'd wich Bag-bears, | 
*T'is Juſtice I require. 3 1 

Ero. And J. | les 
Ant. You ſpeak too tenderly ; ; and too much like your 
To mean a Cruelty ; which would make monſtrous 
Tour Sex: | Yet for the Loves ſake, which you once 


> {| 


= 
— 


1 SIT to > dil (card it ; They all upon reading the Paſſage mark'd i: 
as an exceptionable Word, and eat hem conjectur'd the ſame Emen- 
dation which I had made: Which is certainly a ſtronger, a clearer 
and a more * Word. | | 

Pleas d 


Thin 
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Pleas'd to pretend, give my griev'd Father leave 
To urge his own Revenge ; you have no aus 
For yours: Keep Peace about ve. 

Caſ. Will you hear me? 

Phi, Here” s ſome ſtrange novelty. 

Poſ. Sure we are mock d, | 
Speak one at once: Say wherein hath > 800 
Tranſgreſs'd the Law ? 

Caf. O the groſs miſts of Dulneſs! q 
Are you this Kingdom's Oracles, yet can nw 
So ignorant? firſt hear, and then conſider. 
That I begot him, gave him Birth and Life, 
And Education, were, I muſt confeſs, | | 
But Duties of a Father: I did more: 
I taught him how to manage Arms, to dare 
An Enemy; to court both Death and Dangers z 
Yet theſe were but Additions to conpleat 
A well accomplifh'd Soldier: I did more yet. 
I made him chief Commander in the Field 
Next to my ſelf, and gave him the full 1 
Of Honour and Pre ferment; rain d him 1 
In all perfections of a Martialiſt : 
But he unmindful of his Gratitude, © | 
You know with what Contempt of my — | 


Firſt kick'd againſt mine Honour, ſcorned all 


My Services; then got the Palm of Glory 
Uno himſelf : Yet not content with chis 
He, laſtly, hath conſpir'd my Death, and fought 
Means to engage me to this Lady's debt, 8 
Whoſe Bounty all my whole Eſtate could never 
Give Satisfaction to: Now honoured Fathers, 
For this Cauſe only, if your Law be 455 -K e 
And oy the Miniſters of - Juſtice ; then 

of this ſtrange Ingratitude i in him. buon 
Phi. Can this Na Autinous e een, 

Ant. Tis all emigys:{3- 149 5; vitanint n 

Nor hath my much 0 d' Father limn'd- my Faults 
In Colours half ſo black, as in themſelyv es 
wo Guilt hath dy'd them: nn Mercy left, 


Yet 
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Yet mine own Shame would be my Executioner : 


Was from my Purſe: When he, vain-gloriouſly 


Lords, I am guilty. Ero. Thou belieſt, Antinous, 
Thine Innocence: Alas, my Lords, he's deſperate, 
And talks he knows not what: You mult not ctedit 
His Lunacy; I can my ſelf diſprove 
This Accuſation: Caſſilane, be yet 
More merciful; I beg it. 

Caſ. Time, nor Fate, 
The World, or what is in it, ſhall not alter 


_ My Reſolution : He ſhall die. Ero. The Senate's 


Prayers, or weeping Lovers, ſhall not alter 


My Reſolution : Thou ſhalr die. Ant. Why Madam, 
Are ye all Marble? 


Po. Leave your ſhifts, PV bal 
What plead you to Nu Father's Accuſation ? 
Ant. Moſt fully guilty. . 
Poſ. You have dbom'd your ſelf, 
We cannot quit you now, 
Caſ. A burthen'd Conſcience - 
Will never need a Hang-man : Hadſt thou dard 
To have deny'd it, then this Sword of mine 
Shou'd on thy Head have prov'd thy Tongue a Liar. 
Ero. HAY Sword? wretched old Man, thov'ſt liv*d too 
ong 
To carry Peace or Comfort to thy Grave; | 
'Thou art a Man condemn'd : My Lords, this Tyrant 
Had periſh'd but for me, I till ſupply'd 
His miſerable Wants; I ſent his — 
Mony to buy him food; the Bread he eat, 


r Dc AY. 


To dive into the Peoples Hearts, had pawn'd 
His Birth-right, I redeem'd it, ſent it to him, 
And for requital, only made my Suit, 
That he would pleaſe to new receive his Son 
Into his Favour, for whoſe Love I told him 
J had been ſtill ſo friendly: But then he, 

As void of Gratitude, as all good Nature, 
Diſtracted like a mad Man, poſted hither 


z To PIG this Vengeance on himſelf, and mw 


| too 


nt 


Fo 
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For why, my Lords, ſince by the Law, (3 3) all gs 


Is blotted out of your Commiſſion, - -- 
As this hard-hearted Father hath accus'd 
Noble Antinous, his unblemiſh'd Son, 


| So I accuſe this Father, and crave __ il 


Caſ. All this is but deceit, meer Trifles forg'd 

By Combination to defeat the Proceſs | 

of Juſtice. I will have Antinons Life. 
Arc. Sir, what do ye mean?; Jn LIE 
Ero. I will have Cafftlane's. I 
Ant. Cunning and cruel Lady, runs the Scan. 

Of your Affections this way ? Have you not 


Conqueſt enough by treading on my _—_ 0% 


Unleſs you ſend me thicher in a Shrowd 1 
Steep*d in my Father's Blood ? As you are Woman, 15 
As the proteſts of Love you vow'd were Honeſt; 
Be gentler to my Cache: Ero. Caſſilane, © 
Thou haſt a Heart of Flint: Let my Intreaties, 
My Tears, the Sacrifice of Griefs unfeign'd, 
Melt it: Yet be a Father to thy Son, 
Unmask thy long beſotted Judgment, ſee 
A low Obedience kneeling at the Feet 
Of Nature, I beſcech you. 
Caſ. Piſh, you cozen | 
Your Hopes : Your Plots are idle: 1 am rfolue. 
Ero. Antinous, urge no further. f 
Ant. Hence thou Sorcery 


Of a beguiling Softneſs; I will ſtand, 


Like the Earth's Center, unmov'd; Lords your Breath 
Muſt finiſh theſe Diviſions : I confeſs | 


Civility doth teach I ſhould not ſpeak - 
Againſt a Lady of her Birth, ſo high 
As great Erota, but ber ihne 


1 , means 
1; blotted out of your Commiſſion.] The Verb Y in the fn- 


2 Number makes it probable, though not certain, that the Nomina- 


tive was fo too ; and the Senſe, if not Grammar, requires the Change. 
* Since your Commiſſion allows no Mean or Midway between the 
Death or abfolute Acquittance of the Party accuſed.” This ſeems 
to be the Senſe intended. Mr. Symp/on reads Mendi, i. e. Amends : 
Death being the only Amends or Atonement thac the Law allow'd. 


And 


And thanklefs Wrong to mes we 0 rn, 
Aloud for Juſlice, Fathers. 
Dec. Whither run you? + | E423 
Ant. For, honour'd Fathers, that you all may y know 
That I alone am not unmatchable 
In Crimes of this Condition, leſt perhaps . A * 


Lou might conceive, as yet the Caſe ap 1000 58 
That this foul Stain and Guilt runs Ina. Bloods, D 1 


Before this Preſence, I accuſe this Lady 2 > 
Of as much vile Ingratitude to me. liz 3 and . 


_ Caf. Impudent Traitor! nas 83min). ws 
Phi, Her? O ſpare Antinows; Ze Wert 
The World reputes thee valiant, 5 not ne 
All thy paſt Nobleneſs with ſuch a * tal 
As murthering innocent Ladies will ſtamp on thee). 923% 
Ani. Brave Prince, with what unwillingneſs Henn 
Her Follies, and in thoſe her Sin, be witneſs, | 
All theſe about me: She is bloody-minded, 
And turns the Juſtice of the Law to I. 9T yi 
It is her Cruelties, not I, accuſe ber: 1135 
Shall I have Audience? L -naarnal 
Ero. Let him ſpeak, my Lords. wal & 
Dec. Your Memory will rot. 
Ant. Caſt all your Eyes 
On this, what ſhall I call her? (34) ruthleſs Woman, g 
When often in my Diſcontents, the ſway _. = 
Of her unruly Blood, her untam'd Paſſion, - _ . 
Or name it as you liſt, had hour by hour | 
Solicited my Love, ſhe vow'd at la ? 
She cou'd not, wou'd not Jive, unleſs I granted 
What ſhe long ſued for: I in tender Pity, 
To ſave a Lady of her Birth from Ruin, 25 
Gave her her Life, and promis'd to be Her: 
Nor urg'd I ought from her, but Secreſie, 
* then enjoyn'd her to lupply ſuch Wants 


1 6 4) ——thlc omas, I have — to change ig 
| 7 =o by ſtriking off a Letter; not but I allow the former to be 
good Senſe ; but as Erota's Want of Compaſſion to Caſi/ane was the 
ſole Cauſe of Antinous's ay es cems to me e the moſt natu- 
* el "r 25 34 { 156 ws 
15 | $ 
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Had —— him ſubject to; What ſh 


The Laws of Candy. 65 
As 1 perceiv'd my Father's late Engage gements | 


| I heap up 
Long Repetitions? She to quit my Pity, | 


Not only hath diſcover'd to my Father 


What ſhe had promis'd to conceal, but alſo”. 
Hath drawn my Life into this fatal forfeit ; 
For which fince I muſt die, I crave a like 
Equality of Juſtice againſt her; 
Not that I covet Blood, bat that ſhe may not 
Practice this Art of Falſchood on ſome other, 
Perhaps more worthy of her Love hereafter. 

Por. If this be true—— _ 

Ero. My Lords, be as the Law i is, 
Indifferent, Upright, I do plead Guilty : 
Now Sir, what Glory have you got by this 4 
Las Man, I meant not to outlive thy Doom, 


Shall we be Friends in Death? 


Caſ. Hear me, the Villain | 25 1 
Scandals her, honour*d Lords. | | 4 
Ero. Leave off to doat, | a „ 


And die a wiſe Man. 


Ant. 1 am over-reach'd, 
And maſtered in my own Reſolutios. 

Phi. Will ye be wilful, Madam? here” s the e Cue 
Of Love's Diſdain. 


Caſ. Why ſit you like dumb Statues ? 
Demur no longer. 


Poſ. Caſfilane, Erota, 
Antinous, Death ye ask; and tis your Dooms, 
You in your Follies liv'd, die in your Follies, 
Caſ. 1 am reveng'd, and thank you for it. Ero. Yes, 
And 1: Antinous hath been gracious. Apt. Sir, 
May I prefume to ctave a Bleſſing from you 
Before we part ? 


Ca Yes, ſuch a one as Parents 


Beſtow on curſed Sons; now, now I laugh 


To ſee how thoſe poor Younglings are both cheated 

Of Life and Comfort : Look ye, look ye, Lords, 

go but ſome ten Minutes, more or leſs, 

Before my time, but * have finely cozen'd GEN 
Vo I. IV. E. Themſelves 
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T hemſelves of many, many bopeful Years | 
Amidſt their prime of Youth and Glory; now 


Enter Annophel. g 


M y Vengeance is made full. Welcome my Joy, 
Thou com'ſt to take a ſeafonable Bleſſing 
From thy half-bury'd Father's Hand; I'm dead 
Already, Girl, and ſo is ſhe and he, | 
We all are Worms-meat now. 
Anno. I have heard all; | 
Nor ſhall you die alone: Lords, on x my Knees 
I beg for Juſtice too. | => 
Por. Gainſt whom, for what? 
Anno. Firſt let me be reſolv'd ; does the Law favour 
None, be they neer ſo mighty? 4 

Por. Not the greateſt. 

Anno. Then July I accuſe of foul Ingratitude 
My Lords, you of the Senate all, not one 
Excepted. Poſ. Por. Us? 

Phi. Annophel.-—— Anno. You are the Authors 
Of this unthrifty Bloodſhed; when your Enemies X 
Came marching to your Gates, your Children fuck'd not 
Safe at their Mothers Breaſts, your very Cloyſters 
Were not ſecure, your ſtarting Holes of Refuge 
Not free from Danger, nor your Lives your own ; 
In this moſt deſp'rate Ecſtaſie, my Father, 

This aged Man, not only undertook | 
To guard your Lives, but did ſo; and beat off 
The daring Foe; for you he pawn'd his Lands, 
To pay your Soldiers, who. without their Pay 
Refus'd to ſtrike a Blow-: But, Lords, when Peace 
Was purchas'd for you, and Victory brought home, 
Where was your Gratitude, who in your Coffers 
Horded the ruſty Treaſure "which was due 
To my unminded Father ? he was glad 
To live retir'd in Want, in Penury, 
Whilſt you made Feaſts of Surfeit, and forgot 
Tour Debts to him: The Sum of all is this, 
You've been unthankful to him; and I crave 
The Rigor of the Law againſt you all. 


Cal. 
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Caſ. My Royal-ſpirited Daughter! 
EW. | 1 
| Thou art a worthy Wench; let me embrace thee, 

Anno. Lords, why do you keep your Seats? they are 

no Places | 

For ſuch as are Offenders. 

- Poſ. Though our Ignorance 
Of Caffilane's Engagements might aſſwage 
Severity of Juſtice, yet to ſhew 7 
How no Exeuſe ſhould ſmooth a breach of Law 
yield me to the Trial of it, Por. Sc 
Muſt I : Great Prince of Cyprus, you are left 
The only Moderator in this Difference; 
And as you are a Prince be a Protector 1 
To woful Candy, Phi. What a Scene of Miſery 
Hath thine (35) obdurate Frowardneſs, old Man, 
Drawn on thy Country's Boſom? and for that 
Thy proud Ambition could not mount ſo high 
As to be ſtiPd thy Country's only Patron, 
Thy Malice hath deſcended to the depth 
Of Hell, to be renowned in the Title 
Of the Deſtroyer ? Doſt thou yet perceive. 
What Curſes all Poſterity will brand 1 
Thy Grave with, that at once haſt rob'd this Kingdom 
Of Honour and of Safety? f 

Ero. Children yet unborn | 
Will ſtop their Ears when thou art nam'd. _ 

Arc. The World will be too little to contain 
The Memory of this deteſted Deed 
The Furies will abhor it. 

Dec. What the Sword 
Could not enforce, your peeviſh Thirſt of Honour, 
(36) A bare, cold, weak, imaginary Fame, 
Hath brought on Candy : Candy groans, not theſe 
That are to die. 


(35) — obdurate Forwardneſs, — ] Former Editions. 
(36) A brave, cold, eat,. ] As none of the Epithets beſide 
the firſt are Ironical, I doubt not but brave was a Miſtake inſtead of 


the natural Word, which I have, I believe, only reſtored. Mr. Symp- 
Jetthas ſent me alſo the ſame Emendation. 


E 3. 5 Phi. 
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Phi. Tis Hapnicch end 2 
For them, that they ſhall not ſurvive to ſee _ 
The Wounds wherewith thou ſtab'ſt the Land that gave 
Thee Life and Name. | 
Dec. *Tis Candy's wrack ſhall feel 
(37) Arc. The miſchief of your Folly. 
Por. Poſ. Annophel =y 
Anno. I will not be intreated. 
Caſ. Prithee Annophel- 
Anno. Why would you urge me to a 1 8 which 
Lou in your ſelf allow not? 
Caſ. Tis the Law, 
That if the Party who complains, remit 
Th' Offender, he is freed: Is't not fo, Luer 
., I 0d. | 
Caſ. Antinous, by my Shame obſerve 
W hat a cloſe Witchcraft popular Applauſe is : 
I am awzk'd, and with clear Eyes behold 
The Lethargy wherein my Reaſon long | 
Hath been be-charm'd : Live, live, my matchleſs Son, 
Bleſt in thy Father's Bleſſing ; much more bleſt 
In thine own Virtues : Let me dew thy Cheeks 
With my unmanly Tears: Riſe, I forgive thee: 
And good Antinous, if I ſhall be thy Father 
Forgive me: I can ſpeak no more. 
Ant. Dear Sir, 
You new beget me now Madam, your Pardon, 
] heartily remit you. Ero. I as freely | 
Diſcharge thee, Cafſi lane. ü . 
Anno. My gracious Lords, 115 | 
Repute me not a blemiſh to my Sex, | | 
In that I ſtrove to cure a deſperate Evil 
With a more violent thr ag Your Lives, 
Your Honours are your own. 
Phi, Then with Confent 
Be reconcil'd on all ſides: Pleaſe you Fathers 
To take your Places. 


— 2 
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(37) Caf. The miſchief of your Folly.) The groſs Miſtake of making 
Cafjilant * this, muſt be Poor 0 to every Reader. | 


2 
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Po. Let's again aſcend, «.ruact | 
| With Joy and Thankfulneſs to Heay” n: "7 now 
( To other buſineſs, Lords. 


Enter Gaſpero, and Melitus, wy Gonzals. 


Mel. Two Hours and more, Sir, 
The Senate hath been ſet. 
| Gon. And I not know it? 
Who ſits with them? 
Mel. My Lord, the Prince of . 
Gon. Gaſpero, 
Why how comes that to bel 
006 Some weighty Cauſe 
[ warrant you, 
Gon, Now, Lords, the buſineſs ? ha? 
Who! s here, Erota? 
Por. Secretary do your Charge 
Upon that Traitor. | 
Gon, Traitor? Gaſ. Yes, ol Traitor ; 
Of Treaſon to the Peace and State of Candy, 
[ do arreſt thee, Gon. Me? thou Dog ? 


Enter Fernando, and Michael. 


Mich. With Licence 
From this grave Senate, I arreſt-thee likewiſe 
Of Treaſon to the State of Yenice. - Gon, Ha? 
Is Michael here? nay then I ſee 
I am undone. 

Ero. I ſhall not be your Queen, 
Your Dutcheſs, or your Empreſs. 

Gon. Dull, dull Brain. 
OI am fool'd, ' 8 

Gaſ. Look, Sir, d' you know this Hand? 

Mich. D? you know this Seal? Firſt, Lords, he writes 

to Venice, pee 
To make a perfect League, during which Time > 8 | 
He wou'd in private keep ſome Troops in Pay, , 
Bribe all the Centinels throughout this Kingdom, 6 
« Corrupt the Captains; at a Banquet poiſoenn 

The Prince, and greateſt Peers, and in Concluſion, 


/ | s E 3 Vie 


Of noble and unſought Affection 
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Yield Candy Slave to Venice. 
Gaſ. Next, he contracted 


With this IIluſtrious Princes, th Lady Erota, 
In hope of Marriage with her, to deliver 


All the Venetian Gallantry, and Strength, 
Upon their firſt arrival, to the Mercy 
Of her and Candy. Ero. This is true, Gonzalo, 
Gon. Let it be true: What then? | 
Poſ. My Lord Ambaſſador, 


What's your demand? 


Mich. As · likes the State of Candy, 
Either to ſentence him as he deſerves 
Here, or to ſend him like a Slave to Venice. 
Por. We ſhall adviſe upon it. 
Gon, O the Devils 
That had not thruſt this trick into my Pate 
A Politician? Fool. Deſtruction plague 
Candy and Venice both. 
Poſ. Por. Away with him. ka 
Mel. Come, Sir, I'll ſee you ſafe. [ Exeunt Gonz. Mel, 
Ero. Lords, e' er you part | | 
Be witneſs to another change of wonder 
Antinous, now be bold, before this Preſence, 
Freely to ſpeak, whether or no 1 ugd 
The humbleſt means Affection could contrive, 
To gain thy Love. Ant. Madam, I muſt confeſs it, 
And ever am your Servant. Ero. Yes, Antinous, 
My Servant, for my Lord thou ſhalt be never: 


1 here diſclaim the intereſt thou hadſt once 


In my too paſſionate Thoughts. Moſt noble Prince, 
If yet a Relick of thy. wonted Flames 
Live warm within thy Boſom, then I blyſh not 
To offer up the aſſurance of my Faith, 
To thee that haſt deſerv'd it beſt. Phi. O Madam, 
You play with my Calamity. Ero. Let Heav'n 
Record my Truth for ever. Phi. With more joy 
Than I have words to utter, I accept it. 
| alſo pawn you mine. 

Ero. The Man that in requital 
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Grows cruel, never lov'd, nor did Axtinous. 
Yet herein, Prince, ye are beholden to him; 
For his neglect of me humbled a Pride, 
Which to a virtuous Wife had been a Monſter, 
Phi. For which PII rank him my deſerving Friend. 
Ant. Much Comfort dwell with you, as I could wiſh 
To him I honour moſt. Caf. O my Antinous, 
My own, my own good Son. 
Fer. One Suit I have to make, 
Phi. To whom, Fernando? 
Fer. Lord Caſſilane to you. 
Caf, To me? Fer. This Lady 
Hath promis'd to be mine. Anno. Your Bleſſing, Sir; 
Brother, your Love. Aut. You cannot, Sir, beſtow her 
On a more noble Gentleman, 
Caf. Say'ſt thou ſo, 


| Antinous ? J confirm it. Here, Fernando, 


Live both as one ; ſhe's thine, 

Ant. And herein, Siſter, 
] honour you for your wiſe ſettled Love. 
This is a day of Triumph, all Contentions 
Are happily accorded : Candy's Peace 
Secur'd, and Venice vow'd a worthy Friend. 


[Excunt, 
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PROLOGUE. 


E WW Titles warrant not a Play for new, 
The Subject being old: And *tis as true, 
| Freſh and neat Matter may with eaſe be fram d 
Out of their Stories, that have oft been nam'd 
With Glory on the Stage: What borraws bg 
From him that wrote old Priam's Tragedy, 
That writes his Love to Hecuba? Sure, ia tell 
Of Cæſar's amorous Heats, and bow be fell 
n tb' Capitol, can never be the ſame 
| To the judicious : Nor will ſuch blame 
Th.ſe who penn'd this, for Barrenneſs, when they find 
ung Cleopatra here, and ber great Mind 
Expreſs*d to 1h* height, with us a Maid, and free, 
And bow he rated her Virginity. 
We treat not of what boldneſs ſhe did die, 
Nor of her fatal Love to Anthony. 
What we preſent and offer to your view, 
Upon their Faiths, the Stage yet never knew. 
Let Reaſon then firſt to your Wills give Laws, 
Ad after judge of them, and of their Cauſe. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAZ. 


M E N. 


Ulius Cæſar, Emperor of Rome. 

Ptolomy, King of Rgypt. 
Achoreus, an honeft Counſellor, Prieſt of Iſis. 
Photinus, a Politician, Minion to Ptolomy. 
Achillas, Captain of the Guard to Ptolomy, 
Septimius, a revolted Roman Villain. 
Labienus, a Roman Soldier, and Nuncio. 
Apollodorus, Guardian to Cleopatra. 


Ant 
Dolabella, 1 Cæſir Captains. 


Sceva, a ſree Gees alſo Captain to Cæſar. 
Guard. 

Three lame $ oldiers. 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 


Cleopatra, Queen of Fgypt. Czfar's Mitre. 
Arſinoe, Cleopatra's Siſter. 
Cleopatra 5. aiting- -Woman. 


SCENE, EGYPT. 
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Enter Achillas, and Achoreus. 


(1) AH O RE US. 


Love the King, nor do diſpute his Power, 
For that is not confin'd, nor to be cenſur'd 
2 I FAS! By me, that am his Subject; yet allow me 
R582! The liberty of a Man, that ſtill would be 
x Friend to Juſtice, to demand the Motives 
That did induce young Piolomy, or Photinus, | 
To whoſe directions he gives up himſelf, 
And I hope wilely, to commit his Siſter, 
The Princeſs Cleopatra, if I ſaid 


' 
7 F 
4 4 / . 


| The 
(1) Achil. I ove the King, &c. ] The groſs Error of making 
Achillas ſpeak this has run through all the Editions. The Correction 
ſcarce deſerves a Note, but it ſerves to introduce one of a different 
kind, Theſe Characters are all taken from Lucan, and all but that of 
Ac boreus recorded by authentick Hiſtorians. Several of the Speeches 
are almoſt literal Tranſlations from the former; and though it is not 
within my preſent Plan to follow our Authors wherever I could diſcern 
their Footſteps among the Claſſicks; yet as ſomething very like what 
happened in the Faithful Sbepberdeſi, happens alſo in this Play, that 
it admits a Compariſon not only between Lacan and our Authors, by 
| 75 alſo 
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The Queen, Achillas, *twere, I hope, no Treaſon, Mol 
She being by her Father's Teſtament, wr 
Whoſe Memory 1 bow to, left Co-heir But 


In all he ſtood poſſeſt of. 
Alcebil. Tis confeſt, | 
My good Acboreus, that in theſe Eaſtern Kingdoms 
Women are not exempted from the Sceptre, 
But claim a Privilege, equal to the Male ; 
But how much ſuch Diviſions have ta'en from 
The Majeſty of Ægypt, and what Factions 
Have ſprung from thoſe Partitions, to the ruin 
Of the poor Subject, doubtful which to follow, 
We have too many and too ſad Examples: 
Therefore the wiſe Pbotinus, to prevent 
The Murders, and the Maſſacres, that attend 
On diſunited Government, and to ſhew 
The King without a Partner, in full ſplendor, 
Thought it convenient, the fair Cleopatra, 
(An Attribute not frequent in this Climate) 
Should be committed to ſafe Cuſtody, 
In which ſhe is attended like her Birth, 
Until her Beauty, or her Royal Dowre, 
Hath found her out a Husband. EY 
Acho. How this may 985 
Stand with the Rules of Policy, I know not; 


alſo. between them and a very eminent modern Poet, I ſhall, once 
more venture beyond my Plan. Corneille's Pompey: is exactly on the 
ſame Subje& and equally copy'd from Lucan, and the very ſame Lines 
are often tranſlated: And as that is one of the firſt-rate Plays of the 
Tragic Poet whom the French much prefer to Shakeſpear himſelf, it 
will not be diſagreeable to an Engli/oman' to ſee him excelled, as l 
think he is, even by our ſecondary Poets, and by a Play which the 
reaceſt Critick of our Nation has lately caſt a Slur upon, as if our 
Authors had greatly failed in attempting to emulate the Antony and 
Cleopatra of Shakeſpear . I own I think it a noble Emulation of that 
| fine Play, and the Hand as difficult to be diſtinguiſh'd from Shakeſpear”s, 
as the Works of the very beſt Scholars of Titian and Guido are from thoſe 
of their Maſters, My Diſſent from this great Writer is, in truth, the 
Reaſon of my enlarging my Notes on this Play; for I pay ſuch deſe - 
rence to his judgment, as not to differ from it without much difi- 
dence, and without endeavouring to ſupport my Opinion with all che 
Arguments that I am capable of. | FE 


ges the firſt Note on the Tempeſt by Mr, Warburton, 
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Moſt ſure Iam, it holds no Correſpondence | 
Wö'th' Kites of fg ypt, or the Laws of Nurs: 
But grant that Cleopatra can ſit down 
With this Diſgrace, tho' inſupportable; | 
Can you imagine, that Rome's glorious: Senate, 
To whoſe Charge, by the Will of the dead King,” | 
This Government was deliver'd, or great Pompey, E 
That is appointed Cleopatra” 8 Guardian . 
As well as Ptolomy's, will e' er approve 
Of this raſh Counſel, their Conſent unt en for, N 
That ſhould Authorize it ? | 
Achil. The Civil War | 
In which the Roman Empire is Embark'd 
On a rough Sea of Danger, does exact 
Their whole Care to preſerve themſelves, and end tem 
No vacant time to think of what we do, 
Which hardly can concern them. 
Acbo. What's your Opinion 
Of the Succeſs? I have heard, in multitudes 
Of Soldiers, and all glorious Poul of War, 
Pompey is much Superior, 
Achil. I could give you 
A Catalogue of all the ſeveral Natltyn 
From whence he drew his Powers ; but that were tees 
They have rich Arms, are ten to one in Number, 7 
Which makes them think the Day already won ; 
ice And Pompey being Maſter of the Sea, 


the Such plenty of all Delicates are brought in, 

' As if the Place on which they are entrench'd, | 

* Were not a Camp of Soldiers, but Rome, | | 
; [ In which Lucullus and Apicius join'd * 

he To make a publick Feaſt: They at Dirachium 

10 Fought with Succeſs ; but knew not to make uſe of 


4p Fortune's fair Offer : (2) So much I have heard, 
%, Cæſar himſelf conteſs'd. 


- Acho. Where are they now? 

ſe⸗ 

g. (2) — fo much I have beard 

he | Czlar himſelf confeſs.] This Reading ſuppoſes Aclittas to ® 


have been in Greece, and in Ce/ar's Preſence, The Correction is 
Achil. 
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Where Cæſar with a Handful of his Men, 


ſination of Pompey. 


Achil. In Theſah, near the Pharſalian Plains, 


Hems in the greater Number: His hole Troops 
Exceed not twenty Thouſand, but old Soldiers 
Fleſh'd in the Spoils of Germany and France, 
Enur'd to his Command, and only know 

To fight and overcome: And tho? that Famine 
Reigns in his Camp, compelling them to taſte 
Bread made of Roots, forbid the uſe of Man, 


Which they with Scorn threw into Pompey's Camp, 


As in deriſion of his Delicates,'. 

Or Corn not yet half ripe, and that a Banquet: 
They ſtill beſiege him, being ambitious only 
To come to Blows, and let the Sword determine 
Who hath the better Cauſe. - . 


* (3) Enter Septimius. 

Acho. May Victory 
Attend on't, where it is. 

Achil. We ev'ry Hour 
Expect to hear the Iſſue. ao 

Sep. Save my good Lords,; 
By J/is and Qfiris, whom you worſhip, . 
And the four hundred Gods and Goddeſſes 


Ador'd in Rome, I am your Honour's Servant. 
Acho. Truth needs, Septimius, no Oaths. 


(3) Enter Septinius.] The vulgar Editions have much oftener wrote it 
Septinius than Septimius, and have given him the former Name in the 
Perſons of the Drama. The Reader will undoubtedly obſerve the fine 
Moral couch'd under this infamous Wretch's Character, wiz. ** That 
even among the groſſeſt Superſtition of the Heathens, the Atheiſt 
cal Scoffer at Religion was the moſt pernicious Peſt of all Society”. 
The Character ſeems drawn with exquiſite Art, and our Poets have by 
it much excelled their Maſter Lucan, and their Competitor Corneilli. 
In the former there is only a Sketch of a fierce inhuman Villain, and 
in the latter Septimius is in the firſt Scene introduced as a Privy-Coun- 
ſellor, makes an Harangue to perſuade the Death of Pompey, commits 
the Murder, and being blam'd for it by Ce/ar, is ſaid to have kill'd 
himſelf with the ſame Sword with which he {flew Pompey : But he has 


' abſolutely no Character at all, nor is it judicious to make him die the 
Death of Brutus and Caſſius; tho' a Frenchman may perhaps lock 


upon the Puniſhment of Cæſar, in the ſame Light with the vile Aſſaſ- 
Achil, 
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Achil. You're-cruel, 
If you deny him Swearing, you take from him 
Three full parts of his Language. 

Sep. Your Honour's bitter, 
Confound me, where | Love. I cannot ſay Sg 
But I muſt ſwear't ; yet ſuch 1 is my ill Fortune; 
Nor Vows nor Proteſtations win Belief, 
I think, (and I can find no other Reaſon) 
Becauſe I am a Roman, 

Acho, No, Seplimius, 
To be a Roman, were an Honour to you, | 
Did not your Manners and your Life take from it, 
And cry aloud, that from Rome you bring nothing 
But Roman V ices, which you would plant here, 
But no Seed of her Virtues. 

Sep. With your Reverence 
I am too old to learn. 

Acho, Any thing honeſt, 
That I believe without an Gut. | 

Sep. I fear 
Tour Lordſhip has ſlept ill to Night, and that 
Invites this ad Diſcourſe 3 *rwill make you old 
Before your time;— O! theſe Virtuous Morals, 
And old Religious Principles, that fool us: 
I have brought you a new Song will make you lah, 
Though you were at your Prayers. T' | 

(4) Achil. What is the ant _— 
| Be free, Septimius. | © ad 

Sep. *Tis a Catalogue | 
Of all the Gameſters of the Coutt and City, 
Which Lord lies with that Lady, and what Gallant 
Sports with that Merchant's Wife ; and does relate 5 
Who ſells her Honour for a Diamond, | 
Who, for a Tiſſew Robe ; whoſe Husband's Nilo 
And who ſo kind, that to ſhare with his Wife 
Will make the match himſelf; harmleſs Conceits, 


© # & <4 


(4) Acho, What is the Subje@? [typ Wh + et) | 
Be free, Septimius.] The Miſtake of iving this to Aches 
reus makes him {peak much out of Character. It is perfectly conſo- 
nant to that of Achillas, to define to hear Septimins's Ribaldry. 
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Though Fools ſay they are dangerous : I fang it 
The laſt Night at my Lord Photinus' Table. 

Acho. How! as a Fidler? 

Sep. No, Sir, as a Gueſt, 
A welcome Gueſt too; and it was approv'd of 
By a dozen of his Friends, though they were touch'd in't: 
For look you, tis a kind of merriment, 
When we have laid by fooliſh Modeſty 
(As not a Man of Faſhion will wear it) 
To talk what we have done, at leaſt to hear it; 
If merrily ſet down, it fires the Blood, 
And heightens Creſt-falPn Appetite, . 

Acho. New Doctrine! „ 

_ Was't of your own Compoſing ? 

Sep. No, I bought it 

Of a'skulking Scribler for two Piolomies, 
But the Hints were mine own; the Wretch was fearful; 
But I have damn'd myſelf, ſhould it be queſtion'd, 
That I will own it. 

Acho. And be puniſh'd for. it ; 
| Take heed, for you may ſo long exerciſe 
Your ſcurtilous Wit againſt Authority, 
The Kingdom's Counſels; and make profane Jeſt 
(Which to you, being an Atheiſt, is nothing) 
Againſt Religion, that your great Maintainers, 
Unleſs they would be thought Co-partners with you, 
Will leave you to the Law; and then, Septimius, 
Remember there are Whips. 

(5) Sep. For Whores, I grant you, 
When they are out of date; till then they're fafe too, 
Or all the Gallants of the Court are Eunuchs. 
And. for mine own Defence, I'll only add chis, 
Pl be admitted for a wanton Tale, 
To ſome moſt private Cabinets, when your Prieſt- b. bond 
. Though laden with the Myſteries of your Goddeſs, 
Shall wait without unnoted ; ſo I leave you 
I' your pious Fhoughts, ET LE. 
45 Sep, Bor W, bares, 1 A | 
When they are out Y dates. till then are ſafe 155% Forme 


Ai 


Editions. 


o, 


Forme: 


Acli. 


Acbil. "Tis a EVE wht N 


This Fellow does put on. 


Acho, The wonder great, 
He is accepted of. 
Achil. V ices, for him, 


Make as free way as Virtues do for others. 


'Tis the Time's fault; yet great ones {till have grac'd, 
To make them Sport, or rub them o'er with Flauery, 
Obſervers of all kinds. 


Enter Photinus and Septimius. 


Acbo. No more of him, 
He is not worth our thoughts ; a Fugitive | 
From Pompey's Army, (6) and now in a danger 
When he ſhould uſe his Service. 
Achil. See how he hangs 
On great Photinus* Ear. 
Sep. Hell, and the Furies, 
And all the plagues of Darkneſs light upon me : 

You are my God on Earth, and let me have 
Your Favour here, fall what can fall hereafter. _ 
Pho. Thou art beliey'd, doſt thou want n ? 

Sep, No, Sir. 

(7) Pho. Or haft thou any Suit i theſe ever r follow 
Thy vehement Proteſtations. 

Sep. You much wrong me 
How can I want, when your Beams ſhine upon me, 


| Do Employment to expreſs my Zeal 


1 our Greatneſs Service: Do but think, 
ſo dar k, che Sun would bluſh to — 4 ons; 


Bike, now in a danger | N 


When he ſhould uſe his Service.] Mr. Sympſon thinks this dark, 
it may therfore be proper to explain it, as it ſeems to me a very beau- 
tiful Sentiment. Septiminus was not only a Fugitive from Pompey, 
but had deſerted him in the midſt of Danger, when he was engaged 


* ina War with Ceſar.” One need not add how POP: ſach a 
Deſertion is held among Soldiers. 


(7) Pho, Or haft thou any ? theſe ever follow] Wben a Verſe 
wants a Syllable, it is always a ſtrong Proof of a Corruption, a to he was 
in the more correct Plays. Here the Senſe directed us to 
Word, and we found it in both the Folias. 


F 2 For 


(6) 
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For which Mankind would curſe me, and arm Scar 
The Powers above, and thoſe below cee ee me: * 
Command me, I will on. £ mew! 
Pho. When I have uſe, 
I'll put you to the Teſt. 


Sep. May it be ſpeedy, 
And ſomething worth my Danger ; you are 9600 


ys 


And know not your own Powers; this Brow was faſhion'd 


To wear a Kingly Wreath, and your grave Judgment, 
Giv'n to diſpoſe of Monarchies, not govern. 

A Child's Affairs; the People's Eye's upon you, 
The Soldier courts you; will you wear a, Garment: + 

Of ſordid Loyalty, when *tis out of Faſhion ?-/ 

Pho, When Pompey was thy General, Tn, 

Thou ſaidſt as much to him. 
_- Sep. All my Love to him, 
To Ceſar, Rome, and the whole World is loſt » 
In th' Ocean of your Bounties : I've no Friend, 
Project, Deſign, or Country, but your F avour, 
Which Tl preſerve at py rate. 10 10 2? 
Pho. No more; 
When I call on you, fall not off $/ os 
- Sooner than you expect, I may employ Joa, 

So leave me for a while. 

Sep. Ever your Creature. 025 | [ Exit. 
Pho, Good day Achoreus, my beſt Friend Achillas, 
Hath Fame deliver'd yer no Certain Rumour Lane 971 
Of the great Roman Action. Nee 

Acbil. That we are 
T' enquire, and learn of you, Sir, whoſe: grave care 
For A#gypt's Happineſs, and great Ptolomy's good, 
Haye Eyes and Ears in all Parts, 


Enter Proloty, Labienus, and Guard. 


Pho. Ill not boaſt, 

What my Intelligence coſts me, but ere orig 

You ſhall know more. The King, with 5 a Roman. 
Acho. The Scatlet Livery of Wee Na 

Dy'd deeply on: his Face. 1 nh ' 
1 'Tis Labienus, M. 


4 


— 
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Cæſar's Lieutenant in the Wars of Gaul, | 
And fortunate in all his Undertakings : . - 35 
But ſince theſe Civil Jars he turn'd to Pompey, 
And though he followed the better Cauſe, 
Not with the like Succeſs. 56 - iis 5957171 

Pho, Such as are wiſe, 3 
Leave falling Buildings, fly to thoſe that riſe; 

But more of that hereafter. . 

Lab. In a word, Sir, | FERN pt, 
Theſe gaping wounds, not taken as a Slave, 
Speak  Pompey's Loſs ; to tell you of the Battle, 
How many thouſand ſeveral Bloody ſhapes 
Death wore that day in Triumph; how we bore 
The ſhock of Cæſar's Charge; or with what fury 


# 3 


- 


His Soldiers came on, as if they*d. been 
So many Cz/ars, and like him, Ambitious 
To tread upon the Liberty of Rome: 
Ho Fathers Kkill'd their Sons, and Sons their Fathers, 
(8) Or how the Roman Piles on either ſide W 
Drew Roman Blood, which ſpent, the Prince of Weapons 
The Sword ſucceeded, which, in Civil Wars, 
e ——»__ - Appoints 
(8) Or bow the Roman Piles on either fide | 3 
Drew Roman Bliod, which ſpent the Prince of Weapons; © 

The Sword ſucceeded, ——=) This Pointing, which is only the 
Corruption of the laſt Edition, makes the Pile the Prince of Weapons: 
Were there need of a Proof to the contrary, Lucan will give it, wo 
| ſpeaking in contempt of the Parthian Archers, when Pompey had 
thoughts of taking ſhelter amongſt them ſays, . 2 

En ſis habet wires, et Gen quæ cungue virorum /, 

Bella gerit gladiis. LD SES . © | 
The Reader will ebſerve what a noble Flight of Poetry our Authors 
have built on this Sentiment. And if he will pleaſe to look over Lucan's 
whole Deſcription of this Battle, in the Seventh Book, I believe he 
will agree that our Authors have choſe the nobleſt of his Sentiments, 

and expreſſed them with the higheſt Dignity ; that they have ſhewed 
great Spirit in their Additions, and as great Judgment in their Omiſ- 
ons ; that they ſeldom fall below, but often riſe above him. Whereas 
in the Pompey of Corneille (if Prejudice does not make me too much 
depreciate French Poetry) almoſt the Reverſe of all theſe appears. 
Lucan charges Cæſar with forbidding the dead Bodies to be burned, 
(a thing indeed neither probable nor confirm'd by Hiſtory, nor at all 
conſonant to Cæ ſarꝰs Tomas and Good-ſenſe ) but on this Suppoſition - 
he has ſome of the noble r | 1 
1 | 3 Hos, 
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Appoints the Tent, on which wing'd Victory 
Shall make a certain Stand; then, how the Plains 
Flow'd o'er with Blood, and what a cloud of Vulturs, 
And other Birds'of Prey, hung o'er both Armies, 
Attending with their ready Servitors, 
The Soldiers, from whom the angry Gods 

Hos, Cæſar, Populos, fi nunc non uſſerit ignis, | 

Uret cum terris, uret cum gurgite Ponti. 

Communis Mundi ſupereſi * &c. 
After going on with theſe fine Reflexions, he then laughs at Cæ ſar 
tor the Folly of his Barbarity. _ 1 a 

Tu, cui dant pœnas inbumato funere Gentes, 5 

Quid fugis hanc cladem quid olentes deſeris agros ? _ 

Has trahe, Ceſar, aquas, hoc, fi potes, utere cle: 

Sed tibi tabentes populi Pharſalica rura 

Eripiunt, campoſque tenent wittore fugato. en 
This laſt Sentiment having ſomething of quaintneſs in it, Cornoille, 
the French Shakeſpear, ſelects and dwells on, not as a Banter on Cæſar, 
but as a happy Thought. 40 

Ces montagnes. des morts pri veꝝ d honncurs ſupremes * 

Que la nature force à ſe vanger eux-memes, | 

Et dont lei troncs pourris exbalent dans les Vents © 

Deguey faire la guerre au reſte des vi vans. 
Corneille, in his own Examen of this Play, obſerves, that he had not 
only tranſlated many Lines of Lucan, but had caught ſo much of his 
Spirit as to be ſuſpected of Plagiariſm where he had not been guilty of 
it; and to this Imitation of Lucan he aſcribes the ſuperior ublimity 
of his Pompey to all his other 'Tragedies. The Fa& is, I believe, true, 
but not the Conſequence ; for he ſeems to me to have caught the Lit- 
tleneſſes and Extravagances, rather than the Sublimity cf Lucan. The 
Lines above are an Inſtance of the former, and in the ſame Deſcrip- 
tion there is the following Proof of the latter; 7 

Quand les Dieux ttonnexz. ſembloient ſe partager, 

Pharſale a decide ce qu ils noſoient juger. 1 
This is ſo like ſome of Lucan's Flights, that I verily thought it had 
been his, but find it not ſo. Our Authors Imitations of him are very 
different, nor have they ſhew'd leſs ſuperior Judgment in the Intro- 
duction of this Deſcription of the Battle of Phar/alia, In Corneille 
the young King opens the Play with it: Here, the Reader's ExpeRa- 
tion of it is finely raiſed, and then the great Labienus enters, with 


The Scarlet Livery of unfortunate War 
Dy'd deeply on his Face. 


If the Reader ſuppoſes the Hint taken from the bleeding Captain at the 
Beginning of Macbeth, who comes to relate the Fate of the Battle be- 
tween Macbeth and Macdone!, he will, I believe, agree that our _ 
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Had took all ſenſe of Reaſon, and of Pity, _ 


Would ſerve in their own, Carcaſſes for a Feaſt, _ 
How Cæſar with his Javelin forc'd them oon 
That made the leaſt ſtop, (g) when their angry Hands 
Were lifted up againſt ſome known Friend's Face; 
(10) Then coming to the body of the Army 

He ſhews the ſacred Senate, and forbids them 
thors have here not only emulated, but much excelled their Maſter. 
But this cannot be faid of their Imitation of the following Lines of 
Julius Ceſar, where the common Fact of Birds of Prey following Ar- 


mies is turn'd to a noble Omen. 
ravenous Crows and Kites 
| Fly der our Heads; and downward look on us 

As wwe were fichly Prey; their Shadows ſeem 

A Canopy moſt fatal, under which, :- _ - 

Our Army lies ready to give the Ghoſt, a 
Tho' our Authors Lines do not equal this, yet they ſirongly partake 
of the ſame Spirit. 3 | + 1H 7 ad | 

)- when their angry Hands . 

Were lifted up againſt ſome known Friend's Face.] 

Adverſoſque jubet ferro confundere wultus, Lucan. 
The famous Speech of Cæſar in this Battle Miles faciem feri, is 
variouſly interpreted, either to hinder them from knowing each other, 
as Fathers fought againſt Sons and Sons againſt Fathers, 'or elſe, that 
the gay handſome Youths of Pompey's Army would be more afraid of 
their Faces than any other Part of their Bodies. This laſt is Florwi's 
Reaſon, our Authors prefer the former: But perhaps a” better Reaſon 
than either might be the true one. Pompey's Army confilted chiefly 
of new levy'd Troops; now to all raw Fighters, Blows on the Face are 
more dreadful and more confounding than any other; not through 
fear of ſpoiling their Beauty, but that they ſee more of the Stroke than 
if 'twere aim'd at any other Part. es 


(10) Then coming to the body of the Arm BITTY 
| He ſhews the ſacred Senate, &c.} - + | or tw AT 
In Plebem vetat ire manus, monflratque Senatum. 
Scit cruor Imperii gui ſeit, que viſcera Legu mm 1 
Dude petat Romam, Libertas ultimamundi' 1 11 
Quo fleterit ferienda loco. permiſfia ſecunds * 
Ordine Nobilitas, wenerandaque corpora ferro 
Urgentur : cædunt Lepidos, caduntque Metellos, 18 
Corvinosque fimul, Torquataque nomina legum 
Sæpe Duces, ſummosque hominum, te, Magne, remotos. Lucan, 
The laſt Line but one of theſe is very obſcure; ſome of the; Copies 
read Regum inſtead of Legum, but retain the ſame Points; and the 
Commentators ſtrive in vain to make Senſe of either of them, But 
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He would have ſpar'd.) y 
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To waſte their force upon the Common Soldier, ö 
(Whom willingly, it c'er he did know Pity, | 


Pto. I he reaſon, Labienus *® Eſt 31 
Lab. Full well he knows, that in their Blood he was 
To paſs to Empire, and that through their Bowels 
He muſt invade the Laws of Rome, and give 
A period to the Liberty of the World, 


Farnaby propoſes, in his Notes, a Conjecture that clears up the Dif- 
ficulty. S 14 es 
Corwinosque fimul, Torquataque Nomina, Regum 
Sæpe Duces, | | a | | 
It is well known that the Tr butary Kings often fought under the Roman 
Conſuls ; and at Phar/alia there were ſeveral who did ſo. The Reader 
will obſerve how finely this noble Pafſage appears in Engliſb; if our 
Poets have at all fallen ſhort of Lacan in the tranſlating of Scit cruor 
Imperii gui ſcit, &c. they have made full amends in the three laſt ; 
cædunt Lepidos is not equal to Then fell the Lepidi, Sc. And if the 
Apoltrophe to Pompey, in the laſt Line, be a Beauty, the Flow of the 


* 


Eng lib in cloſing the Period is equal, if not ſuperior to it. The fol- 


lowing Period is equally excellent, and ſeems much preferable to the 
Lines which it imitates. as 8 
- Sanguis ibi fluxit Achæus, 
 Ponticus, Mirius: cunctos bærere cruores 
Romanus, campizque vetat conſiſtere Torrens, 


The Deſcription of Pompey's Deſpair and Flight, is likewiſe a fine 


Abridgment of Lucan, who labours much to excuſe Pompey for flying 
ſo precipitately that he carried the News of his own Defeat. 
cladisgue ſuæ wix ipſe fidelis 5 
e 5 
He deſerted the Field even before the Battle was half over. 
Theſſalice poſt Te pars maxima pugnæ. 
Teque inde fugato 
Oftendit moriens, fibi ſe pugnaſſe, Senatus. $46 © 
This was no Excuſe to Pompey, and he would merit as a General great 
Infamy had he not been forced by the Senate to fight abſolutely againſt 
his Judgment. He knew he could have ruin'd Cæſar by avoiding a 


Battle, but that his raw Troops, however numerous, were not equal 


in the Field to Cæſar's Veterans, He fought therefore in a full Per- 
ſuaſion of his own Ruin, and in ſuch a Caſe, (to uſe a Phraſe of 
Fletcher's ) | | 


— at General 
Thirds his own Morth? | 


Our Poets have judiciouſly omitted all the Circumſtances that are 


diſadvantageous to Pompey, and in this they follow Nature; for a 
Lieutenant ſent by him to Pralomy would naturally ſpeak fo, Th 
* 6 . = en 
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Then fell the Lepidi, and the bold Corvini, 
The fam'd Torguati, Scipio's, and Marcelli, 
Names next to Pompey's, moſt renown'd on Earth. 
The Nobles, and the Commons lay together, 
And Pontick, Punick, and Aſſyrian Blood £4 | 
Made up one crimſon Lake: Which Pompey ſeeing, - 
And that his, and the Fate of Rome had left him, 
Standing upon the Rampier of his Camp, 
Though ſcorning all that could fall on himſelf, 
He pities them whoſe Fortunes are Embark'd 
In his unlucky Quarrel ; cries aloud too 4 4% $.2. 
That they ſhould ſound Retreat, and fave themſelves : 
That he deſir'd not, ſo much noble Blood Ph 
Should be loſt in his Service, or attend 
On his Misfortunes : And then, taking Horſe 
With ſome few of his Friends, he came to Lesbos, 
And with Corneha, his Wife, and Sons, | 
He's touch*d upon your Shore: The King of Parthia, - 
Famous in his defeature of the Craſh, ; 
Offer'd him his Protection, but Pompey 
Relying on his Benefits, and your Faith, 
Hath choſen Ægypt for his Sanctuary, 
Till he may recolle& his ſcatter'd Powers, 
And try a ſecond Day: Now Ptolomy, 
Though he appear not like that glorious Thing 
That three times rode in Triumph, and gave Laws 
To conquer'd Nations, and made Crowns his Gift, 
(As this of yours, your noble Father took 
From his victorious Hand, and you ſtill wear it 
At his Devotion) to do you more Honour 
In his declin'd Eſtate, as the ſtraight'ſt Pine 
In a full Grove of his yet flouriſhing Friends, 
He flies to you for Succour, and ex 
The entertainment of your Father's Friend, 
And Guardian to yourſelf, 
Pio. To ſay I grieve his Fortune, 
As much as if the Crown I wear, his Gift, 
Were raviſh'd from me, is a holy Truth, 


Our Gods can witneſs for me: Let, being young, 


And not a free Diſpoſer of myſelf, 
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Let not a few hours, borrow*d for Advice, 
Beget ſuſpicion of Unthankfulneſs, 
Which next to Hell I hate; pray you retire, 
And take a little reſt, and let his Wounds 
Be with that care attended, as they were 
Carv'd on my Fleſh: Good Labienus, think 
The little Reſpite I deſire ſhall be 
Wholly employ'd to find the readieſt way 
To do great Pompey ſervice. 
Lab. May the Gods, | incl Ang 
As you intend, protect you, Is Ext. 
Pio. Sit, fit all, TY 
It is my Pleaſure : Your Advice, og. freely. 
Acho. A ſhort deliberation in this, | 
(x 1) May ſerve to give you Counſel, To be boneſt. 
Religious, and thankful, in themſelves 
Are forcible Motives, and can need no flouriſh 
Or gloſs in the Perſuader ; your kept Faith, 
Though Pompey never riſe to th' height he's fall'n from, 
Cz/ar himſelf will love; and my Opinion 
Is, ſtill committing it to graver Cenſure, 
You pay the Debt you owe him, with the hazard 
Of all you can call yours, 
Pto. What's yours, Photinus ?. 
Pho. Achoreus, great Ptolomy, hath counſel'd 
Like a religious and honeſt Man. 
Worthy the Honour that he juſtly holds 
In being Prieſt to %s: But alas 
What in a Man, ſequeſter” d from the World, | 
Or in a private Perſon, is prefer'd, 
No Policy allows of in a King: 


(11) May ſerve to give you Counſe ta 1 ef 
Religious and thankful, in tbemſelves 
Are forcible Moti ves, ] | have ventured to change the 
Pointing here, and propoſe what ſeems a more natural one. We have 
the Purport of this Speech of Achoreus in Lucan. 
7 guos inter Achoreus 
Confilii vox prima fuit, meritumque, fidemgue, 
Sacraque defuniti jattgvit Pignora Patris. 
Corneille has left Achor cus out of this Council, and Photinus by that 
means has no Contraſt to enhance the Wickednes of his Advice, 


To 


(12) To be or juſt, or thankful, makes Kings guilty ; 

And Faith, though prais*d, is puniſh'd, that ſupports' 
Such as good Fate forſakes: Join with the Gods, 

Obſerve the Man they favour, leave the wretched ; 

The Stars are not more diſtant from the Earth 

Than Profit is from Honeſty ; all the Power, 


Pretogative, 
(12) To be or jufl, or thankful, —]) From hence to the End of 
Photinus's Speech is almoſt a literal Tranſlation out of Lucan, and Cor- 
neille tranſlates nearly in the ſame manner. He has taken great part 
of Lucan's Sentiments, tho? he has not rang'd them in the ſame Order, 
and his Tranſlation wants much of the Spirit of his Original, which 
our Poets have extremely well preſerved. - 


> 


Jus et fas multos faciunt, Prolemetr, nocentes. 
Dat pœnas laudata fides, cum ſuſtinet, inguit, 
77 Fortuna premit : Tatis accede, Deizque, 

t cole felices, miſeras fuge: Sidera terra 
Ut diftant, & flamma mari, ſic utile recto. 
Sceptrorum vis tota perit, fi pandere jufta 
Incipit : evertitque arces reſpectus honeſti. 
Libertas ſcelerum eft, que regna inviſa tuetur, 
Sublatusque modus gladiis, facere omnia ſave 
Non impune licet, nifi dum facis: Exeat aulz © 

ui volet effe pius: Virtus et. ſumma poteflas | 

on cotunt ; ſemper metuet,. quem ſæ ua pudebunt, 
Non impune tuos Magnus contemſerit annas ; | 
Dui te nec victos arcere à litore noſtro 
Poſſe putat. New te ſceptris privaverit hoſpes, 
Pignora ſunt propiora tibi: Nilonque, Pharongue, 
Si regnare piget, damnata redde ſorori. 
Agyptum certe Latiis tueamur ab armis. 
Duicquid non fuerit Magni, dum bella geruntur, 
Nec wifaoris erit: Tota jam pulſus ab orbe, 
Poſtquam nulla manet rerum fiducia, querit 
Cum qua gente cadat: rapitur civilibus umbris. 
Nec faceri tantum arma fugit : fugit ora Senatut, 
Cujus Theſſalicas ſaturat pars magna wolucres, 
Et metuet gentes, quas uno in ſanguine mila: 
Deſeruit : regesque timet, quorum omnia merſit : 
Theſſalieque reus, nulla tellure receptus, 
Sollicitat noſtrum, quem nondum perdidit, orbem. 
Tuſtior in Magnum nobis, Ptolemae, querelas 
Cauſa data eft ; quid ſepofitam, ſemperque quietam 
Crimine bellorum maculas Pharon, arvaque noflira ' 
Victari ſuſpeda facis? cur ſola cadenti 
Hæc placuit tellus, in quam Pharſalica fata 
Conferres, panarque tuas ? Fam crimen habemus 


Purgandum 
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Prerogative, and Greatneſs of a Prince 
Is loſt, if he deſcend once but to ſteer 
His courſe, as what's right guides him; let him leave 
The Scepter, that ſtrives only to be good, | if 
Since Kingdoms are maintain'd — Force and Blood. 
Acho. Oh wicked. ate 
Pio. Peace: Go on. 
Pho. Proud Pompey ſhews how much he ſcorns your 
Youth, 
In thinking that you cannot keep your own 
From ſuch as are o ercome. If you are tired 
With being a King, let not a Stranger take 
What nearer Pledges challenge: Reſign rather 
The Government of Ægypt and of Nile * 
To Cleopatra, that has Title to them: 
At leaſt deſend them from the Roman Gripe; 
What was not Pompey's, while the Wars endur'd, 1 
The Conqueror will not challenge. By all the World 
Forſaken and deſpis'd, your gentle Guardian,, 
His Hopes and Fortunes deſperate, makes choice of 
What Nation he ſhall fall with: And purſu'd 
By their pale Ghoſts, ſain in this Civil War, 
He flies not Cæſar only but the Senate, 
Of which, the greater part have cloid the Hunger 
Of ſharp Pharjalian Fowl ; he flies the ng 


Purgandum gladio, quod nobis ſceptra Senatus 
Te ſuadente dedit, votis tua fouimus arma. 
Hoc ferrum, quod fata jubent preferre, parawi 
Non tibi, ſed vitto: Feriam tua viſcera, Magne : 
Malueram ſoceri: rapimur, quo cuncta feruntur. 
Tene mihi dubitas an fit violare necefſe, 
Cum liceat ? que te noſtri fiducia regni 
Huc agit infelix ? populum non cernis inermem, 
Arvaque wis refugo fodientem mollia Nilo? 
Metiri ſua regna decet, vireigue fateri. 
Tn Ptolemee potes Magni fulcire ruinam, 
Sub qua Roma jacet ? buftum, cinererque movere 
Theſſalicos audes, bellumque in regna wocare ? 
Ante aciem 2 nullis acceſſimus armis: 
Pompeii nunc caſtra placent, que deſerit orbis ? 
Nunc victoris opes, et cognita fata laceſſis ? 
Adver fis non deeſſi decet, ſed lata ſecutos, 
| Nulla fades unguam miſeros elegit amicos, 
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That he drew to his Quarrel, whoſe Eſtates 15 
| Are ſunk in his: And in no place receiv' d, 
ve Hath found out Aigypt, by him yet not ruin'd : | 
Sit And Ptolomy, things conſider'd, juſtly may 
Complain of Pompey : Wherefore ſhould he ſtain 
Our Ægypt with the ſpots of Civil War? 
Or make the peaceable, or quiet Nile, | 
your Doubted of Cæſar? W heretore ſhould he draw 
| His Loſs and Overthrow upon our Heads ? 
Or chuſe this place ro ſuffer in? Already _ 
We have offended Czfar, in our Wiſhes, 
(13) And no way left us to redeem his Favour 
But by the Head of Pompey. 
Acho. Great Ofiris,. 8 
Defend thy Ægypt from ſuch Cruelty, 
And barbarous Ingratitude! - _ 
| Pho, Holy trifles, | 
Id And not to have place in deſigns of Statez; _ 
This Sword, which Fate commands me to unſheath, 
I would not draw on Pompey, if not vanquiſh'd, 
I grant it rather ſhould have paſs'd through Cz/ar ; 
But we muſt follow where his Fortune leads us; 
All provident Princes meaſure their intents 
According to their power; and ſo diſpoſe them. 
And think'ſt thou, Piolomy, that thou canſt prop 
His Ruins, under whom ſad Rome now ſuffers ? 
Or tempt the Conqueror's force when 'tis confirm'd ? _ 
Shall we, that in the Battle ſat as Neuters 
Serve him that's ovorcome ? No, no, he's loſt. 
And though *tis noble to a ſinking Friend 
To lend a helping Hand, while there is hope 
He may recover, thy part not engag'd : 
Tho? one moſt dear, when all his hopes are dead, 


(13) And no way left us to redeem his Fauour 
But by the Hand of Pompey.) It was evident at firſt Sight 
that Hand was a Corruption for Head, ſince his Death and not his 
| Aſſiſtance was to make their Peace with Cz/ar. Upon Examination 1 
found it only the Miſtake of the firſt and laſt Editions, the ſecond 
Folio has it right, which is a very uncommon Caſe with that Edition; 


for it very ſeldom corrects, but often adds Miſtakes to the former 
tions, 


That | * | To 
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To drown him, ſet thy Foot upon his Head. 


Acbo. Moſt execrable Counſel. 
Acbil. To be follow'd, | 

'Tis tor the Kingdom's ſafety. 

Pio. We give up 
Our abſolute Power to thee : Diſpoſe of it 
As Reaſon ſhall direct the. 

Pho. Good Acbillas, 
Seek out Septimius: Do you but ſooth ies, 
He is already wrought : Leave the diſpatch 
To me of Labienus : Tis determin'd 
Already how you ſhall proceed: Nor Fate 
Shall alter it, ſince now the Dye is caſt, 


But that this hour to Pompey is his laſt, | [ Exenn, 


n 


Ehter Apollodorus, Eros, and Arſinoe. 


Aol. Is the Queen ſtirring, Eros? 
Eros. Yes, for in truth 


She touch d no Bed to Night. 


Apol, I'm ſorry for it, 
(14) And wiſh it were in me, with any hazard, 
To give her eaſe. 

Arſ.. Sir, ſhe accepts your Will, 
And does acknowledge ſhe hath found you noble, 
So far, as if reſtraint of Liberty 
Could give admiſſion to a thought of Mirth, 
She is your Debtor for it. 

Apol. Did you tell her 


O' the ſports I have prepar'd to entertain her? 


(15) She us'd to take delight, with her fair Hand 
To Angle in nu Nile, where the glad Fiſh 5 
(14) 4nd wiſh it were in me, with my hazard,) The Verſe re 


quires that it ſhould be either my own or any hazard. | prefer the latter 
as it ſomewhat heightens the Sentiment. 


(1 5) She us'd to take delight, with her fair Hand | 
To angle in the Nile, Sc.) This Deſcription, Per 


that of the Stag enamour'd with his Death, is — 


ang one may ſay of it what I have heard ſaid by Connoifſeurs ; of the 
| amous 
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As if they knew who *twas ſought to deceive em, 
Contended to be taken : Other times 
To ſtrike the Stag, who wounded by her Arrows, 
Forgot his tears in Death, and kneeling thanks her 
To his laſt Gaſp, then prouder of his Fate, J 
Than if with Garlands crown*d, he had been choſen 
To fall a Sacrifice before the Altar | 
O the Virgin Huntreſs,—The King, nor great Photinus, 
Forbid her any Pleaſure z and the Circuit 
In which ſhe is confin'd, gladly affords 
Variety of Paſtimes, which I would 
Increaſe with my beſt Service. | 
Eros. O, but the thought 
That ſne that was born Free, and to diſpence 
Reſtraint or Liberty to others, ſhould be 
At the Devotion of her Brother, (whom 
She only knows her Equal) makes this Place 
In which ſhe lives, though ſtor'd with all Delights, 
A loathſome Dungeon to her. | 

Apol. Yet, howe'er 5 
She ſhall interpret it, I'll not be wanting 
To do my belt to ſerve her: Pve prepar'd 
Choice Muſick near her Cabinet, and compos'd 
Some few Lines, ſet unto a ſolemn time, 
In the praiſe of Impriſonment. Begin, Boy. 


The S O N G. 
3 Ook out, bright Eyes, and bleſs the Air : 


Even in Shadows you are Fair. 
| Shut=-up-beauty is like. Fire, 
That breaks out clearer ſtill and higher. 
Though your Body be confin d.,. 
And ſoft Love a Priſoner bound, 
Yet the Beauty of your Mind, © 
Neither Check, nor Chain hath found, 
Look out nobly then, and dare 
Even the Fetters that you wear. 


famous Picture of Michael and Satan by Guido, it has vaſt Beauties 
and would be a capital Piece, did it not put one in mind of one upon 
the ſame Subject by Raphael. I freely own, that our Authors are as 
far ſhort of Shakeſpear's Deſcription of Cleopatra ſailing up the Cydnus. 


Enter 


t 


— 
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Enter Cleopatra. 


Cle. But that we are aſſur'd this taſtes of Duty, 
And Love in you, my Guardian, and Deſire 
In you, my Siſter, and the reſt, to pleaſe us, 
We ſhould receive this as a ſaucy Rudeneſs _ 
Offer'd our private Thoughts, But your Intents 
Are to delight us: Las, you waſh an Erhiop : 
Can Cleopatra, while ſne does remember 
Whoſe Daughter ſhe is, and whoſe Siſter ; O 
I ſuffer in the Name! and that, in Juſtice, 
There is no place in Zgypt, where I ſtand, 

But that the tributary Earth is proud | 
To kiſs the Foot of her, that is her Queen; 
Can ſhe, I ſay, that is all this, &er reliſh 
Of Comfort, or Delight, while baſe Photinus, 
Bond-Man Achi/las, and all other Monſters 
That reign o'er Plalomy, make that a Court, 
Where they reſide; and this, where I, a Priſon ? 
But there's a Rome, a Senate, and a Czar, 
Though the great Pompey lean to Plolomy, 

May think of Cleopatra, | 

Apol. Pompey, Madam ? 

Cle. What of him ? Speak : If ill, Apollodorus, 
It is my Happineſs: And for thy News 
Receive a favour, Kings have kneel'd in vain for, 
And kiſs my Hand, 

Apol. He's loſt. 

Cle. Speak it again! 

Apol. His Army routed : He fled, and purſu'd 
By the all-conquering Cz/ar. 

Cle. Whither bends he ? 

Apol. To Aigypt. 

Cle, Ha! In Perſon ? 

Apol. *Tis receiv'd 
For an undoubted Truth. 

Cle. I live again, 

And if aſſurance of my Love and Beauty 
Deceive me not, I now ſhall find a Judge, 
To do me right : But how: to free mytel, 
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And get acceſs? The Guards are ſtrong upon me, 
(16) This Door I muſt pals through. Apolladorus, 
Thou often haſt profeſs d, to do me Service, 
Thy Life was not thine own. . 
Apol. I am not alter'd; | 
And let your Excellency propound a Means, 
In which I may but give the leaſt aſſiſtance, - 
That may reſtore you, to that you were born to, 
Though it call on the anger of the King, 
Or, what's more deadly, all his Minton 
Photinus can do to me, I, unmov'd, 
Offer my Throat to ſerve you: Ever provided, 
It bear ſome probable ſhew to be effected; 
To loſe myſelf upon no Ground, were Madneſs, 
Not Loyal Duty. | | 
Cle. Stand off: To thee alone, 
I will diſcover what I dare not truſt 
My Siſter with. Cæſar is amorous, 
And taken more wi'th' title of a Queen, 
Than Feature or Proportion; he lov'd Ennce, 
A Moor, deform'd too, I've heard, that brought 
No other Object to inflame his Blood, OS 
But that her Husband was a King, on both 
He did beſtow rich Preſents ; ſhall I then, 
That, with a Princely Birth, bring Beauty with me, 
That know to prize myſelf at mine own rate, 
Deſpair his Favour ? Art thou mine? LON 
Apol. I am. | os | 
Cle, I have found out a way ſhall bring me to him, 
Spight of Phatinus watches: If I proſper, . * 
As I am confident 1 ſhall, expect =O 
Things greater than thy wiſhes : Though I purchaſe 
His Grace with loſs of my Virginity, | 
It skills not, if it bring home Majeſty. [ Exennt, 


* 
« * 


(16) This Door 1 muſt paſs tbrough, Apollodorus; ] The Pointin 
of the firtt Folio and the Octavo; the ſecond Folio points it 1 5 n 
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Enter Septimius, with a Head, Achillas and Guard. 
Sep. IS here, *tis done, behold you fearful Viewers, 
Shake, and behold the Model of the World here, 
The Pride, and Strength; look, look again, tis finiſh'd 
That, that whole Armies, nay whole Nations, 
Many and mighty Kings, have been ſtruck blind at, 
And fled before wing'd with their Fears and Terrors, 
(17) That ſteel War waited on, and Fortune courted, 
That high Plum'd Honour built up for her own; - - 
- Behold that Mightineſs, behold that Fierceneſs, 
Behold that Child of War, with all his Glories, . 
By this poor Hand made breathleſs z here, my Achillas, 
Egypt, and Ceſar, owe me for this Service, 3 
And all the conquer'd Nations. 
% ͤ : 5 1 
Thy Words ſound more ungrateful than thy Actions: 
Though ſometimes Safety ſeck an Inſtrument 
Of thy unworthy Nature, thou, loud Boaſter, 
Think not ſhe's bound to love him too that's barbarous, 
Why did not I, if this be meritorious 
And binds the King unto me, and his Bounties, 
Strike this rude Stroke? I'll tell thee, thou poor Roman, 
(18) It was a facred Head, I durſt not heave at, 
Not heave a Thought, 
Step. 
(17) That fieel War—— ] Both Mr. Symp/on and Mr. Theobald 
would chuſe to read feed, but the old Reading is ſurely preferable. 
Subſtantives taken adjectively is a great Beauty in Poetry, and very 
common in Shakeſpear and our Authors. | 
(18) I was a ſacred Head, I durſi not heave at,] Our Authors 
have falfify'd Hiſtory in the Character of Achillas, in order to draw 
our whole Indignation upon the Wretch Septimius. Achillas join'd 
with him in the Murder of Pompey, as did Salvius another Roman 
Centurion; but Septimius ſtabb'd him firft in the Back, and afterwards 
the two others in the Face. Corneille is equally favourable to Achillas, 
tho' for what Reaſon I know not, ſince Septimius has, as was obſerv'd, 


no more Character than an Hiſtorian would have given him by fa ing 
that he miurder'd Pompey. As the French delight in long pete p- 


tions, 
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Sep. It was. 5 | iO 244 
Achil, Pl tell chee trulÿe/ 
And if thou ever yet heardſt tell of Honour, | 
Je make thee blutfh : It was thy General's; 7's 
That Man's that fed thee once, that Man's that bred thee, 
The Air thou breath*(t was his; the Fire that warm'd thee, 
From his care kindled ever; nay, PH ſhow thee, 
Becauſe 'Y make thee (19) ſenſible o' thy baſteiiels, 
And why a noble Man durft not touch at it, 
There was no piece of Earth chou put'ſt thy Foot on, 
But was his Conqueſt, and he gaverhee Motion: 
He triumph'd three times: Who durſt touch his Perſon? 
The very Walls of Roye bow d to his Preſence; 
Dear to the Gods he was; to them that fear'd him 
A fair and noble Enemy: Didſt thou hate him, 
And forithy Love to Cſar, ſought his Ruin? 
Arm'd in the red Pharſalian Fields, Septimius, L 
Where killing was in grace, and Wounds were glorious, 
Where Kings were fair Competitors for Honour, 
(20) Thou ſhowdſt have come up to him, there have 
fought him N | 
tions, Corneille has tranſlated the greateſt Part of Lackn's Deſcription 
of Pompey's Murder, but has fallen, as uſual, infinitely ſhort of the 
Spirit of the Original. This Scene of 4chi/las taking the Head from 
beptimius is left out by Corntille,” tho mentioned by Lucan and the 
_, Hiſtorians, and the next of its being prefented to Cſan, (à Circum- 
ſtance that ſhines greatly in Action) is by him deſcribed in Narration, 
the French being too delicate to ſuffer the ſemblance of a 1 fry be 
; Head to be products on the Stage. Theſe frequent long Narratio 
ep. are really a greater Fault againſt the true Genius of Drattiatick Poetry, 
than all the Breaches of Unity in Time and Place that appears even 
ald in the Antony and C Ta of Shakeſpear. | 
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ble. (19) -—=ſenf;ble of the bufineſs,} Tho? this is Senſe; yet it is ſo 
ery flat and unpbetical, that T hope the Reader will pardon me for put- 
ting my own Reading into the Text, it is ſo near the Trace of the 
* Leiters, and is ſo much more in the Spirit of the reſt of the Speech, 
raw that I think it but a candid Preſumption to ſuppoſe it the Authors. 
=y Since I made this, Mr. Symp/oh ſent me the very ſame Conjecture. 
* (20) Thou Hou At have come up to him, there hade ſought him.] As 
oy, this makes a groſs Tautology, it is evident that fought is the true 
las, Word here; and it is very particular that I find the ſecond Folio much 


"yl more correct in this Play than in any I have before met with; and 
: the Oct o, which ſeemed hitherto to have copy'd from the ſecond 
Folio, has got this, and all the Miltakes in this Piay thit were in the 
ons, tirft, cho” correfted in the ſecond. 
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There, Sword to Sword. wy, 
Sep. I kill'd him on commandment, 3 


If Kings Commands be fair, when you all fainted, 


When none of you durſt loox 

Achil. On Deeds fo barbarous. 
What haſt thou got? 

Sep. The King's Love, and his Bounty, | 
The Honour of the Service; which though you rail at, 
Or thouſand envious Souls fling their foams on me, 
Will dignify the Cauſe, and make me glorious : 
And I ſhall live Faye 
 Achil, —A miſerable Villain. 

(21) What Reputation and Reward belongs to it 
Thus, with the Head, I ſeize on, and make mine; 
And be not impudent to ask me why, Sirrah, 
Nor bold to ſtay, read in mine Eyes the reaſon : 
The Shame and Obloquy I leave thine own, 
Inherit thoſe Rewards, they're fitter for thee ; 


Your Oil's ſpent, and your Snuff ſtinks: Go out baſely. 


Sep. The King will yet conſider. | [ Exit, 
Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, and Photinus. 


(22) Achil. Here he comes. 
Acho, Yet if it be undone, hear me, great Sir. 
If this inhuman ſtroke be yet unſtrucken, 
If that adored Head be not yet ſever'd 
From the moſt noble Bady, weigh the Miſeries, 
The Deſolations that this great Eclipſe works: 
You're young, be provident ; (23) fix not your Empire 

| | 8 85 Upon 

(21) What Reputation and Reward belongs to it? 

Thus, with the Head, I ſeize on, and make mine;] In the 
groſs Miſtake of the 0 here the Octavo follows the firſt Folio, 
tho' the ſecond had ſet it right. 

(22) Here he comes, Sir.] Had Achillas ſpoke to Septimius, it 
would have been Sirrab, as before; but he was gone out, and this Sir 
ſeems only to have ſlipt in from the Line below. 

(23) ———fis not your Empire | 

. Upon the Tomb of him will hhake all Egypt, | 

Whoſe warlike Groans will raiſe ten thouſand Spirits, 

Great as himſelf, in every Hand a Thunder ; 

Deſtructions darting from their Looks, —) Mr. Warburton 
obſerves on a Paſſage in Julius Cæſar, Page 25, that Diony/ius had 
£1 complain 


ton 
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Upon the Tomb of him will ſhake all ERM fd 
Whoſe warlike Groans will raiſe ten thouſand Spirits, 
Great as himſelf, in every Hand a Thunder; 
Deſtructions darting from their Looks, and Sorrows 
That eaſie Womens Eyes ſhall never empty. 

Pho. You have done well; and 'tis done; ſee Achillas, 
And in his Hand the Head. „„ 

Plol. Stay, come no nearer, 

Methinks I feel the very Earth ſhake under me, 
do remember him, he was my Guardian, 
Appointed by the Senate to preſerve me: 
What a full Majeſty fits in his Face yet?; 

Pho, The King is troubled : Be not frighted, Sir, 
Be not abus'd with fears; his Death was neceſſary, 
If you conſider, Sir, moſt neceſſary, | 
Not to be miſs'd: And humbly thank great 1/s, 
He came ſo opportunely to your Hands; 
Pity muſt now give place to rules of Safety. 2 
Is not victorious Cæſar new arriv'd, 

And enter'd Alexandria, with his Friends, 

His Navy riding by to wait his charges ? 

Did he not beat this Pompey, and purſu'd him? 
Was not this great Man, his great Enemy? 2 
This Godlike virtuous Man, as People held him; 
But what Fool dare be Friend to flying Virtue ? 


complained that thoſe great ſtrokes, which he calls the terrible Graces, 
which are ſo frequent in Homer are rarely to be found in the ſubſe. 
quent Poets; and he adds, that amongſt our Countrymen they ſeem as 
much confin'd to our Britiſh Homer. Before I ſaw this, I had ob- 
ſerved ſomething like it in a Note in the Maid Tragedy, ſpeaking of 
Poetical Enthufiaſm, only adding, that no Followers of Shakeſpear 
approach ſo near him in theſe aſtoniſhing Graces as Beaumont and 
Fletcher. The Lines here quoted are a ſtrong Proof of it, and what 
was ſaid above of the Compariſon between Guido and Raphael is here 
again applicable; terrible and aſtoniſhing as they are, they bring ta 
ones Mind a Paſſage ſtill more terribly aſtoniſhing in Julius Ceſar. 

And Czſai's _— ranging for Revenge, | 

With Ate by his fide come * from Hell, 

Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarch's Voice 

Cry hawack, and let ſlip the Dogs of War, | 
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' 1a The Falſe One. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Dolabella and Sceva. 


I hear their Trumpets, *tis too late to ſtagger ; 
Give me the Head, and be you Confident : 
Hail Conqueror, and Head of all the World, 
Now this Head%:off.. 
Cæſ. Ha? 121 
Pho, Do not ſhun me, Cæ arr. 
From Kingly Pzolomy I bring this Preſent, 
(24) The Crown and Sweat of thy Phar/alian labour, 
The Goal and Mark of high ambitious Honour; 
Before, thy Victory had no Name, Czfar, _ 
Thy Travel and thy loſs of Blood, no Recompence; 
Thou dreamt of being worthy, and of War, 
And all thy furious conflicts were but ſlumbers, 
Here they take life; here they inherit Honour, 
Grow fixt, and ſhoot up everlaſting Triumphs : 
Take it, and look upon thy humble Servant, 
With noble Eyes look on the Princely Piolomy, 
That offers with this Head, moſt mighty Cz/ar, 
What thou wowdſt once have giv'n for't, all Apypt. 
(25) Acho, Nor do not queſtion it, moſt Royal Con- 
ueror, | WW 
Nor diſaſteem the Benefit that meets thee, 
Becauſe tis eafily got, it comes the ſafer: 
Tet let me tell thee, moſt imperious Cz/ar, 
Though he oppos?d no ſtrength of Swords to win this, 
Nor labour'd through no. ſhowers. of Darts, and Lances 
Let here he found a Fort, that fac'd him ſtrongly, k 
| | N 
8 1250 — Grown and Sweat of thy Pharſalian Ia hour,] Mr. Symp/on 
ould read, 
Ie" The Crown of thy Pharſalian Sweat, and Labour, 
But I can't agree to the Change, both. becauſe Labour after. Sweat, 
in this Poſition, makes an Anticlimax, and as the old Text is more 
poetical.; for. the Sweat of thy Labour, put for the End: for which 


thou laboured}i, is extremely elegant. 
(25) Acho. Nor do not queſtion &c.] Mr. Theohald's Margin ſays, 


certe Achillas. And there is this Le it, that in Lucan the whole 
Speech to Ce/ar is made by Achillas, (tho', in reality, Theodotus the 
Rhetorician, who had joined Photinus in perſuading Ptol/omy to the 
Murder, was the Perſon who preſented the Head to Cæſar and ha- 
yengued on the Occaſion, for whigh he afterwards met his due * 

| 8 Iron 
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An inward War: He was his Grandſire's Gusſt; 
Friend to his Father, and when he was expell' d. 
And beaten from this Kingdom by ſtrong hand. 
And had none left him to reſtaxe his Honour. 
No hope to find a Friend; in ſuch a miſery, 
Then in ſtept Pompey à took his feeble Fortune. 
Strengthen'd, and cheriſh'd it, and ſet it right again; 
This was a love to Ceſar. _ rhe 
Sce. Give me Hate, Gods. | | 
Pho, This Ceſar may account a little wicked; 
But yet remember, if thine own Hands, Conqueror, 
Had fallen upon him, what it had been then? ſway! 
If thine own Sword had touch'd his Throat, what that 
He was thy Son- in- law, there to be tainted }_. 
Had been moſt terrible : Let the worſt be render'd, 
We have deſerv'd for keeping thy Hands innocent. 
Cæſ. Oh Sceva, Sceva, ſee that Head: See, Captains, 
The Head of godlike Pompey. | a ET 
Sce. He was baſely ruin'd, | 
But let the Gods be griev d that ſuffer'd it, 
And be you, Caſar —— 1 


from Brutus and Caſſius, who tortur'd and crucify'd him) Notwith- 
ſtanding this, there is room to doubt whether the Poets deſigned Acho- 
reus to ſpeak this, for they have given it a different turn from Lucan. 
nec vile 5 | | 

Hoc meritum, nobis facili quod cede prratym eft. 

Hoſpes auitus erat: depulſo ſceptra Parenti _ 
Reddiderat. Quid plura feram? tu nomina tanto 
Invenies operi, vel famam cauſule Mundi; 
Si ſcelus eft, plus te nobis debere fateris, n 
uod ſcelus hoc non ipſe facis. | Lucan, Lib. q. 


This is the Language of Villany, boaſting of Merits from the Great- 
neſs of it. But the Speech in The Falſe One repreſents the Reluctance, 
the Pangs and inward War that Pro/omy ſtruggled through to be able 
to ſerve Cæſar. And this ſpake by a Man wha had a real Love for 
Virtue, gives a fine Contraſt ta Photings's unſeelipg and canfirgm'd Vil- 
lany. I muſt add, in Favour of Mr. Theohald's Opinion, that the 
ſecond Folio (which is remarkably correct in this Play, beyond an 

thing I have before met with in it) gives this Speech to Acb. whic 

generally ſtands for Achillas rather than Achoreys, Being therefore 
very dubious, I refer it to the Reader's Deciſion. | f 


G. . 
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Cæſ. (26) Oh thou Conqueror, Wa 15 
Thou Glory of the World once, now the Pity: 


Thou Awe of Nations, wherefore didſt thou fall thus? 0 


What poor Fate follow d thee, and pluckt thee on, 
To truſt thy ſacred Life to an Egyptian; 22 20 
The life and light of Rome, to a blind Stranger, 


(26) Oh, thou Conqueror, &c.] The Reader will have obſerved one 
Difference in our Authors Tranſlation of Photinus's Speech in Council, 
that they do not follow him in thoſe very frequent Apoſtrophes to 
Pompey in his Abſence. It is what the Roman Orators greatly de- 
Iighted in, but too frequent a Uſe of it is certainly wrong, and ac- 
cordingly we find many more in Lucan and Ovid, than in Virgil, 
Homer, Shakeſpear, Milton, or Fleicher. The preſent Speech to 
Pompey's Head as to himſelf, which is as beautiful as it is natural, Lu- 
can has not; but it copies a much greater Maſter, viz. er, in 
Antony's Apoſtrophe to the Corps of Cæſar. This is the Reaſon why 
our Poets have vary'd the Order of Lucan's Sentiments in the following 


Speech. : 
Aufer ab aſpectu naſtro funeſta, ſatelles, 
Regis dona tui: pejus de Ceſare veſtrum, _ 
Duam de #7 341 meruit ſcelus, Unica belli 
 Premia civilis, victis donare ſalutem, 
Perdidimus. Quad fi Phario germana tyranno 
Non inwviſa foret, potuiſſem reddere regi, 
Deed meruit; fratrique luum pro munere tali 
Mififem, Cleopatra, caput. Secreta quid arma 
Mowit, & inſeruit naſiro ſua tela labori ? 
Ergo in Thefſalicis Pellæs fecimus arvis 
Jus gladio? veſtris queſita licentia regnis ? 
Non tuleram Magnum mecum Romana regentem:s _ 
Te, Ptolamæe, feram ? frufira civilibus armis A 
Miſcuimus gentes, fi qua eft hoc orbe poteflas 
Altera, quam Cæſar: fi tellus ulla duorum oft ; 
Vertiſen Latias a veſtro littore proras; 
Fama cura wetat, ne non damnaſſe cruentam, 
Sed videar timuifſe Pharon, Nec fallere vos mo 
Credite victorem: nobis quoque tale paratum 
Liitoris hoſpitium: ne fic mea colla gerantur, 


Theſſalie fortuna facit. Majore profes, 2 77 


Quàm metui poterat, diſcrimine geſſimus arma 5 
Exilium, generique minas, Remamque timebam : 
Pana fuge Ptolomæus erat. Sed parcimus annis, 
Donamuſque nefas: ſciat hac pro cede tyrannus 
Nil wenia plus poſſe dari, Vos condite buſto 
Tanti colla ducis: ſed non, ut crimina tantum 
Veſtra tegat tellus, Fuſto date tura ſepulcbro, 

Et placate caput, cinerefgue in littore fuſor 


That 


SA 


The Falſe One.” * 
That honourable War ne'er taught a nobleneſs, | 


Nor worthy circumftance ſhew'd what a Man 8 * 7 
That never heard thy Name ſung, but in Bange, 


And looſe laſcivious —— To a Boy, 12 
That had no Faith to comprehend thy Greatneſs, oT 
No ſtudy of thy life to know thy Goodneſs; » 50 A 
It And leave thy Nation, nay, thy noble Friend, 14 7 


Leave him diſtruſted that in Tears falls with thee 5  \/. 


In ſoft relenting Tears? Hear me, great Pompey, 

o I thy great Spirit can hear, (27) I muſt tax-thees - 2, 

. Thou'ſt moſt unnobly robb'd me of my 3 ot) 
1 My Love, and Mercy. 13 
0 Ant. O how brave theſe Tears ew? 

1 How excellent is Sorrow in an Enemy? 

n Dol. Glory appears not greater than thi Goodnefs.: 2 
J Cæſ. Egyptians, dare you think _ your eben 


Pyramids, 
Built to out · dure the Sun, as you ſuppoſe, 
Where your unworthy Kings lye rak*d in abe. 


Colligite, atque unam ſparſis date manibus urnam. 

Sentiat adventum ſoceri, woceſque querentis 

Audiat umbra pias. Dum nobis omnia prefert, 4 

Dum vitam Phario mawullt debere clienti, : 

Leta dies rapta eff populis : concordia mundo 

Noftra perit : caruere deis mea vota ſecundis, 

Ut te complexus poſfotis felicibus armis | 

Afedtus abs te weteres, vitamgque rogarem, _ 

Magne, tuam : — — atis mercede laborum 

Contentus par eſſe ti Tunc pace del. 

Fecifſem, ut victus poſſes ignoſcere divis z : 
Feiifſes, ut Roma mibi. Lucan. Lib. g. 


(27) ———7 muſt task thee ; ] 3 Editions. 


(28) your high Pyramids, Former Editions. 

Built to out-dare the Sun, as you ſuppoſe,] To out-dare the Sun 
by their Height is poetical, but, as you ſuppoſe, greatly flattens it; for 
this Reaſon both Mr. Symgſon and I change it to 3 which ſeems 
to ſuit the Context better. This is one of thoſe Paſſages which ſoars 
much above any thing in Lucan, and makes' ample amends for the 
Omiſſion of ſome few of his beautiful Sentiments, ſuch as 


1 abs te veteres, vitamque rogarem 
gne luan. 


and thoſe chat immediately follow it, 
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Are Monuments fir for him? No, Brood of Ms, 
Nothing ean cover his high Fame, but deen ge $107 

No Pyramids ſet off his Memories, f 

But the eternal fabſtance'of his Greatneſs, 

To which | leave him; take the Head away, 

And, with the Body, give it noble Burial : 

Your Earth ſhall now be bleſs'd to hald a Roman, | 
Whoſe 8 (29) all the Wonlere-Kanh cannot 

Sce. I thou be'ft thus loving, 1 ſhall FS SET 
(30) But great Men may diſſemble, tis held poffible, 
And be right glad of what they ſcem to weep for, 
There *re ſuch kind of Philoſophers; now do I wonder 
How he would look if Pompey were mandy n, | 
But how he'd fet his Face? | 
C. Lou look now, King. 

And you that have been Agents in this « Glory, 
For our eſpecial Fayour ? 

Ptol, We deſire it. 

Cæſ. And doubtleſs you expect Rewards. 

Sce, Let me give em: 

Pl! give *em ſueh as Nature never dreamt of, 
Fll beat'him and his Agents in a Mortar, 
Into one Man, and that one Man I'll bake then. 

Cæſ. Peace: I forgive you all, that's - me 
You're young, and ignorant, that pleads your Pardon, 
And fear it may be more than Hate provok'd ye; 
Your Miniſters I muſt think wanted judgment, 


29) — all the Werld's Earth—] J have reſtored a Hyphen 
| 1 the ſecond Folio, which Mr. Sympſon obſerves makes the Expreſ- 
ſion of World's. Earth directly anſwer the Latin Ferrarum Orbis. 


(390) But great Men 7 di ſemble.—1 This, which cames very 

naturally from the rough Honeſty of re and what Photinus after- 

wards ſays more fully to the and Purpofe, 1s copy'd from Lucan, who 

writing with the Zeal of Party againft Cæſar, layghs at his pretended 

Piety pon this Occafion. | 

tutumque putavit 

am bonus N focer, &c. 

But Prejudice apart; Cæſar's Compafſion to iy ſeemy perfectly 
conſonant to his Character. He was a terrible Enemy, but a gentle 

Conqueror. Ambition was his firſt Paflion, Gaod-Nature, or rather 

24 Temper, his ſecond, | IO 

5 n 
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(31) And ſo they err'd-;; I'm bountiful to think this; 
B'lieve me moſt bountitul: Be you molt thankful, 9 
That Bounty ſhare amongſt ye: If I knew what T 
To ſend you for a Preſent, King of Egypt, * 


107 


mean a Head of equal Re "if b | 

And that you loy'd, tho? t were your brighteſt Siſter's. 

But her you hate, I would not be behind ye. 
Ptol. Hear me, great Caſan. WE 06 
Cæſ. | have heard too much; 

And ſtudy not witli ſmooth ſhews to.invade 

My noble Mind, as you have done-my Conqueſt 

Ye're poor and open: I mult tell yo1iroungly, 

That Man that could not recompence the Benefits, 

The great and bounteous Services of Pomgey, 

Can never doat upon the Name of Cefar 3 

Though I bad hated Pompey, and allow'd bis Ruin, 

I gave you no Conimiſſion to perform it: 

Haſty to pleaſe in Blood are ſeldom truſty ; 

And but I ſtand inviron'd with my Victories, 

My Fortune never tailing to befriend me, 

My noble Strengths, and Friends about my Perſon, 

I durft not try ye, nor expect a Courteſie, 

Above the pious I ove you ſhew'd to Pompey. 

You've found me merciful in arguing with ye: _ 

(32) Swords, Hang · men, Fires, Deſtructions of all Natures, 

Demoliſhments of Kingdoms, and whole Ruins, | 

Are wont to be my Orators ; turn to Tears, 


(33) You wretched and poor Seeds of Syn-burnt EDM, 


2 


(31) 4nd fo they end: ] The firſt Folio reads erd, the ſecond 
err'd, which is right. Mr. Theaba/d and Mr. Synp/on both concurr'd 
with me in obſerving this, 


(32) Sword, Hangers, Fires, As Hangers give much the fame 
Idea as Swords, eſpecially in the Mouth of a Roman, I hope the Reader 
will agree to the Change of it to Hang-men, whach were proper to be 
threatned to. the Murderers of Pompey, and which afterward prov'd the 
Pate of Septimius. There is ſomething extremely noble in this Pas- 
ſage, it even approaches to thoſe terrible Graces beſore ſpoke of. 

(33) You wretched and peor Seeds of Sun-burnt Egypt,] As the Word 
deedi, is good Sen ſe, I fear the Reader would think it too great a Li- 
berty for an Editor to difplace it and advance his own Conjecture. inta 
the Text: But where the Change of a fingle Letter gives great Im- 

; 9 Plrovement, 
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And now you've found the Nature of a Conqueror, 
That you cannot decline, with all your flatteries, 
That where the day gives light, will be himſelf ftill ; 
Know how to meet his Worth with human Courteſies: 
Go, and Embalm thoſe Bones of that great Soldier; 
Howl round about his Pile, fling on your Spices, 
(34) Make a Sabean Bed, and place this Phenix 
Where the hot Sun may emulate his Virtues, 

And draw another Pompey from his Aſhes 


Divinely great, and fix him *mongſt the Worthies, 
Ptol.: We will do all. Nen of 
Cæſ. You've robb*d him of thoſe Tears 
His Kindred and his Friends kept facred for him; 
The Virgins of their Funeral Lamentations ; 
And that kind Earth that thought to cover him, 
(His Country's Earth) will cry out *gainſt your Cruelty, 
And weep unto: the Ocean for Revenge, 26% 
Till Nilus raife his ſeven. Heads and devour ye : 
My Grief has ſtopt the reſt : When Pompey liv'd 
He us'd you nobly, now he's dead, uſe him ſo. [Exit, 


provement, I think it a Juſtice to the Authors to ſuppoſe it genuine; 
eſpecially when it ſtrongly partakes of their uſual Spirit. Seeds ſeems 
rather flat, and Weeds was the firſt Word that occurr'd as an Improve- 
ment, becauſe it makes Cz/ar ſpeak with more Contempt of the Egy- 
tian: ; but obſerving the great Propriety of all our Authors Metaphors 
which he applies to the Egyptians, as where he calls them the Spawn of 
LEgxypt ; and again, Theſe Beds of ſimy Eels ; and Septimius, That Ver- 
mine that's now become a natural Crocodile, a better Reading occurr'd, 

eeds, to which Egypt is greatly ſubje& from the Overflow of the Nile. 
Thus the Scriptures ſpeaking of the Behemeth or Crocodile. He lieth 
under the ſhady Trees, in the Covert of the Reed or Fens. 


(34) Make a Sabean Bed, and place this Phenix | 
Where the hot Sun &c.] The latter Part of this Sentence may 
at firſt Reading appear a Rant, for it would be ſo if ſpoke by an 
Engliſhman of this Age, but in the Mouth of Cæſar tis perfectly in 
Character. Deifications of great Men was the Practice of the Age he 
liv'd in, and the ſuppoſed Proof of an Apotheoſis was an Eagle's 
aſcending from the Funeral Pile ; but Cæſar being in Egypt, where the 
Arabian Phenix was ſuppoſed to make her Nett of Sabean Spices, 
; 1 in the Temple of Apollo at Heliopolis, or in that at Thebes, 
don't recollect] this Circumitance gives extreme propriety to the 
Application of it to Pompey. | 
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Ptol. (35) Now where's your Confidence, your Aim, 
Photinus, © | 3 . 

And Oracles; the fair Favours from the Conqueror, 

You rung into mine Ears? How ſtand I now? 

You ſee the Tempeſt of his ſtern Diſpleaſure, 

The Death of him, you urg'd a Sacrifice 

To ſtop his Rage, preſaging a full Ruin; | 

Where are your Counſels now?  _ * 

Acbo. I told ye, Sir, 3 | & 

And told the truth, what Danger would fly after : 

And though an Enemy, I ſatisfied you 

He was a Roman, and the top of Honour; 

And howſoever this might pleaſe great Cz/ar, 

I told ye, that the foulneſs of his Death 

The Impious baſeneſs 7 
Pho. Peace, ye are a Fool, 5 

Men of deep Ends muſt tread as deep Ways to em; 

Ceſar J know is pleas'd, and for all his Sorrows, 

Which are put on for Forms, and meer Diſſemblings, 

I'm confident he's glad: T' have told ye fo, | 

And thank'd ye outwardly, had been too open, 

And taken from the Wiſdom of a Conqueror. 

Be confident, and proud ye've done this Service; 

Ye have deſery'd, and ye will find it highly: 

Make bold uſe of this Benefit, and be ſure | 

You keep your Siſter, the High - ſoul'd Cleopatra, 

Both cloſe and ſhort enough, ſhe may not ſee him: 

The reſt, if I may counſel, Sir. 
Ptol. Do all, 


For in thy faithful Service reſts my Safety. [ Exeunt. 


(35) Now where's your Confidence, your Aim, Photinus, 
The Oracles, and fair Favours from the Conqueror, 2 
You rung into mine Ear, — ] Either the ſecond Line 
ſhould be, The Oracles of fair Favours, or, what ſeems more pro- 


bable, the Particles he and and ſhould change Places, and fland as 
the Text is now given. | | | 


SCENE 
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, n 
Amer Septimius. an 
Sep. Here's a ſtrange alteration in the Court; 
Men's Eaces are of other Sets and Motions, 
Their Minds of ſubtler Stuff: J paſs by now 
As though I were a Raſcal, no Man knows me, 
No Eye looks after; as I were a Plague, 
Their Doors ſhut cloſe againſt me, and I wondred at 
Becauſe Ive done a meritorious Murder; | 
Becauſe I've plea&d the Time, does the Time plague me? 
I've known the Day they would have hugg/d me for't: 
For a leſs ſtroke than this, have done me Reverence; 
Open'd their Hearts, and ſecret Cloſets to me, 
Their Purſes, and their Pleaſures, and bid me wallow. 
I now perceive the great Thieves eat the leſs, 
(36) And th* huge Leviathans of Villany 
Sup up the Merits nay the Men and all 
That do them Service, and ſpout em out again 
Into the Air, as thin, and unregarded : 
As drops of Water that are loſt i th Ocean. 
I was lov'd once for Swearing, and for Drinking, 
And for other principal Qualicies that became me : 
Now a fooliſh unthankful Murder has undone me, 
If m* Lord Photinus be not merciful, 
That ſet me on; and ſee he comes, now Fortune, 


Enter Photinus, 


- Pho. Cæſar's Unthankfulnek a little ſtirs me, 

A little frets my Blood ; take heed, proud Roman, 
Provoke me not, ſtir not mine Anger farther z 

I may find out a way unto thy Life too, 
Though artn'd in all thy Victories, and feize it; 


(36) And tb huge Leviathans of Kc. ] I ſhould not take the Liberty 
of marking out beautiful Paſſages, but that I am very deſirous this 
Play ſhould meet with due Regard from every Reader ; and I there- 
fore beg him not to paſs ſlightly over this Paſſage, where a Metaphor 
is carried on with ſuch exquiſite Beauty, that it may vie with the 
fineſt Strokes of this Sort even in Shakeſpear. 

A 
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A Yep TY. a Heart, and I may lp it. 
552 1 't pleaſe your Lordſhip; ... 
Septimius 
5%. Te ordſhip knows my 8 
Pho. Wrongs ? 
Sep. Yes, my Lord, 
How th' Captain of the Guard, bill, lights the. 
Pho. Think better of him, he has much befriended thee, 
$hew*d thee much Love in taking the Head from the: 
The Times are alter'd, Soldier, Cæſar's angry; 
And our deſign to pleaſe him, loſt and perhd: 


Be glad thou art unnam'd, tis not worth th owning, 
Yet, that thou may*ſt be uſeful 2 


Sep. Les, my Lord, 


| | ſhall be ready. 


Pho. For I may employ thee 
To take a rub or two out of my wa 
As time ſhall ſerve; ſay that it be rocker 
Or a hard Father. | 
Sep. Tis moſt neceſſary, 
A Mother, or a Siſter, or whom you a pleat, Sir: 
Pho. Or to betray a noble F end 
Sep, Tis all one 
Pho. 1 know thou' lt ſtir for Gold. 
Sep. Tis all my Motion. 
Pho. There, take that for thy Service, and farewe!: 
Pye greater Buſineſs now. 
Sep. Pm Kill your own, Sir, | 
Pho. One thing I charge thee ; ſee me no more, Septimine, 
Unleſs I fend. [ Exit. 
Sep. I ſhall obſerve your Hour. . 
So, this brings ſomething in the Mouth, ſome favour ; _ 
This is the Lord I ſerve, the Power I worſhip, 
My Friends, Allies; and here lies my Allegiance. 
Let People talk as they pleaſe of my Rudeneſs, 
And ſhun me for my Deed ; bring but this to em, 
Let me be damn'd for Blood, yet fill Pim honourable : 
This God creates new Tongues, and new Affections; 
And though I'd kilPd my Father, give me Gold, 
I'll make Men ſwear I've done a um Sacrifice, 


Nox 
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Now I will out-brave all, make all my Servants, 


And my brave Deed: ſhall a writ in a Wine for Virtuous, 
[Exit 


SCENE III. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Dolabella, and Soy 


Ceſ. Keep ſtrong Guards, and with wary Eyes, uy 


Friends, 

3 is no truſting to theſe baſe Egyptians : : 
hey that are falfe to pious Benefits, 
Na compelPd Neceſſities their Faiths, 

— Traitors to the Gods. 

Ant. We'll call a-ſhore 

A Legion of the beſt. 

Cæſ. Not a Man, Antony, 


That were to ſnew our Fears, and dim our Greatneſs; 


No, tis enough, my Name's a-ſnore. 

Sce. Too much too, 
A ſleeping Cæſar is enough to ſhake them 3 
There: are ſome two or three malicious Raſcals 
Train'd up in Villany ; beſides that Cerberus, 


That Roman Dog, that lick'd the Blood of Pompey. - 


Dol. Tis ſtrange, a Roman Soldier? 
Sce. You're cozen'd, 
There be of us, as of all other Nations, 
Villains and Knaves ; *tis not the Name contains him, 
But the Obedience; when that's once forgotten, 
And Duty flung away, then welcome Devil: 
Photinus and Achillas, and this Vermine, 
'That's now become a natural Crocodile, 
Muſt be with care obſerv'd. 
Ant. And *tis well counſelPd, _ 
No Confidence, nor Truſt—— 8 7 
ce. I'Il truſt the Sea firſt, fe, 
When with her hollow Murmurs ſhe invites me, 
And clutches in her Storms, as politick Lions 
Conceal their Claus; 5 PU truſt the Devil firſt ; 35 
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) The Rule of III Pll-cruſt, before the Doer. 

Cęſ. Go to your Reſts, and follow your own Wildoms, 
And leave me to my Thoughts, pray no more Complement; 
Once more ſtrong Watches. Loefl'T 7 

Dol. All ſhall be obſerv'd, Sir. [ Exit. 

Cæſ. I'm dull and heavy, yer I cannot ſleep; 

(38) How happy was I, in my lawful Wars 
In Germany, and Gaul, and Britany ? | 


When every Night with pleaſure I fat down — 
What the Day miniſtred? the Sleep came ſweetly. 
But ſince I undertook this Home-diviſio n, 


This Civil War, and paſs'd the Rubicon. 
What have I done, that ſpeaks an ancient Roman; 
A good, great Man? I've enter'd Rome by force, 
And on her tender Womb, that gave me Life, 

Let my inſulting Soldiers rudely tramp-le: 
The dear Veins of my Country I have open'd, 
And ſail'd upon. the Torrents that flow'd from her, 
The bloody Streams, that in their confluence 
Carry*d before em thouſand: Deſolations: | 
I robb'd the Treaſury, and at one gripe | , 2 
Snatch'd all the Wealth, ſo many worthy Triumphs 
Plac'd there as ſacred to the Peace of Rome : | 


(37) The Rule of Ill Pl truft, before the Deer.) Mr. Sympſon and 
I both heſitated x this Expreſſion, * I believe it right, 2 God is 
the Rule of Good or Virtue, fo is the Devil of IA. It is certainly 
Injudicious in Shakeſpear and our Poets to make Heathens ſo often talk 
of the Devil, with the. ſame Ideas affixed to him as we now have. 
But if Beaumont and Fletcher have many of the Faults of Shakeſpear, 
which our modern Poets have avoided, ſo they have many of his 
Beauties which none but they ever reached, of which the three Lines 
preceding are a ſtrong Inſtance. _ | | 

(38) How happy was I, in my lawful Wars &.] This Soliloquy of 
Cæſar's is — ee. nr as beautiful, it was difficult to 
conform both to Hiſtory and to poetical Juſtice. It would be an Outrage 
upon the former to make Cæſar unfortunate, and as great a one to 
have made him a perfectly virtuous Character, as Corneille has endea- 
voured to do. How then ſhould our Poets, who have drawn Cæſar 
exactly to the Life, fulfil in any Degree the Juſtice that the Audience 
demand againſt him. This they have finely accompliſh'd, by ſhewing 
him in his Retirement, ſtung and tormented with the horrid Maſſacres 
that he had brought upon his Country, which are deſcribed wich 
6"cat energy. | 
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I raz?d Maſſilia in my wanton Anger; 

Petreins and Afranius J defeated. | 

Pompey I overthrew z what did that get me?; 

(39) The ſlubber'd name of an authoriz d Enemy. 
5 | e [Noiſe within, 

I hear ſome Noiſes, they are the Watches, ſure. 

What Friends have I ty*d faſt by theſe Ambitions? 

Cato, the Lover of his Country's Freedom 

Is paſs'd now into Africk to affront ne; 

Fuba, that kill'd my Friend, is up in Arms too: 

The Sons of Pompey are Maſters of the Se, 

And from the Relicks of their ſcatter*d Faction, 

A new Head's ſprung : Say I defeat all theſe too; 

I come home Crown'd an honourable Rebel. 

J hear the Noiſe ſtill, and it comes ſtil! nearer ; 

Are the Guards faſt? Who waits there? | 


Enter Sceva, with a Packet, Cleopatra in it. 


Sce. Are ye awake, Sir? 

Cæſ. Pth* name of Wonder 

Sce. Nay, I am a Porter, 5 | 
A ſtrong one too, or elſe my Sides would crack, Sir ; 
An my Sins were as weighty, I ſhould ſcarce walk with em, 

Cæſ. What haſt thou there? 

Sce. Ask them which ſtay without, | 
And brought it hither ; your Preſence I deny'd 'em, 
And put em by, took up the Load myſelt ; | 
They fay *tis rich, and valu'd at the Kingdom; 

Pm ſure *tis heavy; if you like to ſee it, 
You may; if not, I'll give it back. 
Ce. Stay, Sceva, | 

I would fain ſce it. . 

Sce. I'll begin to work then; 

No doubt to flatter ye, they've ſent ye ſomething 


(390) The ſubber'd name of an authoriz'd Enemy.] By an authoriz'd 
nemy the Poets ſeem to have meant, an Enemy to his Country 
be ſo by the Authority of the whole Senate, as Cæſar had 
een by the Senate of Rome. If this Explanation ſhould not ſatisfy, 
the Verſe will run better thus, 
The ſiubber”d name of an unauth'rizd Enemy. 
. e. O! an Enemy without a legal Cauſe or legal Authority. 


Of 
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Of a rich value, Jewels, or ſome Tresſpre: 148 
May be a Rogue within, to do a Miſchief. © 
I pray you ſtand farther off, if there be Villany, 
Better my Danger firſt, he ſhall ſcape hard too; | 
Ha, what art thou? 

Czſ. Stand farther off, ood Sceva; | 
What heavenly Viſton? Dol wake or amber? 
Farther 6? that Hand, Friend. 

Sce. What Apparition ? 
What Spirit have I rais'd? fire *th a Woman; 
She looks like one ; now the begins to move too; 
A tempting Devil, o' my Life? Go off Cæſar, 
Bleſs thyſelf off, a Bad grown in mine old Days? 
Bawdry advanc'd upon my Back? tis noble; 
Sir, if you be a Soldier, come no nearer, 
She's ſent to difpoſſets you of your Honour, 
A Spunge, a Spunge, to wipe away your Victories 3 
And ſhe'd be cooPd, Sir, let the Soldiers trim her; 
They*ll give her that ſhe came for, and diſpatch her; 
Be loyal to yourſelf : Thon —_ Woman, 
Doſt thou come hither with thy flouriſhes, 
Thy flaunts, and faces, to abuſe Mens Manners? 
And am I made the Inſtrument of Bawdry ? 
I'll find a Lover for ye, one ſhall hug ye. 
_ Czf. Hold on thy Life, and be more temperate, 
Thou Beaſt—— 

Sce. Thou Beaft ? 

Cæſ. Couldſt thou be fo Intrarnidn, : 
So far from noble Man, to draw * Weapon 


Upon a thing Divine ? 


Sce. Divine, or Human, 
They're never better pleas'd, nor more at Heart's. eaſe, 
Than when we draw with full intent upon em. 

Cæſ. Move this way, Lady, 

Pray ye let me ſpeak to ye. 
Sce. And Woman, you had beſt fſtand—— 
Cæſ. By the Gods, 

Bur that I Fn her here, and hope her mortal, 

I ſhould imagine ſome celeſtial Sweetneſs, 

The Treaſure of ſoft Love. os 
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Character, in a familiar, rough, Soldier-like Honeſty, 


See. Oh, this ſounds mangily, 1 Hh 5 
Poorly, and ſcurvily in a Soldier's Mouth; 
You'd beſt be troubled with the Tooth-ach too: 

For Lovers ever are, and let your Noſe drop, 
That your celeſtial Beauty may befriend ye. 

At theſe Years do you learn to be fantaſtical ? 
After ſo many bloody Fields, a Fool? 5 
She brings her Bed along too, ſhe'Il loſe no time, 
Carrys her Litter to lye ſoft, d' you ſee that? 
Invites ye like a Gameſter, note that Impudence : 
For ſhame reflect upon your Self, your Honour, 
Look back into your noble Parts, and bluſh; _ 
Let not the dear Sweat of the hot Pharſalia, 
Mingle with baſe Embraces; am I he - 
That have receiv'd ſo many Monde for Gear 3 

o) Upon my Target, groves of Darts ſtill growing? 
Hare L endur d all RED Colds, Diſtreſſes, ; 
And as I had been bred that Iron that arm'd me, ; 
Stood out all Weathers, now to curſe my Fortune? 
To ban the Blood I loſt for ſuch a General? 

Cæſ. Offend no more, be gone. 

Sce. I will, and leave ye, e 

Leave ye to Womens Wars, that will proclaim ye: 


o) Upon my Target, groves of Darts ftill growing?) Sceva had 

4 - cob Soldier, dur ws for his . and ir- 
reſiſtible Strength. When Pompey beſieg d Cæſar at Durachium, he 
ſtood in a Breach againſt the whole Army. Plutarch tells us that he 
had a Hundred and Thirty Darts ſtuck in his Target; one had pierc'd 
his Shoulder, and another his Eye, which he drew out and daſh'd, with 
his Eye-ball, on the Ground : Pompey's Soldiers on this ſhouted as for 
Victory; and he pretending faintneſs, ask'd them why they would not 
come and carry him as a Prize to Pompey before he dy'd ; two Soldiers 
believing him in earneſt, came to him ; the firſt he ſlew, and wounded 
the other, and then withdrew amongſt his own Party. The Story is 


told with great Spirit in the Sixth Book of Lucan, who aſcribes to 


Sceve the Preſervation of all Cæſar's Army. 

Duem non mille fimul turmis, nec Ceſare tots 
Auferret Fortuna, locum vigoribus unus 
Eripuit, wetuitque capi: ſeque arma tenente, 
Ac nondum ſtrato, Magnum wicifſe negavit. 
Sceva wird nomen. Kc. 


I need not mention the Juſtice with which our Poets have drawn Sceva's 


You'll 
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You'll conquer Rome now, and the lionel | 
With Fang and Looking: glaſſes; farewel, 3 
Cle. Now I am private, Sir, I dare ſpeak to yep” Ly ot? 


But thus low firſt, The nem. rte A. 


Sce. Lower you'll be! anon. r 
Cæſ. Away. ee IS 48712 \ OA 
Sce. And privater, | 
For that you covet all. EAN. as [Bak 
Cæſ. T me tio farther... | 
Cle. (4x) Contemn me not, dee nech ch cane, 
I am a Queen, and Co- heir to this Country, | 


The Siſter to the mighty Prolomy, 


Yet one Diftreſs*d, that flies unto thy Juſtice, 

One that lays facred hold on thy Protection, 

As on a boly Altar, to preſerve me. Yor 
Cæſ. Speak, Queen of Beauty, and ſtand up. 1 

Cle. I dare not, ; 

Till I have found that Favour. in thine Eyes, 

That godlike great Humanity to help me, | 

Thus, to thy nees muſt T grow cred Caſar; 

And if it be not in thy Will to To rid me, 

And raiſe me like a Queen from my ſad Ruins; 

If theſe ſoft Tears cannot ſink to thy Pity, 


And waken with their Murmurs thy Compaſſions ; FLA 
Let for thy Nobleneſs, for Virtues fake, | 


And if thou be'ſt a Man, for defpis'd Beauty, 

For honourable Conqueſt, which thou dot'ſt on; 
Let not thoſe Cankers of this flouriſhing Kingdom, 
Photinus and Febillas, the one an Eunuch, 


The other a baſe Bondman, thus reign ver me, 


Seize my Inheritance, and leave my Brother 
Nothing of what he ſhould be, bo C 
As thou art Wonder of the World AF, 


(41) Contemn me not, becauſe I know thus, Cæſar, 
Jam a Qutecn, — Fo know, I read kneel, and Mr. 15 
bow. As the was evidently kneeling, I hope it is not Prejudice 
makes me prefer the former, The Corruption, tho' extremely 
had paſs'd through all the former Editions, altho' this Play (a 
only as far as I have yet examined) ſeems in the ſecond Folio to 135 
been corrected ad an able Hand, but no Man is always attentive. 


3 


| 
| 
| 


2 
: 
** : 
«oF : 
"7 £ 
15 ö 
4 C 
by 
4 4 
* 
x 
A 
1 
+; 
l [ 
4 
7 4 
4 
3 
43 


PR 5g arty nf 
= "> or — 
rr — 


— 
— AG 
— 3 —— — 


n Aae r 


Cæſ. Stand up then 141.116 Y 
And be a Queen, this Hand ſhall give it to ye, 195 
Or chuſe a greater Name, worthy my Bounty: 


A common Love makes Queens': r Nag to 5 be wor- 


ſhippꝰ d, 0 

To be divinely great, and I dare promiſe 1 lager A. cd 
A Suitor of your ſort, and bleſſed Sweetneſs, / 
That hath adventur*d thus to ſee great 3 
Muſt never be deny'd; you've found a Patron 
(622 That dare not in his private Honour, ſuffer 

o great a blemiſn to the Heay*n of Beauty: 116 1 
The God of Love wou d clap his angry Wings, 
And from his ſinging Bow (43) let fly his Arrows, 
Headed with burning Griefs and pining Sorrows, 


Should I neglect your Cauſe, would make me. monſtrous 
To whom and to your Service I devote me. 


. Enier Sceva. 


Ct. He is my geil now, and ſo Pl work him; 
The Conqueror of the World will I lead captive. 


Sce. Still with this Woman? tilting ſtill with Ba- 
bies? . 
As you.are honeſt, think the Enemy, 117% (708 
Some valiant Foe indeed, now charging on ye, 1 
NN to break your Ranks, and fing, theſe — 
Cæſ. Hear me, . 

But tell me true, if thou hadſt ſuch 2 Treaſure, 
And as thou art a Soldier, do not. flatter me, 
Such a bright Gem brought to thee, wouldſt den nat 
Moſt greedily accept: bun onto 

Sce. Not as an Emperor,. 
(44) A Man that firſt & woo rule hind, then hers; 3 


l 5 0 80 g 
1 0 4 % * 1 2 4 *" F 


(42 hes doe wibin this 2 8 J Former Editions. 
(43 kt fly theſe Arroaus,] Former Editions, | 
*. (44) A Man that firſt would rule himſelf, — Mr. Theobald aloe 
evculd to ſhould, and puts the initial Letters of his Name to it, the Mark 
by which he ſeems to ary ä his favourite Emendations. 
Mr. 


, 3 
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As a poor hungry Soldier, I might bite, Sir, * 
Yet that's a weakneſs too: Hear me, thou Tempter; 
And hear thou, Cæſar, too, for it concerns'thee, | 
And if thy Fleſh be deaf, yet let thine Honour, 
The Soul of a Commander, give Ear to me. 
Thou wanton Bane of War, thou gilded Lethargy, 
In whoſe Embraces, Eaſe, the ruſt of Arms, 
And Pleaſure, that makes Soldiers poor, inhabits., 

Cæſ. Fy, thou blaſphem''ſt. | 

Sce. I do, when ſhe's a Goddeſs. 
Thou melter of ſtrong Minds, dar'ſt thou preſume 
To ſmother all his Triumphs, with thy Vanities? 
And tye him, like a Slave, to thy proud Beauties ? 
To thy imperious Looks? that Kings have follow'd 
Proud of their Chains? have waited on? I ſhame, Sir. 

Cæſ. Alas thow'rt rather mad: Take thy reſt, Sceva, 
Thy Duty makes thee err, but I forgive thee: 
Go, go, I ſay, ſhew me no Diſobedience: ¶ Exit Sceva. 
'Tis well, farewel. The Day will break, dear Lady, 
My Soldiers will come in; pleaſe you retire, 
And think upon your Servant ? — 5 

Cle. Pray you, Sir, know me, 
And what I am. -. 

Cæſ. The greater, J more love ye, 
And you muſt know me too. 

Cle. So far as Modeſty, a 
And Majeſty gives leave, Sir; ye're too violent. 
Cæſ. You are too cold to my Deſires. 

Cle. Swear to me, „ | 
And by yourſelf, for IJ hold that Oath facred, 
You'll right me as a Queen 5 


Mr. Symp/on joins him; but I think the change rather prejudicial, for 
would as it implies a Vill to rule himſelf as well as others, intimates 
that ſuch a Vill is eſſential to an Emperor, and that none are worthy 
of the Title that have it not. Beſide this, it has been ſome doubt 
with me whether the old Engliſb. Writers had that clear Idea of the 
difference between *v0u/d and ould which we have at preſent, but 
which not one Foreigner in ten Thouſand can be taught to comprehend, 
altho' it is certainly a very great Beauty, of our Lan , and, I be- 
lieve, peculiar to it. I never yet ſaw a ante! Baſe for it, and 
were it not too great a Digreſſion T would inſert one, 
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Ceſ. Theſe Lips be witneſs, 
And if 1 break that Oath 
Cle. You make me bluſh, Sir, 
And in that Bluſh interpret me. 
Cæſ. I will do; : 
Come let's go in, and bluſh again : This one Word, 
You ſhall believe. 
Cle. I muſt, you are a Conqueror. | n 


— 


. s C E NE FL 


Enter Ptolomy, and Photinus. 


Pbo. FN OOD Sir, but hear. 


Ptol. No more, you have undone me, 
That that 1 hourly fear'd is faln upon me, 
And heavily, and deadly. 
Pho. Hear a Remedy. 
Ptol. A Remedy, now the Diſeaſe is ion 
And has infected all? Your ſecure Negligence 
Has broke through all the hopes I have, and ruin'd me: 
My Siſter is with Cæſar, in his Chamber, 
All Night ſhe has been with him; and no doubt 
Much to her Honour. 
Pho, Would that were the worſt, Sir, 
That will repair itſelf : But I fear mainly, 
She'as made her Peace with Ceſar. - 
Pol. Tis moſt likely, | 
And what am I then? | $3 h | 
Pho. Plague upon that Raſcal '_ 
Apollodorus, under whoſe Command, 


Under whoſe Eye—— 


Enter Achillas. | | 


Ptol, Curſe on you all, ye are Wretches. 
Pho. Twas providently done, Achillas. 
Achil, Pardon me. 
Pho, Your Guards were rarely wiſe, and wondrous 
watchful, Gp . 
b Achil, 
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Acbil. I could not help it, if my Life had lain for't. 

Alas, who would ſuſpect a pack of Bedding, 

Or a ſmall truſs of houſhold Furniture, 

And, as they ſaid for Cæſar's uſe? Or who durſt, 

Being for his private Wunden ſeek to Bop it? 

I was abus'd. | 


Enter aa 


Acho, Tis no hour now for Anger, 
No Wiſdom to debate with fruitleſs Choler; 
Let us conſider timely what we muſt do, 
Since ſhe is flown to his Protection, | 
From whom we have no pow'r to ſever her, 
Nor force Conditions 
Ptol. Speak, good Achoreus. 
Acho, Let indirect and crooked Counſels vaniſh, 
And ſtraight and fair Directions 
Pho. Speak your Mind, Sir. 
Acho. Let us chuſe Cafar, and endear him to us, 
An Arbitrator in all Differences, 
Betwixt you, and your Siſter ; this is ſafe now, 
And will ſhew off, moſt honourable. 
Pho. Bale, 
Moſt baſe and poor ; a ſervile, cold . 
Hear me, and pluck your Hearts up, like ſtout Counſellors, 
(46) Since we are ſenſible this Cæſar loaths us, 
And have begun our Fortune, with great Pompey 3 
Be of my Mind. 
Acho. "Tis moſt uncomely ſpoken, ng 
And if I ſay moſt bloodily, I lye not: 
The Law of Hoſpitality it poiſons, 
And calls the Gods in queſtion that dwell in us; 
Be wiſe, O King. 
Pto}, I will be: Go my Counſellor, 
To Cæſar go, and do my orb Service: 
To my fair Siſter my Commends 3 


af) Since wwe are ſenfible this Cæſar loads us, ] car had not as yet 

d them with any Injuries, nor given them their due Puniſhment, 
The true Word therefore ſeems to be Joaths, which is FEY, fu in 
Letters to the former; and is clear of all Objection. 


And 
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And here I ratify whate'er thou treat*ſt on. 
Acho, Crown'd with fair Peace, I go. | "| Exi 

 Ptol. My Love go with thee, 1 

And from my Love go you, you cruel Vipers: | 

You ſhall know now [ am no Ward, Photinus. ¶ Exi. 
Pbo. This for our Service? Princes do their Pleaſures, 

And they that ſerve obey in all Diſgraces: 

The loweſt we can fall to, is our Graves, 

There we ſhall know no Difference: Heark Achillas, 

I may do ſomething yet, when Times are ripe, ö 

(47) To tell this raw unthankful King. Sis 
Achil. Photinus, 

Whate'er it be 1 ſhall make one, and ebay: 

For better die attempting ſomething nobly, | 

Than fall diſgrac'd. 


Pho, Thou lov'ſt me, and I thank thee. LE xm. 


S 0 E N E TL, 1 
Enter Antony, Dolabella, and Sceva. 


Dol. Nay there's no rouſing him: He is bewitch'd fire 
His noble Blood crudled, and cold within him; 
Grown now a Woman's Warrior. | 

Sce. And a tall one: 

Studies her Fortifications, and her Breaches, 
And how. he may advance his Ram to batter 
The bulwark of her Chaſtity. 

Ant. Be not too angry, | 

For by this Light, the Woman's a rare — 
A Lady of that catching Youth and Beauty, 
That unmatch'd Sweetneſs 

Dol. But why ſhould he be fool'd ſo? 8 
Let her be wi ſhe will, 255 ſhould his Wiſdom,” * 
His Age, and Honour 25 


(47) To tell this rare unthankful King]. Rare unthankful may 92 


nily very unthankful, or rare may be the ſame with raw; but as the 
Word is very often uſed by our Authors in its common Acceptation, 
(and particularly twice in the very next Scene,) there ſeems no room 
to doubt of ra being the true Word here. 
| Ant, 
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Ant. Say it were your own Caſe, a Ft 32 

Or mine, or any Man's, that has Heat in him: 

'Tis true, at this Time when he has no Promiſe | 

Of more Security than his Sword can cut through, 

| do not hold it ſo diſcreet : But a good Face, Gentleman, 

And Eyes that are the winning'ft Orators ; 

A Youth that opens like perpetual Spring, 

And to all theſe, a Tongue that can deliver 

The Oracles of Love 

Sce. J waw'd you had her, 
With all her Oracles, and Miracles; 
Sh' were fitter for your Turn. 

Ant. Wou'd I had, Sceva, 

With all her Faults too; Let me alone to mend em, 

O' that Condition I made thee mine Heir. | 
. Sce. I'd rather have your black Horſe than your Harlots. 
| Dol. Cæſar writes Sonnets now, the Sound of War 

h grown too boyſtrous for his Mouth: He ſighs too. 

Sce. And learns to fiddle moſt Melodioufly, 

And fings, *twow'd make your Ears prick up, to hear him, 
Gentlemen. _ 
e, Shortly ſhe'll make him ſpin; and *t's thought hel! prove 
| An admirable Maker of Bonelace, 

And what a rare Gift will that be in a General? 
Ant. I wou'd he cow'd abftain, | 
Sce. She is a Witch fure, | 
And works upon him with ſome damn'd Inchantment. 
Dol. How cunning ſhe will carry her Behaviours, 
And ſet her Countenance in a thouſand Poſtures, 
To catch her Ends? 
Sce. (48) She will be ſick, well, ſullen, 
Merry, coy, over-joy'd, and ſeem to die, 


All 
(48) She will be fick, well, fallen, 


Merry, coy, &c.] Here our Poets follow their Maſter Shake- 
ſtar in the Character of Cleopatra ; we ſhall find in the Sequel, that 
they have added more of the Dignity of the Queen to the Coquetry 
of the wanton, than Shakeſpear has done. Corneille, in order to form 
an intereſting Amour between Ce/ar and Cleopatra, has endeavour 


to draw them both unexceptionably virtuous ; what Lord — 
ery happily obſerves are, | 


Such 
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The honour'd Cato, and fierce 7uba with em 
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All in one half an hour, to make an Aſs of him; 
I make no doubt ſhe will be Drunk too, damnably, 
And in her Drink will fight, and then.ſhe fits him. 
Ant. That thou ſhould'ſt bring her in? 

Sce. Twas my blind Fortune; | 
My Soldiers told me, by the weight *twas wicked: 
Would I had carried Milo's Bull a Furlong, 
When I brought in this Cow-calf: He has advanc'd me, 
From an old Soldier, to a Bawd of Memory: - 
O, that the Sons of Pompey were behind him, 
T hat they might whip him from his Whore, and rowze him 
'That their fierce Trumpets, from his wanton Trances 


Might ſhake him, like an Earthquake: 
Enter Septimius: 
Ant. What's this Fellow? _ 1 
Dol. Why a brave Fellow, if we judge Men by their 
„ . 
Ant. By my faith he's brave indeed: He's no Commander. 
Sce. Yes, h&as a Roman Face, he has been at fair Wars, 


— 


And plenteous too, and rich, his Trappings ſhew. it. 


Such faultleſs Monflers as the Werld nt'er ſaw. 


Such Characters are like Pictures with all Light and no Shade, nothing 
but a Glare to ſet them off, which ſtrikes the Eye of the injudicious, 
but not the leaſt reſembling the Life, are deſpiſed by all that know the 


| leaſt of Poetry or Painting. Theſe perfect Characters are more unpar- 


donable, when they are drawn in dire& Outrage againſt the moſt pub- 
lickly known Facts of Hiſtory. Cæſar was ſo infamous for his De- 
baucheries, even of the ache Kind, that Suetonius, who ſeems to 
write very impartially, ſums up his Character, as to this Particular, 
with Curio's Nino Saying fo him, ** That he was every Woman's 
„Man, and every Man's Woman. Cleopatra is perhaps the mol 
illuſtrious Whore on Record, with whom, ſays the ſame Hiſtorian, 
„ Cz/ar often ſpent whole Nights in er ” which was ver) 
near ruining him, as it afterwards actually did his Succeſſor Autun. 
It is not neceſſary to mark out to the Reader of Faſte, the noble 
Strain of rich Metaphors that run through the Remainder of this and 
the next Scene, paticularly in the rough Character of Scewa, which 
(I am almoſt afraid to ſay) ſeems to me not only an Imitation of, but 
a great Improvement on the Character of Anobarbus in Antony ard 
Cleopatra. 15 0 * BEI 
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Sep. An they'll not know me now, they'll never know 
me, | 
Who dare bluſh now at my Acquaintance? Ha? 
Am I not totally a Span- new Gallant 
Fit for the choiceſt Eyes? Have I not Goldꝰ 
The Friendſhip of the World? if they ſnun me now, 
(Though I were the arranteſt Rogue, as 'm well forward) 
Mine own Curſe and the Devil's too light on me. * 0 
Aut. Is't not Septimius ? 
Sce. Yes, | 
Dol. He "that kill'd Pompey ? 
Sce. The ſame, Dog, Scab; that gilded Botch, that Raſcal. 
Dol. How glorious Villany appears in Aigypt 2 
Sep. Gallants, and Soldiers; ſure they do admire me. 
ce. Stand further off, thou ſtink ſt. 
Sep. A likely matter: 
Theſe Cloaths {mell muſtily, do they not, Ge 2 
They ſtink, they ſtink, alas, poor things, e . 
By all the Gods in Argos, the Perfumes 
That went to trimming theſe Cloaths, coſt me 
ce. Thou ſtink'ſt ſtill, | | 
Sep. The powdring of this Head too — 
Sce. If thou haſt it, | 
PII tell thee all the Gums in ſweet ag: 
Are not ſufficient, were they burnt about ew 
To purge the Scent of a rank Raſcal from the. 
Ant. ' ſmell him now: Fie, how the Knave perfumes 
im, 
How ſtrong he ſcents of Traitor ? 
Dol. You'd an ill Milliner, 
He laid too much o'th* Gum of [agiatitade 
Upon your Coat, you ſhould have waſh'd off that, Sir; 
Fie how it choaks ; too little of your Loyalty,  - 
Your Honeſty, your Faith, that are pure Ambers ; ; 
1 ſmell the rotten Smell of a hir'd Coward, 


A dead Dog's ſweeter, ; BY 1 


Sep. Ve' re merry Gentlemen, 


And by my Troth, ſuch harmleſs Mirth takes me too, 


You ſpeak like good blunt Soldiers; and tis well enough: 
But did you live at Court, as I do, Gallants, 
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You would refine, and learn an apter Language 
I've done ye ſimple Service on your Pompey, 
You might have took*d him yet this brace of twelve Months, 
And hunted after him, hike founder'd n. 
Had not this fortunate Hand — 
Ant. He brags on't too: I 
By the good Gods, rejoyces in't 3 chow Wrach, 
Thou moſt contemptible Slave. 
Sce. Dog, mangy Mongrel, . _ 
Thou murd'ring Miſchief, in the Shape of Soldier, 
To make all Soldiers hateful ; thou Diſeaſe, | 
That nothing but the Gallows can give eaſe to. 
Dual. Thou art ſo impudent, that I admire thee, 
And know not what to ſay. | 
Sep. I know your Anger, | 
And why you prate thus: I've found your Melancholy, 
Ye all want Mony, and you are liberal! Captains, 
And in this Want will calk a little deſperately : 
Here's Gold, come ſhare ; I love a brave Commander: 
And be not peeviſh, do as does: 
He's merry with his Wench now, be you jovial, 
And let's all laugh and drink: Would ye have Partners? 
I do conſider all your Wants, and weigh em; 
He has the Miſtreſs, you ſhall have the Maids, 
Ill bring 'em to ye, to your Arms. wn 7h 
Ani. I bluſh, 
All over me, I bluſh, and ſweat to hear Tk | 
- Upon my Conſcience, if my Arms were on now 
Through them I ſhould bluſh too: Pray yelet's be walking, 
Sce. Yes, yes: But &er we go, I'll leave this Leſſon, 
And let him ſtudy it: Firſt Rogue, then Pandar, 
Next Devil that will bez get thee from Mens Preſence, 
And where the Name of Soldier has been heard of 
Be ſure thou live not: To ſome hungry Deſart, 
Where thou canſt meet with nothing but th y Conſcience, 
And that in all the Shapes of all thy Villanies, 
Attend thee ſtil], where brute Beaſts will abhor thee, 
And even the Sun will ſhame to give thee Light, 
Go hide thy Head: Or, if thou think'ſt it fitter, 
Go hang thy ſelf. 


Dol. 


unge 2 
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Dol. Hark to that Clauſe. 

Sce. And that ſpeedily, _ 
That Nature may be eas'd of ſuch a Monſter. | [ Exe, 

Sep. Yet all this moves not me, nor reflects on me : 
(49) I keep my God ſtill, and my Confidence. 
Their want of Breeding makes — Fellows murmur; 
Rude Valours, ſo I — em rude Honours: "a 
There is a Wench yet, that — affects me, 
And Company for a King: A young plump Villain, 
That when ſhe ſees this Gold, ſhe'll leap won me. 


Enter Eros. 


And here ſhe comes: I'm ſure of her's at r Midnight; 
My pretty Eros welcome. 8 
Eros, 1 have Buſineſss. | 
Sep. Above my Love, chou canſt not. 
Eros. Yes indeed, Sir, 
Far, far above. _ 
Sep. Why, why ſo coy? 5 ye tell me; 
We are alone. 
Eros. P'm much aſham'd we are 7 
Sep. You want a new Gown now, and a handſome 
Petticoat, ak 
A Scarf, and ſome odd Toys: I've Gold here 275 
| Thou ſhalt have any "Ha 
| Eros, I want your Abſence ? | | 
Keep on-your Way, I care not for your Company. 
Sep. How? How? You're very ſhort: Do you know 
ng, me, Eros? | 
, And what I have been to ye? 
Eros, Yes, I know ye: 
And hope I ſhall forget ye: Whilſt you were honeſt 
I lov'd ye too. 
Sep. Honeſt ? Come prithee kiſs me. 
2 Eros, I kiſs no Knaves, no Murderers, no Beaſts, 


0000 I keep my God ill,] Septimius had before called Gold his 
therefore the Expreſſion ſeems unexceptionable, and even poeti- 
cal in this Place, * h neither Mr. Theobald, Mr. Symp /on, nor the 
jadicious Corrector of this Play in the ſecond Folio o though it ſo; for 
they all read — Gold, 


Dol. by No 


Yo 


r: 


— — — — 


128 The Falk Oe. 


No baſe Betrayers of thoſe Men that fed K, * 

I hate their Looks; and though I may be wanton, 

(50) I ſcorn to nouriſh it with thy Blood- .purchaſe, 

Purchaſe fo foully got; I pray ye, unhand me, 

I'd rather touch the Plague, than one unworthy: 3 

Go ſeek ſome Miſtreſs that a Horſe may marry, 

And keep her company, ' ſhe's too good for ye. [Eat 
Sep. Marry this goes near; now 1 perceive 'm hateful 

When theſe light Stuffs can diſtinguiſh, it grows dangerous 

(51) For Mony ſeldom they refuſe a Leper : 

But ſure I am more odious, more-diſeas'd too: 


Enter three lame Soldiers. 


It fits cold here. What are theſe? three poor Soldiers? 
Both poor and lame: Their Miſery may make em 
A little look upon me, and adore me 
If theſe will keep me Company, Pm made yet 

1 Sol. The Pleaſure Cz/ar ſleeps in makes us miſerable, 
We are forgot, our Maims and Dangers laugh'd at; 
He banquets, and we beg. 
2 Sol. He was not wont e e 
To let poor Soldiers, that have ſpent their Fortunes, 
Their * and Limbs, walk up and down like Vaga- 

bonds 
Sep. ors ye good Soldiers: Good poor Men, Heav'n 
>: 

You! ve bore & the Brunt of War, and ſhew the Story: 

1 Sol. Some new Commander ſure, + 
Sep. You look, my good Friends, 
By your thin Faces, as you would be Suitors. 

2 Sol. To Ceſar, for our Means, Sir. 

Sep. And *tis fit, Sir. 

3 Sol. We are poor Men, and long forgot. 


(50) 1 ſcorn te nouriſh it with Blood purchaſe,] A Syllable ſeems 
n to the Meaſure here, and an Hyphen to the Senſe. 


61) For Mony ſeldom they refuſe a Leaper :] This is the Reading of 
the old Folio and the Octavo, and as Leaper may ſignify a Whorc- 
maſter, and the Verb /eap is often uſed in that Senſe by our Authors, 
it may miſlead the Reader; the ſecond Folio ſpells it right Leper, 
which is forty times a better Word than the former, 8 
72 
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Sep. J grieve for it: | 


Good Soldiers ſhould have good Rede ** Favours, 


I'll give up your Petitions, for I pity ye, 
And freely ſpeak to Cæſar. 
Al. O we honour ye. 
1 Sol. A good Man ſure ye are: The Gods Gor ye. 
Sep. And to relieve your Wants the while, hold Soldiers; 
Nay, tis no Dream: *Tis good Gold: Take it freely, 
'Twill keep you in good Heart. | | 
2 Sol. Now Goodneſs quit er. 
Sep. PII be a Friend to your Afflictions, 
And eat, and drink with ye too, and wel be merry : 
And every Day PIl fee ye. 
1 Sol. You're a Soldier, 
And one ſent from the Gods, I think. 
Sep. (52) Pll cloath ye, 
Ye are lame, and then provide good Lodging for ye : 
And at my Table, where no Want ſhall meet ye. 


Enter Sceva. 


Al. Was ever ſuch a Man ? 
1 Sol. Dear honour'd Sir, It + 

Let us but know your Name, that we may worſhip ye. 
2 Sol. That we may ever thank ——= _ | 
Sep. Why, call me any thing, 


No matter for my Name, that may betray me. 


Sce. A cunning Thief, call him Septimius, Soldiers, 
The Villain that kill'd Pompey. 
All. How? 1772 
ce. Call him the Shame of Men: Eu. 
1 Sol. O that this Mony | 
(53) Ms Weight enough to beat thy Brains out: Fling | 
all: 
And fling our Curſes next; let them be mortal. 


(52) TI claath ye, | | | . 
Ye are lame ; — ] Theſe Soldiers are before ſaid to be lame ; 
and therefore I don't diſcard the Word, but _ it more ſuitable to 


the Context in this Place to read bare. 


(53) Were Weight —__ to break ihe Brains 15 enn Edi - 


tions. 


vo L. IV. 13 Out 


Out bloody Wolf, doſt thou come gilded over, 


And painted with thy Charities, to poiſon us? 
2 Sol. I know him now: May never Father own thee, 
But as a monſtrous Birth ſhun thy baſe Memory : 
And if thou hadſt a Mother, (as I cannot | 
Believe thou wert a natural Burden) let her Womb. 
Be curs'd of Women for a Bed of Vipers. i 
3 Sol. Methinks the Ground ſhakes to devour this Raſcal, 
(54) And the kind Air turns into Fogs and Vapours 
Th' infectious Miſts, to crown his Villanies; 
Thou may'ſt go wander like a thing Heav'n hated. 
x Sol. And valiant Minds hold poiſonous to remember; 


'The Hangman will not 3 thee Company, 


He has an honourable Houſe to thine; | 
No, not a Thief, though thou could'ſt fave his Life for't, 
Will eat thy Bread, (55) nor one Fhirſt-ſtary'd drink 
with thee. 
2 Sol. Thou art no Company for an honeſt Dog, 
And ſo we'll leave thee to a Ditch, thy Deſtiny. [ Exeunt, 
Sep. Contemn'd of all? And kick'd too? Now I find it; 
My Valour's fled too, with mine Honeſty, 9 
For ſince I would be Knave, I muſt be Coward: 
This *tis to be a Traitor, and Betrayer ; | 


What a Deformity dwells round about me? 


How monſtrous ſhews that Man, that is ungrateful ? 


(54) And the kind Air turns into Fogs and Vapours | | 
The infe&4ious Miſis,) Both the ſecond Folio and Mr. Symp/on , 
omit the Particle The in the ſecond Line, and give this Senſe, ] 


May the kind Air turn into. Fogs, and Vapours, 
Infectious Mifts, to crown his Villanies. 


( 
But before I ſaw their Reading, another occurr'd to me that I think, ; 
leſs exceptionable ; for the Word Vapours, not implying any thing ] 
noxious, rather flattens the other Reading, which at beit is but a Re- ? 
petition of the ſame Idea thrice over. My Reading gives this Senſe : 


May all the Air become Fogs, may all 
| W holeſome Vapours become infe&ious Mifts, &c. 


' (55) Nor one for. Thirſt ſtarv'd drink with thee.] The trifling WM tc 
Change made here, by- ſtriking out the for, and adding a Hyphen, v 
both improves the Meaſure and Poetry ſo much, and is ſo much in tl 
our Author's Stile, that I verily believe it was their Reading. , 
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(56) I am afraid the very Beaſts will tear me: 


Inſpir'd with what I have done, the Winds will blaſt me. 
Now I am paid, and my Rewatd dwells in me, 
The Wages of my Fact, my Souls oppreſt: 


| Honeſt and noble Minds, you find moſt Reſt, [ Exit. 


„C Rd: Mews 
Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Photinus, and Achillas. 


Ptol. IJ have commanded, and it ſhall be ſo, 2 
A Preparation I have ſet o foot, = 
Worthy the Friendſhip and the Fame of Cæſar; 
My Siſter's Favours ſhall ſeem poor and witherd, 
Nay ſhe herſelf, trim'd up in all her Beauties, 
Compar'd to what Þ ll take his Eyes withal, 
Shall be a Dream. 
Pho. D' you mean to ſhew the Glory, 
And Wealth of Agypt? | 
Pol. Ves; and in that Luſtre, _ 
Rome ſhall appear, in all het, famous Conqueſts, 
And all her Riches, of no Note unto it. | 
Acho. Now you are reconcil'd to your fair Siſter, 
Take heed, Sir, how you ſtep into a Danger, 
A Danger of this Precipice : But note, Sir, 
For what Rome ever rais'd her mighty Armies? 
Firſt for Ambition; then for Wealth: Tis madneſs; . 
Nay more, a ſecure: Impotence, to tempt - 
An armed Gueſt : Feed not an Eye that conquers, 
Nor teach a fortunate Sword the way to be covetous. 
Ptol. Ve judge amiſs, and far too wide to alter me; 
(57) Let all be ready, as I gave direction: ü 
The ſecret way of all our Wealth appearing 
Newly, and handſomely; and all about it: 
No more diſſuading: Tis my Will. 


(56) Jam afraid the very Beaſtt will tear mt : 
Inſpir d with what I have done, the Winds will blaſt ne.] 
The Word inſpir'd not only more naturally belongs to the #inds than 
to the Beaſls; but it is ſtronger, and more poetical, to ſuppoſe the 
very inanimate Elements ſenfible- of and abhorring his Wickedneſs, 
than meerly the irrational Beaſts, © 
(57) Yet all be ready, —) Former Editions. 


Acbo. 
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Acho. | grieve for't, | 5 
Piol. I'll dazle Cæſar with exceſs of Glory. ; 
Pbo. I fear you'll curſe your Will; we muſt obey ye. 
1 8. 3 ae : I Exeunt. 


Sig py ny; 
Enter Ceſar, Antony, Dolabella, and Sceva above. 


Cæſ. I wonder at the Glory of this Kingdom, 
And the moſt bounteous Preparations, | 
Still as I paſs, they court me with. 
(58) Sce. Vil tell ye: | 
In Gaul and Germany, we ſaw ſuch Viſions, 
And ſtood not to admire 'em, but poſſeſs em. 
When they are ours, they're worth our Admiration, 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Ant. The young Queen comes: Give room. 
Cæſ. Welcome, my deareſt, 
Come bleſs my ſide. E s 
Sce. Ay marry : Here's a Wonder, 
As ſhe appears now, I am no true Soldier, 
If I ben't readieſt to recant. 
Cle. Be merry, Sir, 7 
My Brother will be proud to do you Honour, 
That now appears himſelf. | 


Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Achillas, Photinus, 
and A pollodorus. 


Pol. Hail to great Ceſar, | TAR 
My Royal Gueſt, firſt I will feaſt thine Eyes 


(58) Sce. Jil tell ye: &.] It may perhaps ſeem ſtrange that the Poets 
ſhould make the honeſt Scewa propoſe here a glaring Act of In- 
Juſtice ; but this is really a high Proof of their Judgment. Sceva's 
Honeſty is no more than a ſtrong Attachment to Cz/ar's Party, anda 
warm Zeal for his Honour as a General. As to making War upon 
Night Pretences, and ſeizing the Wealth of others without any Pre- 
ence, , theſe were ſo common to Cæſar and his Army, that a Soldier 

of his would think them only the Privileges and Rights of his Pro- 
ſeſſion. Urbes di uit, ſepius ob predam quam ob deliftum. Vide 
' Suetonium in Jul Cæſ. Paragr, 54. | l f 

| , ad; With 


re 


Cle. How? frown on me? 
The Eyes of Cæſar wrapt in Storms 
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With wealthy YEgypr's Store, and then thy Palate, 


And wait myſelf upon thee. 4 3 brought i in. 
Cæſ. What rich Service? 
What Mines of Treaſure? richer ſtill ? 
Cle. My Cæſar, | 
W hat d* you admire? pray turn, 400 "P me talk to ye. 
Have ye forgot me, Sir? how, a new Object? 
And I grown old o'th' ſudden i ? Cæſar? 
Cæſ. Tell me | 
From whence comes all this Wealth ? 
Cle. Is your Eye that way ? 
And all my Beauties baniſht ? 
Ptol. P11 tell thee, Cæſar, 
We owe for all this Wealth to the old Ns : 


Me need no dropping Rain to cheer the Husbandman, 


Nor Merchant that ploughs up the Sea to ſeek us ; 
Within the wealthy Womb of reverend Ns, 


All this is nouriſh'd: Who, to do thee Honour, 


Comes to diſcover his ſeven Deities, 

His conceaPd Heads, unto thee : See with pleaſure, 
Cæſ. The matchleſs Wealth of this Land! 
Cle, Come, ye ſhall hear. 

Cz/. Away: Let me imagine. 


Cæſ. Pm ſorry: 
But let me thinx 


MUSIC K and SONG, 
Enter Iſis, and three Labourers. 


Iſis, the Godd:ſs of this Land, 
Bids thee, great Cæſar, underſtand 
And mark our Cuſtoms, and firſt know, 
With greedy Eyes theſe watch the Flow 
Of plenteous Nilus; when be comes, 
With Songs, with Dances, Timbrels, Drums, 
They entertain him; out bis way, 
And give his proud Heads leave to play: 
Nilus himſelf ſhall riſe, and ſhow 
His maichleſs Wealth in nn. . 
13 ' * Labourert © 
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Labourers 8 O N G. . 


Come let us help the Reverend Nile, 
He's very old, alas the while , 8 
Let us dig him eaſy ways, 
Ad prepare a thouſand Plays: 
20 adeligbt his Streams let's ſing, 
A loud welcome to our Spring. 
This way let his curling Heads 
Fall into our new-made Beds. © 
This way let his wanton Spawns 
Fist, and glide it oer the Lawns, 
This way Profit cames, and Gain: 
' How he tumbles bere amain ? 
How his Waters haſte to fall 
Into our Channels? Labour all 
And let bim in: Let Nilus flow, 
And perpetual Plenty ſbous. 
With Incenſe let us bleſs the Rrim, 
And as the wanton biſhes ſwim, 
Let us Gums and Garlands fling, 
And loud our Timbrels ring. 
Come, old Father, come away, 
Our Labour is our Holy-day. 


Ifis. Here comes the aged River now 
With Garlands of great Pearl, his Brow 
Begirt and rounded : In his Flow, 

All things take life ; and all things grow. 
A thouſand wealthy Treaſures till, 
S 0 4 3 Service at 2 Will, ? 

ollow his rifing Flood, (59) and pour 

Perpetual Bleſings on our Shore. 


(59) — 24 four id t | 
Perpetual Bleſſings in our Stole. ] . e. A thouſand Treaſure: 

. pour perpetual Bleſſings in our Store. Such Stiffneſs and ſuch Tauto- 

logy are very unlike our Poets general Stile, apd very unworthy to 

make part of this beautiſul Maſque. As the Change of two Letters 


gives an eaſy and poetical Senſe,” I have-ventur'd to inſert my Con- 
jecture into the Text. yi $4904 


Hear 


4] 


0 


The Falſe One. 135 
Aber bigs 1 nd none then advance," © 
His ſacred Heads to tread a Dance, 


In honour of my Royal Gueſt : 
Mark them too; and yon ve u Feaſt. 


Cle. A little Droſs betray me? 
Ceſ. I am aſham'd I warr'd at home, my Friends, 
When ſuch Wealth may be got abroad: What Honour, 
Nay everlaſting Glory had Rome purchas'd, 

Fad ſhe a juſt Cauſe but to viſit pt? 


Nilus 8 ON G, and Dance. 


Make room for my rich Waters fall, 
And bleſs my Flood, 
Nilus comes flowing, to you all 
Increaſe and Pee? 
Now the Plants and Flow'rs Hall ſpring, 
And the merry Ploug hman fing. 
In my hidden Wavy I bring, 
Bread, and Wine, and every thing. 
Let the Damſels ſing me in: 
Sing aloud that I may riſe : 
Your holy Feaſts and Hours begin, 
And each Hand bring a Sacrifice. 
Now my wanton Pearls I ſhow, 
That to Ladies fair Necks grow. 
| Now my Gold 
And Treaſures that can ne*et be told, 
. Shall bleſs this Land, by my rich Flow, 
And after this, to crown your Eyes, 
My hidden holy Head ariſe. 


Cæſ. The Wonder of this Wealth lo troubles me, 
I am not well: Good-night. 

Sce, I'm glad ye have it: 
Now we-ſhall ſtir again. 

(60) Dol. Thou Wealth, till haunt im. 


(60) Ptol. You Wealth, Hill haunt him.) This ſhould ſeem to be. 
long to one of Cæſar's Captains, being a Continuation of Scewa's 
Wiſh, that the Love of Wealth might make him, ſeize Ptolomy's 
Riches, and fo occaſion a new War, I have therefore given it to 
"NE as the neareſt in the Trace of the Letters to Pol, 


EL 4 See. 
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Sce. A greedy Spirit ſet thee on: We're happy. 
Ptol. Lights, lights for Cz/ar, and Attendance. 
Cle. Well, | 3 | 


1 ſhall yet find a time to tell thee, Cæſar, 


(61) Thou'ſt wrong'd her Love; the reſt here. 
Ptol. Lights along ſtill: 


Muſick, and Sacrifice to ſleep for Cæſar. - [Exeunt, | 


** 


AC TV... 5:0 NK I. 
* Enter Ptolomy, Photinus, Achillas, and Achoreus. 


— 5 


Acbo. J Told ye carefully, what this wou'd prove to, 
- What this ineſtimable Wealth and Glory 

Wou'd draw upon ye: I advis'd your Majeſty 

Never to tempt a Conquering Gueſt, nor add 

A Bait, to catch a Mind, bent by his Trade 

To make the whole World his. 

* Pho, I was not heard, Sir: 

Or what I ſaid, loſt, and contemn'd : I dare fay, 

And freſhly now, twas a poor weakneſs in ye, 


A glorious Childiſhneſs: I watch'd his Eye, 
And ſaw how Faulcon-like it towr'd, and flew 


Upon the wealthy Quarry : How round it mark'd it: 
I obſerv*d his Words, and to what it tended ;' 


Hou greedily he ask*d from whence it came, 


And what Commerce we held for ſuch abundance : 


The ſhew of Nis, how he labour'd at, 


To find the ſecret Ways the Song deliver'd. 

Achbo. He never ſmil'd, I noted, at the Pleaſures, 
But fixt his conſtant Eyes upon the Treaſure ; 
1 do not think his Ears had ſo much leiſure, 


(61) Te wrong'd her Lowe; the reſt here.] The Meaning of 


the laſt Sentence may be; The- ref of what I intend to do and ſay, 
I keep to myſelf till aà fit Opportunity. But Mr. Sympſon conjectures 
the Words to have been a Stage Direction, which I think not impro- 
bable z for the Meaſure is more perfe& without them, and they may 
hgnify, either, Let the reft of the Attendance be here ready, or that 
the Kft or Pauſe was here, it being the End of the third * 

| 2 | ter 
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After the Wealth appear'd, to hear the Muſick Z' © 
Moſt ſure he has not flept ſince, (62) his Mind's Troubles 
With Objects they wou'd make their own ſtil] labour. 
Pho, Your Siſter he ne'er gaz d on; that's a main Note: 
Tb' prime Beauty of the World had no power over him. 
Acho. Where was his Mind the whilſt ? . 
Pho, Where was your carefulneſs, 
To ſhew an armed Thief the way to rob ye? 
Nay, wou'd you give him this, it will excite him 
To ſeek the reſt. (63) Ambition feels no Gift, | 
Nor knows no Bounds ; indeed y* have done moſt weakly. 
Ptol. Can I be too kind to my noble Friends? 
Pho. To be unkind unto your noble ſelf, but favours 
Of Indiſcretion, and your Friend has found it. © os 
Had ye been train'd up in the Wants and Miſeries 
A Soldier marches through, and known his Temperance 
In offer*d Courteſies, you wou'd have made Be > 
A wiſer Maſter of your own, and ſtronger. 175 
Ptel. Why, ſhou'd I give him all, he wou'd return it: 
Tis more to him, to make Kings. e 1 
Pbo. Pray be wiſer, 8 0 A | | 
And truſt not with your loſt Wealth, your lov'd Liberty; | 
To be a King {till at your own Diſcretion, ne 
Is like a King; to be at his, a Vaſſal. 
Now take good Counſel, or no more take to e 
The freedom of a Prince. | 7 4 


Acbil. Twill be too late elſe: 


his Mind's troubled | E. 

With Objeas they wou'd make their own ſtill labour. ] The Re- 
lative they wants an Antecedent here, which I hope I have reſtored, 
by reading Troubles inſtead of troubled. SM 


(63) —— Ambition feels no Gift, 
or knows no Bounds ; -— | 
any thing it has 


(62) 


7. e. Ambition does not look on 
wer to ſeize, as a Gift from the Owner ; no Pre- 


| ſent you can make Cæſar will affect him with Gratitude : His Sword 
of Þ the Arbitrator of Right and Wrong, and he acknowledges no other J 
ſay, Law. Ceſar himſelf (as Cicero obſerves in his Offices) ſeems to have . 
res acknowledged this, by frequently repeating a Sentence of Euripides, 
pro- which Cicero thus renders; Nam fi violandum eff Jus, regnandi gra- 
nay 11a violandum eft : aliis rebus pietatem colas. Mr. .Theobald, either 
that not ſeeing, or di approving this Interpretation, would read, 
fe - Anbition feels no Girth. | 
ter 


For 


—— — 
% 


Who wou'd regard it? 


A noble one, to take your Life too from ye : 


Burns hot within me. 


” — a 
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For, ſince the Maſque, he ſent three of his ns 
Ambitious as bimlelt, to view . . 
The Glory of your Wealth. 
Pho. The next himſelf comes, 
Not ſtaying for your Courteſie, and takes it. 
Ptol. What Counſel, my Achoreus ? 
Acbo. I'll go pray, Sir, 


For that's beſt Counſel now, the Gods may help ye. 


25 
Pho. 1 found ye out a way but *twas not credited, x 
A moſt ſecure way: Whither. will ye fly now? 
Achil. For when your Wealth 1 is gone, your Pow r muſt | 
tollow. 
Pho. And that diminiſht alſo, what” s your Life worth? 


Ptol. You fay true, 

Acbil. What Eye 
Will look upon King Piolomy? If they do walks, 
T muſt be in {corn : For a poor King's a Monſter 3 
W har Ear remember ye? *twill be then a Courteſy, 


But if reſery'd, you ſtand to fill a Victory; 
As who knows Conquerors Minds ? though outwardly 
They bear fair Streams, O Sir, does this not ſhake ye? 
If to 75 honey d on to theſe Afflictions 

Ptol. I never will: I was a Fool. 

Pho. For then, Sir, 
Your Country's Cauſe falls with ye too, and fetter'd : 
All AÆgypt ſhall be plough'd up with diſhonour. 

Ptol. No more: I'm ſenſible : And now x Pk 


Acbil. Keep it warm and fiery. 
Pho. And haft be counſell'd. 
Pol. I will, though I periſh. 


Pͤ'bo. Go in: Well tell you all : And then we'll execute. of 


LO ls, 


SCENE ff » 


© W 


al. 
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SC BN E N 
| Enter Cleopatra, Arſinoe, and Eros. 
Arſ. You're ſo impatient. 


5 Cle. Have I not cauſe? 


Women of common Beauties, and low Births, _ 
When they are ſlighted, are allow'd their Angers; 
Why ſhould not 1, a Princeſs, make him know 
The baſeneſs of his Uſage ?. 4 

Arſ. Yes, tis fit: | 
But then again you know what Man. 

Cle, He's no Man: Fas 
The Shadow of a Greatneſs hangs upon him, 


53 2 


And not the Virtue: He is no Conqueror, 


Has ſuffer*d under the baſe droſs of Nature: 
Poorly deliver'd up his Pow'r to Wealth; 
The God of bed-rid Men, taught his Eyes Treaſon ; 
Againſt the truth of Love he's rais'd Rebellion : 
Defy'd his holy Flames. 
Eros. He will fall back again, 
And ſatisfy your Grace. 

Cle. Had I been old, | 
Or blaſted in my Bud, he might have ſhew'd 
Some ſhadow of diſlike : But, to prefer 
(64) The Luſtre of a little Art, A4r/ince, | | 
And the poor Glow-worm light of ſome faint Jewels, 

Es Before 

(64) The Luftre of @ little Art.] Art here is certainly Senſe, as 
both Jewels and Gold receive their Luſtre from the Poliſh and Re- - 
finement of Art; but Mr. Symp/oz thinks we ſhould read Dirt, as they 
are before call'd the baſe Droſs of Nature. And again, I had Traſh 
enough. The Conjecture therefore is certainly a happy one, it has more 
of the poetick Spirit than the old Text. When we ſpeak in contempt 
of any thing, we generally reſolve it into its firſt Principles: Thus, Man 
is Duſt and Aſhes, and the Food we eat, the Dung, by which firſt our 
vegetable and from thence our animal Food is nouriſh'd. This Sen- 
timent hae, in Shakeſpear's Antony and Cleopatra, eſcaped the Obſer- 
vation of two that deſervedly bear the firſt Names in Criticiſm, 


Sir Thomas Hanmer, and Mr. Warburton, Cleopatra finding ſhe can 
no longer riot in the Pleaſures of Life, with the uſual Workings of a 


diſappointed 
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Before the life of Love, and ſoul of Beauty, 

Oh how it vexes me: He is no Soldier, © 

All honourable Soldiers are Love's Servants ; 

He 1s a Merchant, a meer wandring Merchant, 

Servile to gain: He trades for poor Commodities, 
And makes his Conqueſts, Thefts; ſome fortunate Captains 


That quarter with him, and are truly valiant, 


Have flung the Name of happy Cz/ar on him, 


Himſelf n&er won it: He's ſo baſe and covetous, 
He'll {ell his Sword for Gold. | | 
Arſ. This is too bitter. x 


diſappointed Pride, pretends a Diſguſt to them, and thus ſpeaks in 


Praiſe of Suicide. Antony and Cleopatra, Act V. Scene II. 
and it is great 


To de that thing that end. all «ther Deeds ; 
| Which ſhackles Accidents, and bolts up Change; 
Which ſleeps and never palates more the Dung, 


The Beggar's Nurſe and Cziar's. | | 


From the Obſervation above, nothing? can be clearer than this 
Paſſage; both the Beggar and Cæſar are fed and nurſed by the Dung 
of the Earth ; and in this Senſe it always appeared to me, before the 
following Demonſtration of it occurr'd, In the firſt Scene of the ſame 
Play Antony ſays, © a | 


Kingdoms are Clay; our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaft as Man. 


Mr. Warburton happening to overlook this makes the Action of Sui- 
cide the Beggar's Nurſe and Cz/ar's, by ſuppoſing a whole Line oſt, 
and reading Dugg inſtead of Dung. He therefore forms a Line, and 
reads the whole thus; ES | 
and it is great 
Jo ds that thing which ends all other Deeds; © 
Which ſhackles Accidents and bolts up Change 
{-Lulls wearied Nature to a ſoft Repoſe,] 
( bich ſleeps, and newer palates more the Dugg) 
he Beggar's Nurſe and Cæſar's. | | 


Sir Thomas Hanmer, who accepted Mr. Warbuyton's Conjecture in 
part, does not ſeem to admit Suicide to be the Nurſe ſpoke of, but 
reads, 8 

Which makes us Heep, nor palate more the Dugg 

O'th' Beggar's Nurſe and Cæſar 3. 
Here the Nur/e muſt be the Earth, whoſe Dugg both Cz/ar and the 
Beggar are ſaid to palate, But this, tho' near the true Senſe, ö 
extremely forced. The Miſtakes of ſuch great Men ſhould not elevate 
but humble us petty. Criticks, ; 0 
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Cle. Oh I could curſe myſelf, that was ſo fooliſn, 
80 fondly Childiſh to believe his Tongue, | 
His promiſing Tongue, ere I cou'd catch his Temper : 
I'd traſh enough t' have cloy'd his Eyes withal, 
His covetous Eyes; ſuch as I ſcorn to tread on: 
Richer than e'er he ſaw yet, and more tempting | '* 
Had I known h' had ſtoop'd at that, I'd ſav'd mine 
+ Honour, — - ps 
| had been happy ſtill : But let him take it, 
And let him brag how poorly I am rewarded : ng 
Let him go conquer ſtill weak wretched Ladies: 
(65) Love has his angry Quiver too, his deadly, 
And when he finds ſcorn, arms him at the ſtrongeſt : 
I am a Fool to fret thus for a Fool, 75 
An old blind Fool too? I loſe my Health: I will not, 
I will not cry; I will not honour him, | 
With Tears diviner than the Gods he worſhips : 
I will not take the pains to curſe a poor thing. 

(66) Eros. Doe not: You ſhall not need. 

Cle. Would I were Priſoner ..  . 
To one I hate, that I might anger him; 
I will love any Man, to break the Heart of him, 
Any that has the Heart and W1ll to kill him 

Arſ. Take ſome fair Truce. 5 

Cle. I will go ſtudy Miſchief, e 
And put a Look on, arm'd with all my Cunnings, 
Shall meet him like a Baſilisk, and ſtrike him: 
Love put deſtroying Flames into mine Eyes, 
Into my Smiles, deceits, that I may torture him, _ 
That I may make him love to Death, and laugh at him. 


(65) Lowe has his angry Quiwer too, his deadly, | 

And when he finds ſcorn, arm'd at the firongeft :) The ſecond 
Line is undoubtedly hurt both in Senſe and Meaſure: 'T'wo ways of 
curing it hath occurr'd, and I have receiv'd a third from Mr. Symp/on. 
Either — arms him at the flronge/t, or — aims it at the ſtrongeſt; 
or with Mr. Symp/on, — aims at it the firongeſfl. The two laſt put 
the Quiver for the Arrow, and therefore I have preſerr'd the firſt. . 

(66) Eros. Die not: ] Both Mr. Symp/en and 1 had read cry here, 
but I dare ſay he will join in readily giving it up, fince the ſecond 


Folio and Mr. Theobald read Doe not, which is equally Senſe, and 
nearer the Trace of the Letters, * 
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Emer A pllodorus, 


 Apol. Ceſar commends his Service to your Grace 

Cle. His Service? what's his Service ? | 
Eros. Pray ye be patient, 
The noble Ceſar loves ſtil. 

Cle. What's his Will? n 

Apol. He craves acceſs unto your Highneſs. 

Cle. No; 
Say no, I will have none to trotbk me. 

Arſ; Good Siſter: 

Cle. None, I fay ; I will be private. | 
Would thou hadſt flung me into Nilas, Keeper, 
When firſt thou gav ſt confent, to bring my 9 
To this unthankful Cæſar. | 

Apol. * Twas your Will, Madam, 
Nay more, your Charge upon me, as I honour'd Je; ; 
You know what Danger I endur'd. 

Cle. Take this, | [Giving a Feud 
And carry it to that Lordly Cæſar ſent thee : 


There's a new Love, a handſome one, a rich one, 


(67) One that will hug his Mind ; bid him make Lope 
| to it: 
Tell the en, Broker, this will ſuffer — 


(67) One that will hag his Mind; —— ] Tt might perhaps be 
clearer if we read, One that his Mind <vill bug; —— but the Senſe 
is much the ſame. Here the Character of the Majefick Whore ſnine: 
forth in full LEW ;.and as the Prologue ſays; 


her great Mind is 
E Way" to th height. 


There is, as was obſerv'd, more of the Dignity of the Queen than 
Shake ug has given to any Part of his C/zopatra ; but the working 
up of her Paſſions, the Strength and Vigour of the Sentiments, and 
the noble Strain of Metaphors that every where enrich the Stile, 
have all ſo much of Shakeſpear's Genius, that were it a Fragment, [ 
_ verily believe the beſt Criticks might be puzzled to diſtinguiſh it from, 

his Hand, and even from his beſt Manner, If the Reader does not 
agree with me, I beg the Favour of his giving it a ſecond Reading, 
and if not then, a third and fourth. 
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oy . Cefar. 

Apol. He enters, 

Cle, How ? - 

Cæſ. I do not uſe to wait, Lady's 85 5 | 
Where J am, all the Doors are free PER open, 

Cle. 1 gueſs fo by your rudeneſs. 

Cæſ. Ye are not angry? 
Things of your tender Mold ſhould be moſt gentle : 
Why do you frown ? good Gods, what a ſet-anger 
Have you, forc'd into your Face? Come, | muſt temper y e: 
What a coy Smile was there, and a diſdainful? 
How like an ominous flaſh it broke out from ye? 
Defend me, Love, Sweet, who has anger'd ye? 

Cle. She him a Glaſs; that falſe Face has SA me, 
(68) That baſe Heart wrong d me. 

Cæſ. Be more ſweetly angry 3 
Iwrong'd ye, Fair? 

Cle. Away with your foul Flatteries, | 
They are too groſs ; but that I dare be angry, 
A as great. 1 God as Cæſar is, 

o ſhew how y I reſpect his Memory, 
I would not e 16 . 

Czf. Pray ye undo this Riddle, 
And tell me aw Pve vex'd ye? 

Cle, Let me think firſt, 
Whether I may. put on a Patience 
That will with Honour ſuffer me; know, I hate ye, 
Let that begin the Story: Now I'll tell ye. 

Cæſ. But do it milder: In a noble Lady, 
Softneſs of Spirit, and a ſober Nature, 


That moves like Summer Winds, cool, and blows Sweet: 
Shews bleſſed like herſelf, 


(68) That baſe Heart wrought me.] This 8 made an imper- 


ſect Sentence, wrought me might ſignify; wwrought-me into this Paſſion. 
But as I am not aver fond of ſolving Di ifhculties, only by a Daſh, (which 
makes a ſort of univerſal. Salve for all Faults) I at firſt Reading ſuſ- 


1 it m Tee be wwrong'd me, before I law it confirm d 2 Cæſar's 
Wrong d. Deu, „ | 


| Ct. 
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Cle. And that great Bleſſedneſs | 
You firſt reap*d of me; *till you taught my Nature 
Like a rude Storm to talk aloud, and thunder, 
(69) Sleep was not gentler than my Soul, and ſtiller; 
You had the Spring of my Affections, | 
And my fair Fruits I gave you leave to taſte of; 
You muſt expect the Winter of mine Anger; 
You flung me off, before the Court diſgrac'd me, 
When in the Pride I appear'd of all my Beauty, 
Appear'd your Miſtreſs ; took into your Eyes 
The common Strumpet, Love of hated Lucre, 
Courted with covetous Heart the Slave of Nature, 
Gave all your Thoughts to Gold, that Men of Glory, 
And Minds adorn'd with noble Love, would kick at; 
Soldiers of royal Mark, ſcorn ſuch. baſe purchaſe: 


| Beauty and Honour are the Marks they ſhoot at : 


I ſpake t' ye then, I courted ye, and woo'd ye, 
Call'd ye dear Cz/ar, hung about ye tenderly, 
Was proud t'appear your Friend. r 
 Czf. You have miſtaken me. : 4 
Cie. But neither Eye, nor Favour, (70) not a Smile, 
Was 1 bleſs'd back withal, but ſhook off rudely ; 
And, as ye had been fold to ſordid Infamy, | 
You fell before the Images of Treaſure, 
And in your Soul you worſhjp'd; I ſtood ſlighted, 
Forgotten and contemn'd, my ſoft Embraces, _ 
And thoſe ſweet Kiſſes that you call'd Eh/um, 
As Letters writ in Sand, no more remembred ; 
The name and glory of your Cleopatra 
Laugh'd at, and made a ſtory to your Captains ; 
Shall I endure? _- 
Cæſ. You are deceiv'd in all this; 
Upon my Life you are, 'tis your much Tenderneſs. 
Cle. No, no; I love not that way, you are cozen'd; 


(69) Sleep was not gentler to my Soul, and fliller ; ] The judicious 
Corrector of this Play, in the ſecond Folio, had prevented me in the 
Emendation here ; and it is extremely evident as ſoon as attended to. 

not a Smile, 1 


(70) 
Was I Ble/s'd back, but ſhook off rudely ; ] Here both the Senle 
and Verſe are left imperfe& by an accidental Omiſſion. ; p 
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1 love with as much Ambition as a Conqueror, | | 


And where I love, will criumph. 

Cæſ. So you ſhall; _ 

My Heart ſhall be the Chariot that ſhall bear ye, 
All I have won ſhall wait on ye. By the Gods, 
The bravery of this Woman's Mind has fir d me? 
Dear Miſtreſs, ſhall I but this N | 

Cle. How, Ceſar YR | 
Have I let lip a ſecond 1 
That gives thee Hope ? 

Cæſ. You ſhall be abſolute, 

And reign alone as Qyeen ; you ſhall be any thing, 

Cle. Make me a Maid again, and then I'll hear thee; 
Examine all thy Art of War to do that, 3 
And if thou find'ſt it poſſible, III love thee; 

Till then, farewel, unthankful. 

Ceſ. Stay. 

Cle. I will not. 

Cæſ. I command. 

ck. Command, and go without, Sir: 
do command thee be my Slave for ever, 

And vex while I laugh at thee; 

Cæſ. Thus low, Beauty ? . 

Cle. It is too late; when I have found thee bile; | 
The Man that Fame reports thee, and to me, | 
May be I ſhall think better. Farewel, Conqueror. [ Exif, 

Cæſ. She mocks me too; I will enjoy her Beauty, | 
I will not be deny'd, I'll force my longing. 

Love is beſt pleag'd, when roundly we corhpel him, 
And as he is imperious, ſo will I be. 

Stay Fool, and be advis'd ; that dulls the N . 
Takes off the ſtrength and ſweetneſs of, Delight. ; 
By Heav'n ſhe is a Miracle, I muſt uſe 

A handſome way to win: How now? what fear 
Dwells in your Faces ? You look all diſtra&ed. 


Enter Seeva, Antony, and Dolabella. 


Sce. If it be fear, tis fear of your undoing, 
Not of ourſelves; fear of your poor declining; 
Our Lives * Deaths are equal Benefits 
Vo I. IV. : And 
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And we make louder Prayers to die nobly, here, 
Than to live high and wantonly: Whilſt you're ſecure 
And offer Hecatombs of lazy Kiſſes 
To the lewd God of Love and Cowardice, 
And molt laſciviouſly die in Delights, 
You are begirt with the fierce Alexandrians. 
Dol. The Spawn of Agybt flow about your Palace, 
Arm'd all, and ready to Aſſault, hs OE ON 
Ant. Led on a Is 
By th' falſe and baſe Photinus and his Miniſters ;: 
No ſtirring out, no peeping through a loop-hole, 
But ſtraight ſaluted with an armed Dart. | 
Sce No Parley, (71) they are deaf to all but Anger; 
They ſwear they'll flea us, and then dry our Quarters ; - 
A raſher of a ſalt Lover, is ſuch a Shoeing- horn; 
Can you kiſs away this Conſpiracy, and ſet us free? 
Or will the Giant God of Love fight for ye? 
Will his fierce War-like Bow kill a Cock-ſparrow ? 
Bring out the Lady, ſhe can quel this Mutiny, _ 
And with her powerful Looks ftrike awe into them; 
She can deſtroy, and build again the City : 
Your Goddeſſes have mighty gifts; ſhew em her fair 
Brealts, ſe | 
Th' impregnable Bulwarks of proud Love, and let *em 
Begin their Battery there, ſhe will laugh at em; 
They're not above a hundred thouſand, Sir, 
A miſt, a miſt, that when her Eyes break out, 
Her powerful radiant Eyes, and ſhake their flaſhes, 
Will flie before their heats. 
Czſ. Begirt with Villains? 
Sce. They come to play you and your Love a Hunts-up, 
You were told what this ſame whoreſon Wenching long 
| ago would come to : | | 
You are taken napping now ; has not a Soldier 
A time to kiſs his Friend, and a time to conſider, 
But he muſt lie ſtill digging like a Pioneer, | | 
Making of Mines, and burying of his Honour there? | 
*T were good you'd think 5 
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Dol. And time too, or you'll renn 
A harder task, than courting a coy Beauty. - 
Ant. Look out, and then believe. 
Sce. No, no, hang Danger; 
Take me provoking Broth, and then go to her z 
Go to your Love, and let her feel your Valour, 
Charge her whole Body ; when the Sword's in your 
Throat, Sir, 


on hs cry, Ceſar, and ſee if that will help ye. 5 


J Ill be m 1 again, and meet their Furies, 
uy 25 ca their Miſchiefs: Make Try. ſs 
ce, 
T' recover th' Fleet, and ag me up two Legions, 
And you ſhall ſee me, how I — like Thunder 
Amongſt theſe Beds of ſlimy Eels, and ſcatter em. 
Sce. 7 ye ſpeak Senſe, (72) Il put my Lan to the 
azar | 
Before I go, no more of this warm Ladys 
She'll ſpoil your Sword-hand. 
Cæſ. Go. Come, let's to Counſel 


How to prevent, and then to execute. [Excymt. 
'$ Cc N 
Enter Soldiers. 


I 9 (73) Did ye ſee this Penitence ? 

2 Sol. Yes, I ſaw, and heard it. 

3 Sol. And I too, look'd upon him, and dat Fat 
He's the ſtrangeſt Septimius X ; 

1 Sol. I heard he was alter' d, 


And had given away his Gol to honeſt Uſes, 
Cry'd monſtrouſl y. 


(73) — my Life to the 1 0 


Before I go. No more of this warm Lady.) Mr. Sympſon con- 
curr'd with me li correcting the groſs Miſtakes of the Points here : 
But the ſecond Folio had prevented us both. 


(73) Did ye ſee this Penitence®] Mr. Sympſon old rad bis 
1 5 but ſurely Penitence in the Abitract is much more 


K 4 | 2 Sol. 


148 The Falſe One. 


2 Sol. Hecries abundantly ; 
He's blind almoſt with Weeping. 
3 Sol, Tis moſt wonderful, : 
That a hard-hearted Man, and an old Soldier, dy'd 
Should have ſo much kind Moiſture z when his Mother 
He laugh'd aloud, and made the wicked'ſt Ballads 
1 Sol. *Tis like enough, he never lov'd his Parents; 
Nor can I blame him, for they ne'er lov'd him. 
His Mother dream'd before ſhe was delwer*d, - 
That ſhe was brought abed with a Buzzard, and ever aſter 
She whiſtled him up to th* World; his brave Clothes too 
He'as flung away, and goes like one of us now; 
Walks with his Hands in's Pockets, poor and forrowful, 
And gives the beſt Inſtructions 
2 Col. And tells Stories 
Of honeſt and good People that were honour'd, 
And how they were remembred; and runs mad, 
If he but hear of an ungrateful Perſon, 
A bloody or betraying Man 
3 Sol. If it be Sefer | 
That an Arch-Villain may &er be recover'd, 
This Penitent Raſcal will put hard; twere worth our 
labour 
To ſee him once agaip. 


Enter. Septimius. 


1 (Gl He ſpares that labour, 
For here he comes : 
Sep. Bleſs ye my honeſt Friends, 
Bleſs ye from baſe unworthy Men ; come not near me, 
For I am yet too taking for your Company. 
1 Sol. Did I not tell ye? 
2 Sol. What Book's that? 
1 Fol. No doubt, 
Some excellent Salve for a fore Heart: Are you - 
Septimins, that baſe Knave that betray'd Pomp 
Sep. I was, and am; unleſs your honeſt Longe 
Will look upon my Penitence, and ſave me, 
1 muſt be ever Villain: O good Soldiers, 
You that have Roman Hearts, take heed of — ; 
- "Fl 
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Take heed of Blood; take heed of foul Ingratitude; 
The Gods have ſcarce a Mercy for thoſe Miſchiets : 
Take heed of Pride, twas that that brought me to it. 
2 Sol. This Fellow *d make a rare Speech at the Gallows. 
3 Sol. 'Tis very fit h' were hang'd to edify us. 
Sep. Let all your Thoughts be humble and obedient, 
Love your Commanders, honour them that feed ye: 
Pray that ye may be ſtrong in Honeſty | 
As in the uſe of Arms : Labour, and diligently, 
(74) To keep your Hearts from Eaſe, and her baſe Iſſues 
Pride and ambitious W antohneſs, thoſe ſpoil'd me: 
Rather loſe all your Limbs, than the leaſt Honeſty, - 
You're never lame indeed, ill loſs of Credit | 
Benumb ye through ; Scars, and thoſe Maims of Honour 


Are memorable Crutches, that ſhall bear, 


When you are dead, your noble Names 4 Eternity. 
1 Sol. I ery. © + 


2 Sal. And fo do J. | 
3 Sol, An excellent Villain, 
1 Sol. A more ſweet pious Knave, I never heard yet. 
— 2 Sol. He was happy he was a Raſcal, to come to this. 


Enter Achoreus, 


Who's this, a Prieſt ? AY 
Sep. O ſtay, moſt holy Sir! 
And by the Gods of An I conjure ye, 


* 


I, and great Oſiris, pity me, 
- Pity a loaden Man, and tell me truly 


With what moſt humble Sacrifice-F may 
Waſh off my Sin, and appeaſe the Powers that hate me: 
Take from my Heart hoſe thouſand thouſand Furies, 
That reſtleſs gnaw my Life, and fave me; 
Oreſtes bloody Hands fell . on his Mother, 
Yet at the holy Altar he was pardon'd. 

Acho, Oreſtes out of madneſs did his Murder, 


(74) To keep your Hearts from Baſe, and her ba ſe Mues: 
Pride and ambitious Wantanneſs, thoſe ſpoil'd me :) Pride and 
ambitious Wantonneſs are the baſe I ſſues of als, which Sentiment is 
loſt in this Pointing. But the ſecond Folio has again prevented me in 


the Correction. 
| K 3 5 And 
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And therefore he found Grace; thou, worſt of all Men, | 
Out of. cold Blood, and hope of Gain, baſe lucre, 
Slew'ſt thine own Feeder 3 1 — not near the Altar, 
Nor with thy reeking Hands pollute the Sacrifice 8 

Thou' rt mark'd for Shame — TE e 

Sep. Look all on me, 1 1334 

And let me be a Story left to Time | 

Of Blood and Infamy, how baſe and ugly 

Ingratitude appears 0 all her Profits, 

Ho monſtrous my hop'd Grace at Court. Good Soldiers, 

Let neither Flattery, nor the witching Sound 

Of high and ſoft Preferment, touch your Goodneſs: _ 

T” be valiant, old, and honeſt, O what blefſedneſs—— 

1 Sql. Doſt thou want any thing? p 
Sep. Nothing but your Prayers. 
2 Hol. Be thus, and let the blind Prieſt do his worſt, 

We've Gods as well as they, and they will hear us. 


3 Sol. Come, cry no more: Thou'ſt wept out twenty 
| Pompeys. 


Ener Photinus, and Achillas. 


Pho. So Penitent ? 
Achil. It ſeems fo: 
Pho. Yet for all this 
We muſt employ him. 
1 Sol. Theſe are the armed Soldier-leaders : 
Away ; and let's to th* Fort, we ſhall be ſnapt elſe, 
[ Exeunt, 
Pho. How now ? Why thus? What cauſe £08 this de- 
jection? 
Achil, Why doſt thou weep ? 
Sep. Pray leave me, you have ruin'd me, 
You've made me a famous Villain. 
Pho. Does that touch thee ? | 
Achil. He will be hard to win: He feels his lewdnels. 
Pho. He muſt be won, or we ſhall want our right Hand. 
This Fellow dares, and knows, and muſt be heartned. 
Art thou ſo poor to blench at what thou haſt done? 
Is Conſcience a Comrade for an old Soldier? 
Achil, It is not that: It may be ſome Diſgrace Ys 
4 


Dr w- 
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That he takes heavily, and would be cheriſh'd; _ 
Septimius ever ſcorn'd to ſhew, ſuch Weakneſs. 
Sep. Let me alone; I am not for your purpoſe, - 
Pm now a'new Man. 8 | : 
Pho. We have new Affairs for thee, 
Thoſe that would raiſe thy Head. 
Sep. I would *twere off, JD 55 
And in your Bellies, for the Love you bear me. 
I'll be no more Knave; I have Stings enough 
Already in my Breaſt. 1 
Pho. Thou ſhalt be Noble; 8 
And who dares think then that thou art not honeſt? 
Achil. Thou ſhalt command in Chief all our ſtrong 
Forces; | Y 
And if thou ſery'ſt an uſe, muſt not all juſtifie it? 
Sep. Pm Rogue enough, | Bok 
Pho. Thou wilt be more, and baſer ; 
(75) A poor Rogue's all Rogues; open to all Shames 3 
Nothing to ſhadow him: Doſt thou think crying 
Can keep thee from the cenſure of the Multitude? 
Or to be kneeling at the Altar fave thee ? 5 
'Tis poor and ſervile: Wert thou thine own Sacrifice 
'Twould ſeem ſo low, People would ſpit the fire out. 
Achil, Keep thyſelf glorious ſtill, though neꝰer ſo ſtain'd, 
And that will leſſen it, if not work it out. 9 
To go complaining thus, and thus repenting 
Like a poor Girl that had betray'd her Maiden-head— 
Sep. VII ſtop mine Ears. | 
Achil. Will ſhew ſo in a Soldier, 
So ſimply, ſo ridiculouſly, fo tamely—— _ _, 
Pho, If People would believe thee,*twere ſome Honeſty, 
And for thy Penitence would not laugh at thee, 
As ſure they will, and beat thee, for thy Poverty: 
If they'd allow thy Foolery, there were ſome hope. 
Sep, My Foolery ? | | 
. (75) A poor Rogue is all Regues; open to all Sbames :] Mr. Wee 
bald offers a Change here that I can by no means admit, tho he bas 
added the initial Letters of his Name to it, He would read, 
A pbor Rogue is a Rogue, open to all ſhames; _ | 
This is ſurely very flat in compariſon of the old Text, which with 
the true Sentiments of Villany aſcribes all the Baſeneſs of Roguery to 
it Poverty, and that a poor Rogue is all Rogues in one. 
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Pho. Nay more than that, thy en, 
Thy monſtrous Miſery. 
chil He begins to hearken ; 
Thy Miſery fo great, Men will not bury thee. 
Sep. That this were true! | 
Pho. Why does this conquering Ceſar [Troubles 
Labour through the World's deep Seas of Toils 0 
Dangers, and deſperate Hopes? To repent afterwards ? 
Why does he ſlaughter thouſands in a Battle, 
And whip his Country with the Sword? To cry for't? 
Thou kilPdſt great Pompey : He'll kill all his Kindred, 
And juſtifie it; nay raiſe up Trophies to it: | 
When thou hear'ſt him repent, (he's held moſt holy too) 
And cry for doing daily bloody Murders, 
Take thou Example, and go ask Forgiveneſs, 
Call up the thing thou nam'ſt thy Conſcience, 
An let it work ; then *twill ſeem well, Septimins, 
Sep. He does all this. 
Achil. Yes, and is honour'd for it; 
Nay call'd the honourd Cæſar, ſo may'ſt thou be; 
T _ wert born as near a Crown as he, 
Sep. He was poor, 
Pho. And deſperate bloody tricks got him this credit, 
Sep. J am afraid you will once more 
Pho. Help to raiſe thee : 
Off with thy pining Black, it dulls a Soldier, 
And put on Reſolution like a Man, 
A noble Fate waits on thee, 
Sep. I now feel 
Myſelf returning Raſcal Gat, 
O that I' had the Power 
Achil, Thou ſhalt have all: 
And do all through thy Power, Men ſhall admire thee, - 
And th' Vices of Septimius ſhall turn Virtues. 
Sep. (76 )Off, off: Thou Muſt ; off, c off wy Con ge 
uling 


650 Of, of, thou muſt off; of my Convardice,) The Change of 
the Points here, and turning the auxiliary Verb into a Sabltantive, 
ves ſo much Spirit and Dignity to the flat Part of this Line, and is 
a ey in the Stile and Manner of our Poets, 7 tho' I muſt * 


uling Repentance off. N OT \ 
: Phe Now thou ſpeak'ſt nobl yx. 1 
Sep. Off my dejected Looks, and welcome Impudence; 
My daring ſhall be Deity, to ſave me: 
Give-me Inſtructions, and put Action on me: 
A glorious Cauſe upon my Sword's point, Gentlemen, 
And let my Wit and Valour work: You'll raiſe me, 
And make me out-dare all my Miſeries ? 
Pho. All this, and all thy Wiſhes. 
* Sep. Uſe me then, | 5 
Womaniſh Fear farewel, I'll never melt more, | 
(77) Lead on, to ſome great thing, to weal my Spirit: 
cut the Cedar Pompey, and Pll fell | 
This huge Oak Cæſar too. 
Pho, Now thou ſing'ſt ſweetly, 


I could not entirely gain the Aﬀent of ſome ingenious Friends whom 
[ have ſhow'd it to, yetT had no doubt of its being the true Reading, 
before the following Confirmation of it occurr d. Act III. Scene H. 
Septimius ſays ; 447 

Theſe Cloaths ſmell muſtily. 


This was ſpoke ironically when he was in Fibrich Dreſs but after- 
wards he cloath'd himſelf in pining Black, in a real poor nu Habit, 


which he now again flings off; and as was juſt before obſerv'd, Mas, 


for muſty Cloaths; the Abſtract for the Concrete is one of the Beauties 
of Pcetry. N : * 


* 


(77) Lead on, to ſome great thing, to weal my Spirit: 
5 J cut the Cedar Pompey, and P11 fell 1 
This huge Oak Cæſar too.] To weal ſignifies to render well 
or healthy, and therefore ſeems a ſtronger Word than heal, which 
both Mr Theobald and Mr. Sympſon would ſubſtitute inſlead of it: As 
weal is not very common in this Senſe, I at: firſt Reading heſitated 
upon it, and thought that fee/ my Spirit might be the true Reading, 
as it is a more metaphorical Phraſe, and common to our Authors. 
Thus, in the ſecond Scene of the next Act, the ſame Septimius ſays ; 
———  Czfar, Ptolomy, - 
Now I gm ſtęel'd, are to me empty Names. | 


But, upon the whole, I ſee no Reaſon for any Change. The two Me- 


taphors in the next Line may vie with the very nobleſt of all that have 
been ever ſtruck out by either Greek, Latin, or Engliſh Poet. The 
Majeſty, Dignity and Magnificence of Pompey by the Cedar, and the 
Strength, Vigour, and warlike Robuſtneſs of Cæſar, are as nobly ex- 
prels'd ty the Oak; nor is the Choice of the Verbs that accompan 
them leis admirable. There is more Poetry in this Line and a hal 


jhan in whole Scenes of Cornejtle's Pompey. ; 


And 
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And Ptolomy ſhall Crown thee for thy Service. 
Achil. He's well wrought, (78) put him on apace fore 
cooling. | £23255.» 17:1 Mae 
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ACT. SS GN 1: M1; 
Enter Czfar, Antony, and Dolabella. 5 


Ant, HE Tumult ſtill increaſes, | 
* Cæſ. O my Fortune Sl 
My luttful Folly rather? but 'tis well, 
And worthily I am made a Bondman's Prey, 
That after all my glorious Victories, 
In which I paſs'd fo many Seas of Dangers ; 
When all the Elements conſpir'd againſt me, 
Would yield up the Dominion of this Head 
To any mortal Power; ſo blind and ſtupid, 
To truſt theſe baſe Egyptians, that proclaim*d 
Their Perjuries in noble Pompch's Death, 
And yet that could not warn me. 
Dol. Be ſtill Cæſar, 
Who ever lov'd to exerciſe his Fate 
Where Danger look'd moſt dreadful. 
Ant, If you fall, 
Fall not alone; let the King and his Siſter 
Be buried in your Ruins ; on my life 
They both are guilty ; Reaſon may aſſure you 
Photinus nor Achillas durſt attempt you, 
Or ſhake one, Dart, or Sword, aim'd at your Safety, 
Without their Warrant. | 
Cz/. For the young King, I know not 
How he may be miſled ; but for his Siſter | 
Unequal'd Cleopatra, *twere a kind ( 
Of Blaſphemy to doubt her; ugly Treaſon 
Durſt never dwell in ſuch a glorious Building, 


( 78) put him an apace for cooling] For cooling muſt mean i 
for fear of cooling, or elle it is not Senſe here: But as this ſeems ſtiff, 2 
I preſer ore cooling as the natural Ex preſſion. N 7 

. or 
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Nor can fo clear and great a Spirit bas u. te a 
Admit of Falſhood. . 

Ant. Let us ſeize on him then; 
And leave her to her Fortune. 

Dol. If he have Power _ 
Uk it to your Security, and let 
His Honeſty acquit him; (79) if he be BIG... 
It is too great an Honour he ſhould: die . 
By your victorious Hand. 4 

Cæſ. He comes, and I 


Shall do as I find cauſe. 


Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus 410 Apaliodors 


pull. Let not great Ceſar 
Impute the breach of Hoſpitality | 
To you, my Gueſt, to me; I am contemif'd, 
And my rebellious Subjects lift their Hands | 
Againſt my Head; and would they aim'd no farther, * 
Provided that I fell a Sacrifice 
To gain your ſafety: That this is not feign'd, 
The boldneſs of my Innocence may confirm you: 
Had I been privy to their bloody Plot, . 
I now had led them on, and given fair gloſs 
To their bad Cauſe, by being preſent Wah chem: 
But I, that yet taſte of the Puniſhment" 
In being falſe to Pompey, will not make 
A ſecond fault to Car uncompelẽd?ꝰ 
With ſuch as have not yet ſhook off Odegienee, . 
| yield myſelf to you, and will MPT 
In all your Dangers. 
Cæſ. This pleads your Excuſe, 1 
And I receive it. ! 
Acho, If they have any toneh 
Of Juſtice, or Regen): 1 will uſe 


(79) — 4 be ſaſe, Mir: Theobild ail Me; Heuser coneurr'd 
with me in bg: falſe for: ſafe; and we were all prevented by the 
ſecond Polio. — firſt Folio reads faſe, which the Oddavo in copy 
ing put the Word neateſt the Trace of the Lettets, without any re- 
gard to the Context. This is the uſual Caſt of Corrections made by | 
1ranſcribery and Setters of the'Preſs, Tho 
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Th' Authority of our Gods, to call them back 
From their bad purpoſe. 

Apol. This part of the Palace 
Is yet defenſible ; we may make i good © 
*T1ll your Pow'rs reſcue us. - 

Cæſ. Cæſar beſieg'd? 115 ; 
O Stain to my great Actions! Tuns n my a 
An Army routed, as my Feet had Wings, 

To be firſt in the Chaſe; nor Walls, nor Bulwarks 
Could guard thoſe that eſcap'd the Battle's F * 
From this ſtrong Arm; and I to be inclog'd! 

My Heart! my Heart! but 'tis Neceſſity, 

To which the Gods mult yield, and J obey, 

Till I redeem it, by ſome nen way. [Exeun. 


8 0. E NI. 


| "Enter Photinus, Ackillas, Septimius, and Soldier, js 


Pho. There's-no retiring now, we are broke i in ; 
The Deed paſt hope of Pardon: If we proſper 
*Twill be ſtil'd lawful, and we ſhall give Laws 
To thoſe that now command us: Stop not at 
Or Loyalty, or Duty; bold Ambition 
To dare, and Power to do, gave the firſt difference 
Between the King and Subject; Cæſar's Motto, 
Aut Cæſar aut Nibil, each of us muſt claim, 
And uſe it as our own. 

Achil. The Deed is bloody, 
If we conclude in Ptolomy*s Death, 

Pho. The better, | 
The Globe of Empire muſt be ſo manur'd. 

Sep. Rome, that from Romulus firſt took her Name, 
Had her Walls water'd with a Crimſon Show'r 
Drain'd from a Brother's Heart; nor was ſhe rais'd 
To this prodigious height, that overlooks 
Three full parts of the Earth that pay her Tribute, 
But by enlarging of her narrow bounds 
By th' Sack of Neighbour Cities, not made hers 


Till they were cemented with the Blood of thoſe The 
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That did poſſeſs em: Cæſar, Ploloumpp | 
Now I am ſteel'd, to me are empty Names, 
Eſteem'd as Pompey's was. 4 2 
Pho. Well ſaid, Septimius, 
Thou now art right again. 
Acbil. But what courſe take ve 
For th* Princeſs Cleopatra? | 5 
Pho, Let her line = £3 
A while, to make us ſport : She ſhall autharize 
Our Undertakings to the ignorant People, 
As if what we do were by her Command : 
But our triumvirate Government once confirm'd, 
She bears her Brother company: that's my Province; 
Leave me to work her. 
Achil, I will undertake 
For Ptolomy. . 
Sep. Cæſar ſhall be my Task, 
And as in Pompey I began a Name, 
PI! perfect it in Cæſar. 2 


Enter above Cæſar, Ptolomy, Achoreus, Apollodorus, 
Antony and Dolabella. ; 


Pho. *Tis reſolv'd then, 
We'll force our Paſſage. | 
Achil, See, they do appear, 
As they deſir'd a Parley. 

Pho. 1 am proud yet 
ve brought them to Capitulate. 

Ptol, Now Photinus? 

Pho. Now Ptolomy ? PP | 
| Ptdl. No addition? 

Pho, We are equal, 
Though Cæſars Name were put into the Scale, 
In which our Worth is weigh'd. 

Cz. Preſumptuous Villain, 

Upon what grounds haſt thou preſum'd to raiſe 
Thy ſervile Hand againſt the King, or me, 
That have a greater Name? 

Pho. On thoſe by which 

Thou didſt preſume to paſs the Rubicon 


Againſt 
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Againſt the Laws of Rome; and at the Name 
Of Traitor ſmile, as thou didſt when Marcellus 
The Conſul, with the Senate's full conſent, 
Pronounc'd thee for an Enemy to thy Country; 
Let thou went'ſt on, and thy rebellioas Cauſe . | 
Was crown'd with fair ſucceſs: Why ſhould we fear then? 
Think on that, Ceſar. | 

Cæſ. O the Gods! be brav'd thus? 
And be compelPd to bear this from a Slave, 
That would not brook great Pompey his Superior? 

Achil. Thy Glories now have touch d the higheſt point, 
And muſt deſcend. 

Pho. Deſpair, 484 think we ſtand 
The Champions of Rome, to wreak her Wrongs, 8 
Upon whoſe Liberty thou'ſt ſet thy Foot. ES] 

Sep. And that the Ghoſts of all thoſe noble Romans 
That by thy Sword fell in this Civil War, 

Expect Revenge. 

Ant. Dar'ſt thou ſpeak, and remember 
There was a Porppey * 

Pho, There is no hope to rape 1 us: 

If that againſt the odds we have upon you, | 

You dare come forth and fight, receive the Honour 

To die like Romans ; if ye faint, reſolve 

To ſtarve like Wretches: I diſdain to, change | 

Another Syllable with you. [Ext 
Ant. Let us die nobly; :; 

And rather fall upon each other's Sword, 

Than come into theſe Villains Hands. 

Cæſ. That Fortune, 

Which to this Hour hath been a Friend to Ceſar, 

Though for a while ſhe cloath her Brow with trowns, 

Will ſmile again upon me: Who will pay her, 

Or Sacrifice, or Vows, if ſhe forſake | 

Her beſt of works in me? Or ſuffer him, 0 Be 

Whom with a ſtrong Hand he hath led Triumphant - 

Through the whole Weſtern World, and Rome acknow- 
ledg'd 

Her Sovereign Lord, to end ingloriouſſy, 

A Lite admir'd by all? The threatned Danger 
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Muſt, 


I. 


W- 


Muſt, by a way more horrid, be avoided, 

And I will run the hazard: Fire the Palace, 

And the rich Magazines that neighbour it, 

In which the Wealth of Zgypt is cantaln'd ; 

Start not, it ſhall be ſo; that while the People 

Labour in quenching (80) the enſuing Flames, 

Like Cæſar, with this handtul of my Friends, 

Through Fire, and Swords, I force a paſſage to 
My conquering Legions. King, if thou dar'ſt follow  - 
Where Cz/ar leads, or live, or die a Free-man 3 

If not, ſtay here a Bond-man to thy Slave, | 

And dead, be thought unworthy of a Grave. | Exeunt. 


„ E NN 


Enter Septimius. 


Sep. I feel my Reſolution melts again, 
And that I am not Knave alone, but Fool 
In all my purpoſes. This Devil Photings 
Employs me, as a Property, and grown uſeleſs 


Will ſhake me off again: He told me fo 


When I kill'd Pompey : Nor can I hope for better, 
When Cæſar is diſpatch'd : Services done 

For ſuch as only ſtudy their own ends, a 

($1) Too great to be rewarded, are return'd 


(80) — the enſuing Flames,] Mr. Symp/on would read con ſum- 
ing Flames, but I ſee no ſort of Reaſon for a Change, enſuing Flames 
means the Flames which would enſue frem their firing the Palace. 
Plutarch and Lucan ſay, that it was the Enemies Ships in the Harbour 
that Cz/ar fir'd, as they were attempting from them to ſcale the Pa- 
lace in which Cæſar was befieg'd, and that the Flames were by that 
means communicated to the Palace, by which the famous A/exandrian 
Library, the great Treaſure of Egy97ian, Grecign and Eakern Learning, 
was totally deſtroyed. Our Poets have given it a turn that much 
beightens Cz/ar's Heroiſm, e 


(31) Too great to be rewarded, or return'd) Mr. age and T 
were prevented, by the Editor of the ſecond Folio, in the Emendation 
of this groſs Miſtake. It was very unlucky for the Octavo, that it 
ſhould generally follow the ſecond Folio, which is for the moſt part 
much ino re incorrect than the firſt; and here, where the ſecond had 


With 


ſo many juſt Emendations, the Octavo has copied the firſt. 
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With deadly hate; I learn'd this Principle 
In his own School: Yet till he fools me; well!: 
And yet he truſts me; ſince I in my Nature 
Was faſhion'd to be falſe, wherefore ſhould I, 
That kilPd my General, and a Reman, one 
To whom I owe all nouriſhments of Life, 

Be true to an Ægyptian? To fave Ceſar, 

And turn Photinus's Plots on his own Head, 

As it is in my Power, redeem my Credit, 

And live, to lye, and ſwear again in Faſhion, 
Oh, 'twere a Maſter-piece? Ha W , 
How's he got off? 


Enter Cæſar, Ptolomy, Antony, Dolabella, 3 
Apollodorus, and Soldiers. 


Ceœſ. The Fire has took, 

And ſhews the City like a ſecond Troy, 

The Navy too is ſcorch'd, the People greedy 

To ſave their Wealth, and Houſes, while cher Soldiers 
Make ſpoil of all: Only Achillas's Troops 


Make good their Guard: Break through chem, we are ſafe: 


I'll lead you like a Thunder- bolt. 
Sep. Stay, Cæſar. 
Cæſ. Who's this? The Dog Septimius ? 
Ant. Cut his Throat. 
Dol. Lou bark'd but now, fawn you ſo ſoon ? 
Sep. O hear me, 
What I'll deliver is for Ceſar's Safety, 
For all your good. 
Ant. Good from a Mouth like thine, 
That never belch'd but Blaſphemy and Treaſon, on 
: Feſtival Days. 
Sep. I am an alter'd Man, alter'd indeed, 
And I will give you cauſe to fay I am 
A Roman. Dol. Rogue, I grant thee. Sep. Truſt me, 
I'll make 
The Paſſage ſmooth and eaſy, for your ſcape, 
An. I'll truſt the Devil ſooner, | 
And make a ſafer Bargain. 


Sep, 
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dep. I am truſted 
With all Photinus's Secrets, 
Ant. There's no doubt then, 
Thou wilt be falſe. 
Sep. Still to be true to you. 
Dol. (82) Ay, very likely ? 
Cæſ. Be brief, the Means? 
Sep. Thus Cæſar: 
To me alone, but bound by terrible Oaths 
Not to diſcover it, he hath reveal'd 
A diſmal Vault, whoſe dreadful Mouth do's open 
A Mile beyond the City : In this Cave - 
Lie but two hours conceal'd. 
Aut. If you believe him, 
He'll bury us alive. 
Dol. I'll fly in the Air firſt, 
Sep. Then in the dead of Night, I'll bring you back 
Into a private Room, where you ſhall find 
$ Photinus, and Acbillas, and the reſt 
WW Of their Commanders, cloſe at Counſel. 
ile! Cæſ. Good; what follows? 
Sep. Fall me fairly on their Throats, 
Their Heads cut off and ſhotn, the Multitud 
Will eaſily diſperſe, | 
Cæſ. O Devil! Away with him 
Nor true to Friend nor Enemy? Cæſar ſcorns 
To find his Safety, or revenge his Wrongs, 
So baſe a way; or owe the means of Life 
To ſuch a leprous Traitor, I have towr'd 
For Victory like a Falcon in the Clouds, 
on Not dig'd for't like a Mole. Our Swords, and Cauſe, 
Make way for us ; and that it may appear 
We took a noble Courſe, and hate baſe Treaſon, 
Some Soldiers, that would merit Czſar*s Favour, 
me, W Hang him on yonder Turret, and then follow | 
The Lane this Sword makes for you. [ Exit. 
1 $i, Here's a Ref, 
Though I die for't I'll uſe it, 


5 (82) And very /ikely.] Former Editions. | 
7 Vo U. IV. L 2 Sel. 
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2 Sol. *Tis too good | 


To truſs a Cur in. 
Sep. Save me, here's Gold. 
1 Sol. If Rome 
Were offered for thy Ranſom, 't could not t help thee, 
2 Sol. Hang not an Arſe, 
1 Hol. Goad him on with thy Sword: 
Thou doſt deſerve a worſer End; and may 
All ſuch conclude ſo, chat their Friends betray. [ Exaum. 


8 C E N E IV. 


9 ſeverally, Arſinoe, Eros, and Cleoparra, 


Arſ. We are loſt. 

Eros. Undone. 

Ar. Confuſion, Fire, RY Swords, 
And fury in the Soldier's F ace, more horrid, 
Circle us round, 

Eros, The King's Copiinaii they og at, 
And jeer at Cæſar's Threats. 

Ar ſ. My Brother ſeiz'd on 
By th' Roman, as thought guilty of the Tumult, 
And forc'd to bear him Company, as marke d out 
For his Protection, or Revenge. 

Eros. They have broke 
Into my Cabinet: My Trunks are ranſack'd. 

Arſ. I've loſt my Jewels too; but that's the leaſt: 

The barbarous Raſcals, againſt all Humanity 
Or ſenſe of Pity, *ve kill'd my little Dog, 
And broke my Monky's Chain, 

Eros. They rufled me: | 
But that I could endure, and tire *em too, 
Would they proceed no further. 

Arſ. O my Siſter ! 

Eros, My Queen, my Miſtreſs! Arſ. Can you ſtand 

- unmov'd, when | 

An Earthquake of Rebellion ſhakes the City ? 
And the Court trembles ? 

Cle. Yes, Ar/inoe, 


And 


nm, 


tand 
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And with 4 maſculine Conſtancy deride 
Fortune's worſt Malice, as a Servant to 
My Virtues, not a Miſtreſs : Then we forſake __ 
The ſtrong Fort of ourſelves, when we once yield, 
Or ſhrink at her Aſſaults; I'm ſtill myſelf, ; 
($3) Although diſrob'd of Sovereignty, and raviſh'd 
Ot ceremonious Duty that attends it: . 
Nay, grant they'd ſlav'd my Body, my free Mind, 
(84) Like to the Palm-tree Tallin froifl Nile, 
Shall grow up ſtraighter, and enlarge itſelf, , _ 
(85) Spight of the envious weight it's loaded with: 
Think of thy Birth, Arſinoes; common Burthens 
Fit common Shoulders: Teach the Multitude, 
By ſuffering nobly what they fear to touch at, 
The greatneſs of thy Mind does ſoar a pitch, 
Their dim Eyes, darkned by their narrow Souls, 
Cannot arrive at. : 

Arſ, 1 am new created, © Op Ws 
And owe this ſecond Being to you, beſt Siſter, 
For now I feel you have infus'd into me 
Part of your Fortitude. 0 

Eros. I ſtill am fearful : 
dare not tell a Lie: You that were born 


(33) And though di/rob'd——)] If this be the true Reading, the 
Sentence muſt be an imperfe&t one, and be clos'd with a Daſh —3 


but as I don't approve of "oY, imperfect Sentences without appa- 


rent Cauſe, I think the ſlight 
better Salve. | 4 

(34) Like to the Palm-tree walling fruitful Nile, ] The Reader 
will undoubtedly have obſerved the Art and Merit of our Poets, in fo 
often taking their Images and Similes from the Country where the 
Scene. is laid. This is a Beauty that there is not the leaſt Trace of 
in Corneille's Pompey ; all his Characters, Sentiments and Language, 
are entirely French. As this is the laſt time I ſhall mention this Ri- 
val of Shakeſpear and our Authors, I muſt do him the Juſtice to own, 
that ſeveral Scenes and, Incidents are very artfully contrived, to mag- 
nify the Clemency, Virtue, and Heroiſm of Cæſar; only, as in the 
French Gallantry, Love is always to be the firſt Principle, Cæſar is 
made to have quarrell'd with and conquer'd Pompey, only for fear he 
ſhould have been rival'd and ſupplanted in his Love to Cleopatra. 


(85) Opight of the envious weight that loads it with:] Vith, here, 
eing neceſſary to the Verſe, but not to the Senſe, Mr. Smpſon con- 
curr'd with me in changing the Expreſſion, 


2 Daughters 


hange made in the Text is a much 


* Ja l 
- is — 
N atone n 
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' 


Daughters and Siſters unto Kings, may nouriſh [ maid, 

Great Thoughts, which I, that am your humble Hand- 

Muſt not preſume to Rival. | 
Cle. Let, my Eros, 


Though thou haſt profited nothing, by obſerving 


The whole courſe of my Life, learn in my Death, 


Though not to equal, yet to imitate 


Thy fearleſs Miſtreſs. 


Enier Photinus. 


Eros. O, a Man in Arms! 
His Weapon drawn too! 
Cle. Though upon the Point 


Death fate, I'll meet it, and out-dare the Danger. 


Pho. Keep the Watch ſtrong, and guard the Paſſage ſure 
That leads unto the Sea. | 


Cle. What Sea of Rudeneſs 
Breaks in upon us? Or what Subject's Breath 
Dare raiſe a Storm, when we command a Calm ? 
Are Duty and Obedience fled to Heav'n, - 
And in their ragm, Ambition and Pride 
Sent into Agypt 5 That Face ſpeaks Photinus, 
A thing thy Mother brought into the World, 
My Brother's and my Slave : But thy Behaviour 
Oppos'd to that, an inſolent Intruder 
Upon that Soveraignity thou ſhould'ſt bow to: 
If in the Gulf of baſe Ingratitude, | 
All Loyalty to Ptolomy the King 
Be ſwallow'd up, remember who I am, 
Whoſe Daughter, and whoſe Siſter ; or ſuppoſe 
That is forgot too; let the Name of Cæſar, 
Which Nations quake at, ſtop thy deſperate Madneſs . 
From running headlong on to thy confuſion. 
Throw from thee quickly thoſe rebellious Arms, 
And let me read Submiſſion 1n thine Eyes, 
Thy Wrongs to us we will not only pardon, 


But he a ready Advocate, to plead for thee 
To Czſar, and my Brother, 


Pho. Plead my Pardon? 
To you | bow, but {corn as much to ſtoop thus 


To 
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To Ptolomy, to Ceſar, nay the Gods, 
As to put off the Figure of a Man, | 
And change my Eſſence with a ſenſual Beaſt : | 
All my Deſigns, my Counſels, and dark Ends 
Were aim'd to purchaſe you. 

Cle. (86) How durſt thou, being 
The ſcorn of Baſeneſs, nouriſh ſuch a Thought! 

Pho. They that have Power are royal ; and thoſe baſe 
That live at the Devotion of another. | 
What Birth gave Ptolomy, or Fortune Ceſar, 
By Engines faſhion'd in this Protean Anvil, 
] have made mine: And only ſtoop at you, 
Whom I would ſtill preſerve free to command me. 
= For Cæſar's Frowns, they are below my Thoughts, 

And but in theſe fair Eyes I ſtill have read x 

The ſtory of a ſupreme Monarchy, 
To which all Hearts, with mine, gladly pay Tribute, 
Photinus' Name had long ſince been as great' 
As Plolomy's &er was, or Cæſar's is; 
This made me as a weaker tie to unlooſe 
The knot of Loyalty, that chain'd my Freedom; 
And ſlight the fear that Cſar's Threats might cauſe, 
That I and they might ſee no Sun appear 
But Cleopatra, in th* Ægyptian Sphere. 

Cle. O Giant-like Ambition ! Married to 
(87) Cymerian Darkneſs! Inconſiderate Fool, 


= 


Though 


(86) How durſt thou, bein 5 : 

The ſcorn of Baſeneſs, —) Mr. Herter propoſes a Con- 
jecture here, inſtead of the ſcorn Baſeneſi, he thinks it might have 
been the ſcum of Baſeneſs, 7. e. The baſeſt Part of Baſeneſs i elf. The 
Thought is certainly nervous and juſt; but the old Reading fully 
equals it: Thou whom as an Eunuch the baſeſt of Women would 
« deſpiſe, how darſt thou think of me?“ This is finely expreſi d 
by The ſcorn of Baſeneſ+. | | 


(87) Cymerian Darkneſs! ] This is a Latin Phraſe taken from the 
Name of the Inhabitants round the Lake Avernus, where the ſuppoſed 
Cumean SibyPs Cave is ſhew'd at this Day. This Vale was called the 
Mouth of Hell, from the Quantity of ſulphureous _— Va- 
pours aſcending from all Sides of it. See Virgil's ription in the 
ſixth /Zneid. It retains nothing of this at preſent, as the Country 
round it changes its Properties By Countenance from Age to 12 
3 
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Though flatter*d with Self- love, could*ſt thou believe, 
Were all Crowns on the Earth made into one, 
And that, by Kings, ſet on thy Head; all Scepters 
Within thy Graſp, and laid down at my Feet, 

] wou'd vouchſate a Kiſs to a No-man ? 
A gelded Eunuch ? 
Pho. Faireſt, that makes for me; 
And ſhews it is no ſenſual Appetite, | 

But true Love to the greatneſs of thy Spirit, KEE 
That when that you are mine, ſhall yield me Pleaſures, 
Hymen, though bleſſing a new married Pair, 5 
Shall bluſh to think on, and our certain Iſſue, 
The glorious ſplendour of dread Majeſty ; 
Whole Beams ſhall dazzle Rome, and awe the World : 
My Wants in that kind; others ſhall ſupply, 
And I give way to't. 

Cle. Baſer than thy Birth: | 
Can there be Gods, and hear this, and no Thunder 
Ram thee into the Earth? 
Pho. They are aſleep, | 

And cannot hear thee : Or with open Eyes | 
Did Zove look on us, I wou'd laugh and ſwear | 


. 


That his Artillery is cloy*d by me: 1 9 5 
Or if that they have Power to hurt, his Bolts 
Are in my Hand. 
Cle. Moſt Impious ! 
 Pbo. They are Dreams, 


But the Vale round the Lage del Cane, which is very near it, has both 


the ſulphureous and the peſtilential Vapours deſcrib'd by Virgil. 


Million, in his L'allegro, has follow'd Fletcher in the Uſe of this Ex- 
preſſion. The Reader will obſerve that the Uniformity of the Meta- 
phor is not. preſerv'd here, and where, in the ſame Sentence, there are 
different Metaphors, and both extremely nervous, there the Breach of 
niformity is rather a Beauty than a Fault; eſpecially where the firſt 


Part of the Metaphor would be more ſtriking, and in ſome meaſure 


foreſtall the Sequel if preſerv'd uniform. Thus had our Authors wrote, 
O Giantelike Ambition! marry'd to 
A A 'Daxvarfih Impotente f=— ; N ; 
Tho' the Uniformity of the Metaphor had been preſerved, there had 
not been Newneſs enough in the latter Part to ſtrike with ſufficient 
2 1 could give many parallel Inſtances ftom Shaleſpear and 
mn, "I . 20 9 nern: ' 


Religious 
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Religious Fools ſhake at: Yet to aſſure thee, 
If Nemeſis, that ſcourges Pride and Scorn, 
Be any thing but a Name, fhe lives in me; 
For by myſelf, an Oath to me more dreadful | 
Than Sh is to your Gods, weak Ptolomy dead, 
And Cæſar, both being in my Toll, remov'd, 
The pooreſt Raſcals that are in my Camp 
Shall, in my preſence, quench their luſtful heat 
In thee, and young Arſinoe, while I laugh 
To hear you how] in vain : I deride thoſe Gods, 
That you think can protect you. | 
Cle. To prevent-thee, 
In that I am the Miſtreſs of my Fate : 
So hope I of my Siſter : To confirm it, 
I ſpit at thee, and ſcorn thee. 
Pho, I will tame 
That haughty Courage, and e it ſtoop too. 
Cle. Never. 
I was born to command, and J will die ſo. 


Enter Achillas, and Soldiers, with the Body of 
Ptolomy. 


Pho. The King dead? this is a fair entrance to 
Our future Happineſs. 

Arſ. O my dear Brother? 

Cle. Weep not Arſinoe, common Women do ſo, 
Nor loſe a Tear for him, it cannot help him ; 
But ſtudy to die nobly. | 

Pho. Ceſar fled ? 5 
Tis deadly Aconite to my cold Heart: 
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It choaks my vital Spirits: Where was your care? 


Did the Guards ſleep? BY 

Achil. He rowz'd them with his Sword: 
We talk of Mars, but I am ſure his Courage 
(88) Admits of no . but itſelf Kin fg 


And, 


(83) Admits of no ee but itfelf 1 Mr. Theobald has. wrote. 
Parallel againſt this Line, and ſeems to have delign'd a Note iu De- 
fence of the Line, which Mr, Pope and his Aſſiſtants in the Bathas ſo 


ingeniouſly banter'd him upon: 
None but himſelf can be his Parallel. 


L4 


He 
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And, as inſpir'd by him, his following Friends, 
With ſuch a confidence, as young Eaglets prey 
Under the large Wing of their fiercer Dam, 
Brake through our Troops, and ſcatter*d *em ; he went on, 
But ſtill purſu*d by us: When on the ſudden 
He turn'd his Head, and from his Eyes flew terror, 
Which ſtrook in us no leſs fear and amazement, 
Than if we had encounter'd with the Lightning 
Hurl'd from Jove's cloudy Brow, 
Cle. T was like my Cæſar. | 
Achil. We faln back, he made on; and as our Fear 
Had parted from us with his dreadful Looks ; 
Again we follow' d: But got near the Sea, 
On which his Navy anchor'd, in one Hand 
Holding a Scroll he had above the Waves, 
And in the other graſping faſt his Sword 
As it had been a Trident forg'd by Vulcan, 
To calm the raging Ocean, he made away 
As if he had been Neptune : His Friends, like 
So many Tritons follow'd; their bold Shouts, 
Yielding a chearful Muſick z we ſhower*d Darts 
Upon them, but in vain ; they reach'd their Ships, 
And in their ſafety we are ſunk ; for Ceſar 
Prepares for War, 8 
Pho. How fell the King? 
Achil. Unable | | 
To follow Cæſar, he was trod to Death 
By the Purſuers, and with him the Prieſt 
Of Jſis, good Achoreus, 
Arſ. May the Earth 
Lye gently on their Aſhes, 


He had certainly Authorities ſufficient, both in Shakeprar as well as 
Fletcher ; but as the Sentiment is in itſelf ſomewhat abſurd, and the 
three greateſt Wits in Europe joined in ex poſing it, the Laugh will al- 
ways be againſt him. | 


The following Deſcription of one of the moſt illuſtrious Incidents of 


Cæſar's Life is worthy our Authors, and worthy of Cæſar. Lucan 
ſeems to have either exerted, or defign'd to have exerted, all the Vi- 
gour of his Genius in this Deſcription ; but the Pharſalia unhappily 
3 uſt there breaks off unfiniſn'd. 8 | 


Pho, 


wn >: od 


. 


— 


= 


1 » wi 


Mountains fall on me! 
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Pho. I feel now, 
That there are Powers above us: And that tis not 
Within the ſearching Policies of Man, 
To alter their Decrees. 4 
Cle. J laugh at thee: 
Where are thy Threats now, Fool, thy Scoffs, and Scorns 
Againſt the Gods? I fee Calamity 
Is the beſt Miſtreſs of Religion, 
And can convert an Atheiſt, 
Pho. O they come! 
Q, for him to die 
That plac'd his Heav'n on Earth, is an aſſurance 
Of his Deſcent to Hell: Where ſhall [ hide me? 
The greateſt daring to a Man diſhoneſt, 
Is but a baſtard Courage, ever fainting. -_ Exit. 


Enter Cæſar, Sceva, Antony, and Dolabella. 
Cæſ. Look on your Cæſar; baniſh F ear, my faireſt, 


You now are ſafe. 
Sce. By Venus, not a Kiſs 
Till our Work's done: The Traitors once diſpatch'd, 
(89) To't, and we']l cry ay-me. 
Cel I will be ſpeedy. 
Cle, Farewel again; Arſinoe] how now Eros? 
Ever faint- hearted ? 
Eros, But that I am aſſur'd 
Your Excellency can command the General, 
1 fear the Soldiers, for they look as if 
They would be nibling too, 
Ce, He is all Honour, 
Nor do I now repent me of my Favours; 
Nor can I think Nature e' er made a Woman, 
That in her Prime deſerv'd him. 


(89) To it, and we'll cry aim.) Ame is a favourite Cant Term 
of our Authors to expreſs the Whining of Lovers : I believe, there- 


_ there can be no Doubt of that being the true Word in this 
Llace. 


Enter 


[ Shout within, | 


[ Exeunt. 
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Enter Czlar, Sceva, Antony, Dolabella, and Soldiers 
| with the Heaas, 


(90) Arſ. He's come back. 

Cæſ. Purſue no further; curb the Soldiers fury, 
See, Beauteous Miſtreſs, their accurſed Heads, 
That did conſpire againſt I 

Sce. Furies plague em; 
They had too fair an end, to die like Soldiers. 
Proc fell by the Sword; ; the Croſs or Halter 
Should have diſpatch'd them. t 

Cæſ. All is but Death, good Sceva, 
Be therefore ſatisfy d: And now, my deareſt, 
Look upon Cæſar, as he ſtill appear*d 
A Conqueror; and this unfortunate King 
Entomb'd with Honour, we'll for Rome, where Ceſar 
Will ſhew he can give Kingdoms : For the Senate, 
Thy Brother dead, ſhall willingly decree 
The Crown of Egypt, that was as, to thee. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 


(90) Arſ. He's come back, 
Purſue no further ; curb the Soldiers fry, 1 This groſs 
Miſtake of giving Part of Cæſar's Speech to Arfinoe, had eſcap'd 
Mr. Sympſon, and the judicious Corrector of this Play in the ſecond 
Folio. I mention this only to ſhew how extremely ſubject we all are to 


Inatfention, and not to magnify the Sagacity either of Mr. Theoball, 


or myſelf, who happened to hit upon it: We have a hundred times 
miſſed full as obvious ones. 

I ſhall once again take leave of theſe prolix Notes, and confine my- 
ſelf, as at firſt, to verbal Emendations ; and I fear I muſt alſo take 
— of the Aſſiſtance I have met with in this Play from the ſecond 

olio. 


* 


— | 


EPILOGUE. 


Now ſhould wiſh another had my Place, 

But that I hope to come off,, and with Grace. 
And but expreſs ſome Sign that you are pleas d, 
Me of our Doubts, they of their Fears are cad. 
I would beg further, Gentlemen, and much ſay 
In favour of ourſelves, them, and the Play; 
Did I not reſt aſſur d, the moſt I ſee 
Hate Impudence, and cheriſh Modeſty. 
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And when *tis done, ast Pardon, uere a Sin 


Well not be guilty of : and to excuſe 

Before we know a Fault, were to abuſe 

The Writers and Ourſelves ; for I dare ſay 

IWe all are food if this be not a Play, 

And ſuch a Play as ſhall (ſo ſhould Plays do) 
Inp Times dull Wings, and make you merry too. 
'Twas to that purpoſe writ, ſo we intend it, 


And wwe have our wiſb d Ends, if you commend it. 
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IN ANT, a Gentleman that formerly lov'd, and 
till pretends to love Lamira. 

Cleremont, @ merry Gentleman, his Friend. 

Champernel, à lame old Gentleman, Husband to Lamira, 

Vertaign, a Nobleman, and a Fudge. 

Beaupre, Son to Vertaign. 

Verdone, Nephew to Champernel. , 

Monſieur La Writt, a wrangling un, or the Litth 

Lawyer. 
Sampſon, a fooli/h 1 Kinſman to Vertaign. 


Provoſt. 


Gentlemen. 
Clients. 
Servants. 


WOMEN. 


Lamira, Wiſe to Champernel, and Daughter to Vertaign, 


Anabell, Neice to Champernel. 
Old Lady, Nurſe to Lamira. 
Charlotte, Waiting Gentlewoman to Lamira. 


SCENE, FRANCE. 


CEE SC Eo re e 


Little French Lawyer. 


ACT 1 
Enter Dinant, and Cleremont. 


DIN ANT. 


ess U AD E me not. 
= Cler. *T will breed a Brawl. 
| Din. I care not ; 
| I wear a Sword. Cer. And wear Diſcretion 
SIS with it, 
Or caſt | it off'; let that direct your Arm, 
'Tis Madneſs elſe, not Valour, and more baſe 
Than to receive a Wrong. 
Din. Why would you have me 
Sit down with a Diſgrace, and thank the Doer ? 
We are not Stoicks, and that paſſive Courage 
Is only now commendable in Lackies, 
Peaſants, and Tradeſmen, not in Men of Rank 
And Quality, as I am. | 
Cler. Do not cheriſh = 
That daring Vice, for which the whole Age ſuffers, 
The Blood of our bold Youth, that heretofore 
Was ſpent in honourable Action, 
Or to defend, or to enlarge the Kingdom, 


i. r | 5 For 


he 
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For th* Honour of our Countty, and our Prince, 
Pour: itſelf out with prodigal Expence 
Upon our Mother's Lap, the Earth that bred us, 
For every trifle ; and theſe private Duels, 
Which had their firſt Original from the French, 
Ard for which, to this Day, we're juſtly cenſur'd, 
Are baniſh*d from all Civil Governments : 
Scarce three in Venice, in as many Years ; 
In Florence they are rarer, and in all | 
The fair Dominions of the Spaniſb King, 
They are ne er heard of: Nay, (1) thoſe Neighbour 
Countries, | 
Which gladly imitate our other Follies, 
W | And 


(1) — thoſe Neighbour Countries, 
Which gladly imitate cur other Follies, 
And come at a dear rate to buy them of us, 
Begin now to deteſt them.) The laſt them is a grammatical In- 
accuracy: Follies is its immediate Antecedent, but the Senſe deter- 
mines it to Due/s, The Latins would diſtinguiſh Duels and Follies by 
has et illas, but the ſame Exactneſs is ſeldom obſerv'd in Engli/h, I 
| ſhould not have made a Note on this, had not the like Inaccuracy, in 
Shakeſpear's Julius Cæſar, led the beſt Jadges, Sir Thomas Hanmer 
and Mr. Warburton, both into Error. Act I. Scene V. Page 16. 
Warburton's Edition. | | bs 
| Cæſar doth bear me hard; but he lowes Brutus. 
If I were Brutus now, and hs were Caſſius, 
He /hould not humour me. . 
On this Mr. Warburtan ſays; This is a Neflexion on Brutis's In- 
«© gratitude; which concludes, as is uſual on ſuch Occaſions, in an 
„ Encomium on his own beiter Conditions. V were Brutus, 
(ays he) and Brutus, Caſſius, be Sud not cajols mo as 1 do bin. 
„% To humour ſigniſies here to tun and wind him, by inflaming his 
„ Paſſions, The Oxford Editor alters the laſt Line to | 
| „ Czlar ſhould not laue me. 5 
«« What he means by it is not worth enquiring.“ Thus Mr. War 
burton. But ſurely to make Cafius reflect on and condemn Brutus lot 
his Ingratitade to Cæſar, to make him own himfelf to be an artful tres 
cherous Villain, and laugh at his Friend for being ſuch a Fool to be 
drawed into his Snare; all this ſeems utterly out of Character. The 
foregoing Part of the Speech alſo will be full as much ſo, 
Mill, Brutus, thou art noble; yet I ſee 
Thy honourable Metal may be wrought, 
From what it is diſpoſed ; therefore ts meet 
That noble Minds keep ever with their Likes; 
For who ſo firm that cannot be ſeduced? 


The 
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And come at a dear rate to buy them of us, 
Begin now to deteſt them. | 
Din. Will you end yet——— AT: 
Cler. And I have heard that ſome of our late Kings, 
For the Lie, wearing of a Miſtreſs' Favour, 
A cheat at Cards or Dice, and ſuch like Cauſes, 
Have loſt as many gallant Gentlemen 


The Meaning of the two laſt Lines, according to. this Interpretation, 
muſt bez It is meet that a Perſon ſo noble as Brutus, keep company 
« only with ſuch noble Minds as Cæſar, Antony, and the reſt of that 


* party; for if he converſes with ſuch a Rogue as Me, and my Com- 
* panions, we ſhall cajole him into Ingrati ude and Murder.“ If this be 
the true Interpretation, I mult own 1 ſhould think Julim Cæ ſar not 

id half ſo good a Play as it has always been elleem'd ; the ſpirited and 
noble Quarrel between the two Friends, their affectionate Reconci- 
liation ; the free Confeflion Caſſias makes of his raſb Humours and ill. 

. temper'd Blood; his candid Acknowledgment and Love of Brata:s's 
ſuperior Qualities ; his friendly and compaſſionate Grief for the Loſs 

n. of Porcia; and above all, the pathetick Sublimity of their parting be- 

ai fore the Battle of Philippi; all theſe Beauties will entirely vaniſh, if 

by we are told that One of the Two is, by his own Confeſſion, the verieſt 

1 Rogue that was ever un bang d. No, Caſfius's Charatter in Shakeſprad 

in is conſonant to that in Hiſtory; a Zeal for Liberty and the old Ro- 

er nan Conſtitution, fermented into Violence by a ſtrong Tincture of 

6. Pride and Faſſion. Hence his Friend and Lover, who look'd on the 
fair Side of his Character, calls him when dead, Thou laſ of all the 
Romans! His Enemy Antony, who view'd him in the contrary Light, 
ſays, that he kill'd C-z/ar out of Envy. This Mixture of Character 
is nobly maintained through the whole Play, and in this Scene in par- 

n. ticular. He knew Brutus to be in Prineiple as much attach'd to the 

an old Conſticution as himſelf; but fear'd that his Zeal was eool'd by 

us, Cz/ar's Love and Favours to him. He therefore, with à Pride very 

n. natural to him, thinks himſelf more ſteadily virtuous, and a more un- 

his ſhaken Friend to his Country; that it was fit Brutus ſhould only con- 

verſe with him, and ſuch a» him, otherwiſe 1265 JH 

His honourable Metal might be «vrought 
o From what it von, difpos d. . 5 
C As to himſelf, Were he in Brutus“, Caſe, and as much loved by Cæſar, 
be He, * Czar, ] wvith all his Favours, ſhould not humonr him out of 
he his Principles. Sit Thomas Hanmer, who did not depart ſo far from 


the true Senſe, ſtill took unwarrantable Liberties in changing the whole 
Face of the Words; and Humour, which gives the true Idea into Lowe, 
by no means expreſſes the Poet's Sentiment. Thus a ſmall orammatical 
Inaccuracy, common to all our beſt Eng/;h Writers, has lead both 
theſe Gentlemen into Error, from which neither great Abilities, Extent 
of Literature, nor Elegance of Taſte are at all times a Secu: ity. 


"he | M 2 As. 
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As might have met the great Turk in the Field, 
With confidence of a glorious Victory; 
And ſhall we then: 
Din. No more, for ſhame, no more, 
(2) Are you become a Patron too? *Tis a new one, 
No more on't, burn it, give it to ſome Orator, 
To help him to enlarge his Exerciſe ; | 
With ſuch a one it might do well, and profit 
The Curate of the Pariſh, but for Cleremont, 
The bold and undertaking Cleremont, 
To talk thus to his Friend, his Friend that knows him, 
Dinant that knows his Cleremont, is abſurd, 
And meer Apocrypha. | 
Cler, Why, what know you of me? ES 
Din. Why, if thou haſt forgot thyſelf, I'll tell thee, 
And-not look back, to ſpeak of what thou wert 
At Fifteen, for at thoſe Years I have heard 
Thou waſt fleſh'd, and enter'd bravely. 
Cler. Well, Sir, well. 
Din. But Yeſterday thou waſt the common ſecond, 
Of all that only knew thee, thou hadſt Bills 
Set up on every Poſt, to give thee notice 
Where any Difference was, and who were Parties; 
And as to fave the Charges of the Law, 
Poor Men ſeek Arbitrators, thou wert choſen 
By ſuch as knew thee not, to compound Quarrels : 
But thou wert ſo delighted with the ſport, 
That if there were no juſt Cauſe, thou wouldſt make one, 
Or be engag'd thyſelf : This goodly Calling 
Thou'ſt followed five and twenty Years, and ſtudy'd 
The Criticiſms of Contentions ; and art thou 


(2) Are you become a Patron too? Tis a,new one, | 
No more on't, burn it, give it to ſome Orator,] Patron, here, 
has its Latin Meaning, i. e. a Pleader, or Advocate; but the Word 


Speech, Declamation, Harangue, or ſomething to that effect, muſt be 
anderſtood to make the following Line Senſe; and it is highly pro- 
bable that a whole Line is loſt, which might have been ſomething 
like the ergy 4 hos 
| Are you become a Patron too? How long 


Have you been conning this Speech? Ji a new one; 
No more ont, &c. 


In 
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In ſo few Hours transform?d ? certain this Night 
Thou'ſt had ſtrange Dreams, or rather Viſions, 

Cler, Yes, Sir, 
J have ſeen Fools and Fighters chain'd together, - = 
And th* Fighters had the Upper-hand, and whip'd firſt, 
The poor Sots laughing at em. What I have been 
It skills not; what I will be is reſolv'd on. 

Din. Why, then youll fight no more? 

Cler, Such 1s my purpoſe. 

Din, On no Ocean:? | 

Cler. There you 3 me:. 
Some kind of Wrongs there are, which F leſn and Blood | 


Cannot endure. 


Din. Thou wouldſt not willingly 
Live a proteſted Coward, or be call'd one? 

Cler. (3) Words are but Words, 5 

Din. Nor wouldſt thou take a Blow? 

Cler. Not from my Friend, tho drunk, and from: an 

| Enemy, 

I think much leſs. | 5 

Din. There's ſome hope of tis left dis; ES R936 
Wouldſt thou hear me behind my Back-diſgrac'd ? 

Cler. TY you think I am a Rogue? mn that ſhould do 1 i 
Had better been born dumb. A 

Din. Or in thy Prefence, © 5 


See me o' er- charg'd with odds? 


Cler. I'd fall myſelf firſt; S 2a 
Din. Wouldſt thou endate ty Mittreſ e te ta ea 
from thee, 
And thou fit quiet ? | 
Cler, There you touch my Honour, 
No Frenchman can endure that. Fe 


(3) Words are but Words.) After Cleremont has ſaid this, which 
ſeems to aſſert that he would not mind being called a Coward, nor « 
make that a Cauſe of Fighting, Dinant goes bn as if he had faid di- 
rectly the contrary ; and perhaps a Line may here be loſt again to the 
following Import. 


Words are but Wards, but Coward is a Name 
I could not brook. 


| With this Addition the whole Context ſeems © ee to itſelf, 


M 3 Din. 
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Din. Pl upon thee, | | 
Why doſt thou talk of Peace then? that dar'ſt ſuffer 
Nothing, or in thyſelf, or in thy Friend, 

That is unmanly? ? 
Cler, That I grant, I cannot: 
But VI] not quarrel with this Gentleman 
For wearing (4) Stammel Breeches, or this Gameſter 


For playing a thouſand Pounds, that owes me nothing; ; ; 


For this Man's taking up a common Wench 
In Raggs, and louſy, then maintaining her 
Caroach'd in Cloth of Tiſſue, nor five hundred 
Of ſuch like Toys, that at no part concern me: 


Marry, where m' Honour, or my Friend's is queſtion'd, 


I have a Sword, and I think I may uſe it 
To th' cutting of a Raſcal's Throat, or ſo, 
Like a good Chriſtian. 

Din. Thou'rt of a fine Religion, HE: 
And rather than we'll make a Schiſm in Friendſhip, 
I will be of it: But to be ſerious, . 
Thou art acquainted with my tedious Love: ſuit 
To fair Lamira? E 

Cler. Too well, Sir, and remember 
Your Preſents, Courcſhip, that's too good a name, 
Your Slave-like Services, your Morning Muſick ; 
Vour walking three Hours in the Rain at Midnight 
To ſee her at her Window, ſometimes laugh'd at, 
Sometimes admitted, and vouchſaf'd to kiſs 


Her Glove, her Skirt; nay, I have heard, her Slippers, 


How then you triumph'd ? Here was Love forſooth. 
Din. Theſe Follies I deny not, 


Such a contemptible thing my Dotage made me, 
But my Reward for this—— 282 | 


(4) —Stammel Bretches,——} 7, e. Red Breeches, Mr. Symp/on 


has given an Explanation of the Word from Ben Fohn/on, more clear 


than what we have in Dictionaries. Octavo Edition, Page 288. 
Red. hood the fir that does appear | 

| In Stammel ; Scarlet is too dear. "44 5 he, 

It is highly probable that Red Breeches were in our Authors Time 

wore only by Smarts, and were eſteemed Coxcomical. In that Age 


of Duelling therefore, a Sneer upon this Topick might kave produc'd 
Blood "IP OY pon this I op g p F 
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Cler. As you deſerv'd, 
For he that makes a Goddeſs of a rep. 
Merits no other Recompence. 
Din. This Day, Friend, 
For thou art ſoꝛ 
Cler. I am no Flatterer, 
Din. This proud ingratefal ſhe, is married to 
Lame Champernel. . 
Cler. I know him, he has been | | 
As tall a Sea-man, and has thriv'd as well by't, 
The loſs of a Leg and an Arm deducted, as any 
That ever put from Marſeilles : You are tame, 
Pl—— on*c, it mads me; if it were my cale, 4 
] ſhould kill all the Family, 
Din. Yet but now 
You did preach Patience. 
Cler. I then came from Confeſſion, 
And *twas enjoin'd me three hours for a Penance, 
To be a peaceable Man, and to talk like one; 
But now, all elſe being pardon'd, I begin 
On a new Tally, *foot do any thing, / 
Pl] ſecond you. 
Din. I would not willingly | 
Make red my yet white Conſcience, yet 1 purpoſe 
In th? open Street, as they come from the Temple, 
For this way they muſt paſs, to ſpeak my Wrongs, 
And do it boldly. | Majick plays, 
Cler. Wete thy Tongue a Cannon, 
] would ſtand by Fe 1 — 
Din. Ove a little firſt. 
Cler. This is fine fidling, 


Enter Vertaign, Champernel, Lamira, ut. 
Beaupre, aud Verdone. 


38 ON at the Wedding. 


OV E away, bring on the Bride, 

And place ber by her Lover's Side: 

You fair Troop of Maids altend ber, | 
Pure and holy Thoughts befriend ber. 


M 4 Buſh » 


they come; upon em. 
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Bluſh, and wiſh, you Virgins all, 
Many ſuch fair Nights may fall. 


CHORUS. 


Hymen, fill the Houſe with joy, 
All thy ſacred Fires employ : 
Bleſs the Bed with holy Love, 
Now fair Orb of Beauty move. 


Din. Stand by, for I'll be heard. 

Vert. This is ſtrange rudeneſs, 

Din. Tis Courtſhip, ballanced with Injuries ; 
You all look pale with Guilt, but I will dye 
Your Cheeks with bluſhes, if in your ſear d Veins 
'There yet remain ſo much of honeſt Blood 
To make the Colour; firſt to you my Lord, 
The Father of this Bride, whom you have leat 
Alive into her Grave. . 

Champ. How? To her Grave ? 

Din, Be patient Sir, I'll ſpeak of you anon: 
You that allow'd me liberal Acceſs, 
To make my way with ſervice, and approv'd of 
My Birth, my Perſon, Years, and no baſe Fortune: 
You that are rich, and but in this held wile too, 
That as a Father ſhould have look'd upon 
Your Daughter in a Husband, and aim'd more 
At what her Youth and heat of Blood requir*d 


In lawful Pleaſures, than the parting from 


Your Crowns to pay her Dow'r : You that already 
Have one Foot in the Grave, yet ſtudy Profit, 

As if you were aſſur'd to live here ever; 

What poor end had you in this choice? In what 
Deſerve I your Contempt? My Houſe, and Honours, 
At all parts equal yours, my Fame as fair, 
And not to praiſe myſelf, the City ranks me 

In the firſt file of her moſt hopeful Gentr 

But Champernel is rich, and needs a Nurſe, 

And not your Gold : And add to that, he's old too, 
His whole Eſtate in likely hood to deſcend 


Upon your Family; here was Providence, 


22828 
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| grant, but in a Nobleman baſe Thrift : | 
No Merchants, nay no Pirates, fell for Bondmen 
Their Country-men, but you, a Gentleman, 
To fave a little Gold, have fold your Daughter 
To worſe than Slavery. 2+ 
Cler. This was ſpoke home indeed. a. 
Beau. Sir, I ſhall take ſome other time to tell you, 
That this harſh Language was delivered to 
An old Man, but my Father. | 
Din. At your pleaſure. Fig 
der. Proceed in your Deſign, let me alone, 
To anſwer him, or any Man. 27 | 
Verd. You preſume _ 3 
Too much upon your Name, but may be cozen'd. 
Din. But for you, moſt unmindful of my Service, 
For now I may upbraid you, and with Honour, 
Since all is loſt 3 and yet I am a Gainer, 
In being deliver*d from a torment in you, 
For ſuch you muſt have been, you to whom Nature 
Gave with a liberal Hand moſt excellent Form ; 
Your Education Language, and Diſcourſe, 
And Judgment to diſtinguiſh, when you ſhall 
With feeling Sorrow underſtand how wretched 
And miſerable you have made yourſelf, 
And but yourſelf have nothing to accuſe, 
Can you with hope from any beg Compaſſion? 
But you will ſay, you ſerv'd your Father's pleaſure, 
Forgetting that unjuſt Commands of Parents 
Are not to be obey d; or that you're Rich, 
And that to Wealth all Pleaſures elſe are Servant; 


Yet but conſider, how this Wealth was purchas'd, 
Twill trouble the Poſſeſſion. 


Champ. You, Sir, know 
| got it, and with Honour, 

Din, But from whom? | 
Remember that, and how: You'll come indeed 
To Houſes bravely furniſh'd, but demanding 
Where it was bought, this Soldier will not lye, 
But anſwer truly, this rich Cloth of Arras 
| made my prize in ſuch a Ship, this Plate 
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Was my Share in another; theſe fair Jewels, 

Coming aſhore, I got in ſuch a Village, 

The Maid, or Matron kill'd, from whom they were 
ravilh'd ; 29% 

The Wines you drink are guilty too, for this, 

This Candy W ine, three Merchants were undone, 

(5) Theſe Suckets break as many more: In brief, 

All you ſhall wear, or touch, or ſee, is purchas'd 

By lawleſs Force, and you but revelin 

The Tears and Groans of ſuch as were the Owners, 


Champ. *Tis falſe, moſt baſely falſe. 


Vert. Let Loſers talk. | T 

Din. Laſtly, thoſe Joys, thoſe beſt of Joys, which Hynes F 

- Freely beſtows on ſuch, that come to tie B 
The ſacred Knot he bledes, won unto it 1 


By equal Love, and mutual Affection, 1 
Not blindly led with the defire of Riches, 1 
Moſt miſerable you ſhall never tafte of. | ] 
This Marriage Night you*ll-meeta Widow's Bed, | 
Or failing of chokes Pleaſures all Brides wor _=y | | 
Sin in your Wiſh, it were ©. [ 
Champ. Thou'rt a Villain, | 
A baſe, malicious Slanderer. 
Cler. Strike him. f 1 
Din. No, he is not worth a ow 
Cbamp. O that I had thee | 
In ſome cloſe Vault, that only would yield room 
To ine to uſe my S word, to thee no hope ] 
To run away, I'd make thee on «tlry Knees 
Bite out the I'angue that wrong'd me, 
Vert. Pray you have patience. | 5 
Tam. This Day I am to be your Sovereign, 
Let me command you. 
Champ. I am loſt with Rage, 
And know not what I am myſelf, nor 
Away, dare ſuch as you, that love the ſmoke 
Of Peace, more than the fire of glorious War, 
And like unprofitable Drones, feed on 


(5) Suckets,] i. e. Banqueting Diſhes. 
Your 


re 
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Your Grandſires Labours, (that, as I am now, 
Were gathering Bees, and fill'd their Hive, this Country, 
With brave triumphant Spoils, ) cenſure our Actions? 
Y' object my Prizes to me; had you ſeen 
The horror of a Sea-fight, with what danger 
| made them mine; the Fire I fearleſs fought in, 5 
and quench'd it in mine Enemies Blood, which ſtraight 
(6) Like Oil pour'd out on't, made it burn anew ; 
My Deck blown up, with noiſe enough to mock 
The lowdeſt Thunder, and the deſperate Fools 
That boarded me, ſent, to defie the Tempeſts 
That were againſt me, to the angry Sea, 
Frighted with Men thrown o'er ; no Victory, 
But in deſpight of the four Elements, | 
The Fire, the Air, the Sea, and Sands hid in it, 
To be atchiev'd; you would confeſs, poor Men, 
Though hopeleſs, ſuch an honourable wa 
To get or Wealth, or Honour, in Jourkives, 
He that through all theſe dreadful Paſſages 
Purſu'd and overtook them, unaffrighted, 
Deſerves Reward, and not to have it ſtil'd 
By the baſe. Name of Theft. 3 

Din. This is the Courtſhi 
That you muſt look for, Madam. 

Cler. Twill do well, e | 
When nothing can be done, to ſpend the Night with: 
Your Tongue is ſound good Lord, and I could wiſh -, 
For this young Lady's ſake, this Leg, this Arm, 

And there is ſomething elſe, I will not name, 
Though tis the only thing that muſt content her, 


| Had the ſame vigour. 


Champ. You ſhall buy theſe 'Scaffs 
With your beſt Blood: Help me once noble Anger, 
Nay ſtir not, I alone muſt right myſelf, 


And with one Leg tranſport me, to correct 


(6) Like Oil * out on't, made it burn anew ; ] I would chooſe 
to read, Like Oil pour d on it; but I believe the old Reading may 
you the ſame Idea. The Metaphor is a little difficult here; the B¹lů 

oth guenches and makes the Fire burn anew; bat uenchrs, here, maſt 
8 ſignify to abate the Fire for a Mament, and then the whole is 
clear. b | 


Theſe 
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Theſe ſcandalous Praters: O od noble Wounds [ Fall. 
Should hinder juſt Revenge ? e jear me too? _ 
I got theſe, not as you do 25 iſeaſes 
In Brothels, or with riotous abuſe 
Of Wine in Taverns; I have one Leg tht 
One Arm diſabled, and am honour'd more, 

By loſing them, as I did, in the Face 

Of a brave Enemy, than if they were 

As when'l put to Sea ; you are Frenchmen only, 
In that you have been laid, and cur'd; go to; 
You mock my Leg, but every Bone about vou 
Makes you good Almanack-makers, to . 
What Weather we ſhall have. 

Din. Put up your Sword, __ | 
Cler. Ot turn it to a Crutch, there't may be vic, 

And live on the Relation to your Wife 
Of what a brave Man you were once. 

Din. And tell her. 1 | 
W hat a fine Virtue tis in a young Lady | | 
To give an old Man Pap. 
Cler. Or hire a Surgeon 
To teach her to roll up your broken Limbs. 3 
Din. To make a Pulteſs, and N the ehe 
Of Oils, and naſty Plaſters, „ | 
Vert. Fie, Sir, fie, 
You that have ſtood all dangers of all tl Kinds 0 
Yield to a Rival's Scoff? 
Lam. Shed Tears upon 
Your Wedding-day ? . This is cas Gentlemen. 
Cbamp. They're Tears of Anger: 6 chat I ſhould live 
To play the Woman thus! All- pow'rful Heav'n, 
Reſtore me, but one Hour, that Strength again, 
That 1 had once, to chaſtiſe in theſe Men 
Their Follies, and ill Manners; and that done, 
When you pleaſe, I'II yield up the Fort of Life, 
And do it gladly. 
. Cler, We ha' the better of hint, 
We ha' made him cry. 
Verd. You ſhall have ſatisfaction. 
And I will do it nobly, or diſclaim me. 
FIRED | Beaup. 
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Beaup. I ſay no more, you've a Brother, Siſter ; 
. This is your Wedding: day, we're in the Street, 
And howſoever they forget their Honour, 
Tis fit J loſe not mine, by their example. ; 
Vert. If there be Laws in Paris, look to anſwer , 
This inſolent Affront. J 
Cler. You that live by them, 158 
Study em for Heav'n's ſake ; for my part I know not, 
Nor care not what they are. Is there ought elſe 
That you would ſay ? FA 1 | 
Din. Nothing, I have my ends. ” 
. Lamira weeps, I've ſaid too much I fear; * 
| So dearly once I lov'd her, that I cannot 
Endure to ſee her Tears. ¶ Exeunt Dinant and Cleremont. 
Champ. See you perform it, + 
And do it like my Nephew. Verd. If I fail in't, 
Ne'er know me more; Coulin Beaupr 
Champ. Repent not eat | 
What thou haſt done, my Life, thou ſhalt not find 
lam decrepit ; in my Love and Service, 
| will be young, and conſtant ; and believe me, 
For thou fhalt find it true, in ſcorn of all We 
The ſcandals theſe rude Men have thrown upon me, 
PII meet thy Pleaſures with a young Man's ardour, 
And in all Circumſtances of a Husband 
Perform my part. | 
Lam, Good Sir, I am your Servant, 
And tis too late now, if I did repent, 
(Which as I am a Virgin yet, 1 do not) 55 
T* undo the knot, that by the Church is ty'd. 
Only I would beſeech ye, as you have 
A good Opinion of me, and my Virtues, 455 
For fo you've pleas'd to ſtile my innocent Weakneſs, 
That what hath paſs'd between Dinant and me, 
Or what now in your hearing he hath ſpoken, 
Beget not doubts, or fears. 
Champ. I apprehend you, | 
You think I will be jealous; as I live 
Thou art miſtaken, Sweet; and to confirm it 
Diſcourſe with whom thou wilt, ride where thou wilt, 


Feaſt 


. - 
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Feaſt whom thou wilt, as often as thou wilt, 
For I will have no other Guards upon thee 
Than thine own Thoughts. | 
Lam. I'll ufe this Liberty 
With moderation, Sir. 
Beaup. I am reſolv'd. 
Steal off, I'll follow you. 
Cbamp. Come, Sir, you droop; | 
Till you find cauſe, which I ſhall never give, 
Diſlike not of your Son- in-law. 7 
Veri. Sir, you teach me Ta 
The Language I ſhould uſe; I am moſt | 
In being ſo near you. [ Exeunt Verdone, and Beaupre, 
Lam. O my fears ! good Nurſe | 
Follow my Brother unobſerv'd, and learn 
Which way he takes. 
Nurſe. | wilt be carefal, Madam. [Ex Nurſe. 
Champ. Between us Compliments are ſuperfluous; 
On, Gentlemen; th' Affront we have met here 
We'll think upon hereafter; *cwere unfit 
To cheriſh any Thought to breed unreſt, 
Or to ourſelves, or to our Nuptial Feaft, [ Exeunt, 


Enter Dinant, and Cleremont. 


Cler. We ſhall have ſport, ne'er fear'r, 

Din. What ſport, I prithee? _ | 

Cler. Why we muſt fight, I know it, and J long for't, 
It was apparent in the fiery Eye | 
Of young Verdone; Beaupre look'd pale and ſhook tor, 
Familiar ſigns of Anger. They're both brave Fellows 
Try*d and approv'd, and I am proud t*encounter 
With Men, from whom no Honour can be loft ; 
They will play up to a Man, and ſet him off. | 
Whene'er | go to the Field, Heav'n keep me from 
The meeting of an unfleſh'd Yonth or Coward ; | 
The firſt, to get a Name, comes on too hot, 
The Coward is ſo ſwift in giving ground, 
There is no overtaking him without 
A hunting Nag, well breath'd too. 


Din, 
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Din. All this while, 
You ne'er think on the Danger. 

Cer. Why 'tis no more ‚ 
Than meeting of a dozen Friends at Supper, 
And drinking hard; Miſchief comes there unlook'd for, 
m ſure as ſudden, and ſtrikes home as _ 3 | 
For this we are prepar'd. | 

Din, Lamira loves 
Her Brother Beaupre dearly. 

Cler. What of that ? . 

Din. And ſhould he call me t' an account for what 
But now I ſpake, nor can I with mine Honour | 
Recant my Words, that little hope is left me, 

Eer to enjoy what (next to Heav'n) I long for, 

Is taken from me. | 
Cler. Why what can you hope for, 

She being now married? 

Din. Oh my Cleremont, 

To you all Secrets of my Heart lie open, 

And I reſt moſt ſecure that whatſoe'er 

| lock up there, is as a private Thought, . 
And will no farther wrong me. I am a Frenchman, 
And for the greater part we are born Courtiers, | 
She is a Woman, and however yet 

No heat of Service had the power to melt 

Her frozen Chaſtity, time and opportunity 
May work her to my ends, I confeſs ill ones,” 
And yet I muſt purſue em: Now her Marriage, 
In probability, will no way hurt, 1 0 8 

But rather help me. 2 857 

Cler. Sits the Wind there? Pray ita ten w me 
How far off dwells your Love from Laſt?” | 

Din. Too near, 

But prithee chide me not. 

Cler. Not bd; go on, 
Pve faults myſelf, and will not 
A Crime I am not free from: For her Marriage, 
do eſteem it (and moſt Batchelors are 
Of my Opinion) as a fair protection, 

To play the Wanton without loſs of Honour, 


Din. 
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Din. Would ſhe make uſe of't ſo; I were moſt nappy, 


Cler. No more of this. Judge now, 
W hether I have the gift of Prophecy. 


_ Enter Beaupre, and Verdone. 


Beaup. Monſieur Dinant, 
I'm glad to find you, Sir. 
Din. I'm at your Service. 
Verd. Good Monſieur Cleremont, I have long wiſh'd 
To be known better to you, 
Cler. My delires 
Embrace your wiſhes, Sir. 
Beaup. Sir, Ive ever 


 Efteem'd you truly noble, and profeſs 


I ſhould have been moſt proud, to've had the Honour 


To call you Brother, but my Father's pleaſure 


Deny*d that Happineſs. I know no Man lives, 
That can command his Paſſions, and therefore 


Dare not condemn the late intemperate Language 


were pleas'd to ufe t' my Father and my Siſter, 
He's old and ſhe a Woman, I moſt ſorry 
My Honour does compel me to entreat you, 
To do me the favour, with your Sword. to meet me 
A Mile without the City, 
Din. You much honour me | 
In the demand, I'll gladly wait upon you. 
Beaup. O Sir you teach me what to ſay: The time? 
Din. With the next Sun, if you think fit, 
Beaup. The Place? | 
Din. _ to the Vineyard Eaſbward from the 
RR : 
Beaup. I like it well; this Gentleman, if you pleaſe, 
Will keep me company. 
Cler. That is agreed on; 
And in my Friend's behalf I will attend him. 
Verd. You ſhall not miſs my Service. 
Beaup, Good day, Gentlemen. 
[Exeunt Beaupre, and Verdone. 
Din. At your Commandment. 
Cler. Proud to be your Servants. 
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) T think there is no Nation under Heav'n n 
That cut their Enemies Throats with Compliment, - 
And ſuch fine Tricks as we do: If you have TI. 
Any few Prayers to ſay, this Night you may 
Call em to mind and uſe em; for myſelff, 
As I have little to loſe, my care is leſs, 

So 'till to Morrow Morning I bequeath ou 
To your Devotions z and thoſe paid, but uſe 
That noble Courage I have ſeen, and we — 
Shall fight, as in a Caſtle. 

Din. Thou'rt all - Honour, 

Thy Reſolution would ſteel a Coward, 

And I moſt fortunate in ſuch a Friend 
All tenderneſs and nice reſpect of Woman 

Be now far from me, Reputation take 

A full Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and prove 


Honour the firſt place holds, the ſecond Love. 


. 4 a] 6 
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ACTI SCENE 1. 
(8) Enter Lamira, and Charlotte - 


Lam. QLEEPS my Lord till, Charlotte ? 
Char. Not to be wak'd, +] ax 

B' your Ladyſhip's chearful Looks I well perceive 

That this Night the good Lord hath been 


(7) I think there is no Nation under Heaw'n, | | 

That cut their Enemies Throats with Compliment, 

And ſuch fine Tricks as we do: —») Moliere has a Scene 
built upon the Politeneſs of the French Duellers, which is extremely 
like this. I mention it not as ſuppoſing that excellent Writer to have 
copy'd from our Authors; but to ſhew how admirably the latter 


dl. — 


drew their Characters; fince in the Portraits of Frenchmen, they hit 


8 1 ſame maſterly Strokes with the greateſt Maſter of French 
omedy. ct, | | 

(8) Hater Lamira, and Charlotte.] I think it very clear, that this 
is the Beginning of the ſecond Act; for a whole Night is paſt ſince 
the laſt Scene, and [the Players ſeem to have divided the Acts at the 
End of the next Scene, only to make them of a more equal Length. 
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At an unuſual Service, and no wonder 
4 If he reſts after it. Lam, You're very bold. p 
11 6 Char. Your Creature, Sd and — you are il ' 
1 Pleas d 
Ti Sadneſs to me's a Stranger ; your good pardon . 
wa If I ſpeak like a Fool, I could: have wiſht 
| i | To have ta' en your place to Night, had bold Dinant, 
Wi Vour firſt and moſt obſequious Servant, taſted 
Thoſe Delicates, which by his-Lethargy, 
As it appears, have cloy*d my Lord, 
Lam, No more. 
Char. Tm ſilenc'd, Madam, 
Lam. Saw you my Nurſe this gy ; 
Char. No, Madam. 
Lam. I'm full of Fears, [Knock willi | 
Who's that? | 
Char. She you enquir'd for. | 
Lam. Bring her in, and leave me. [Exit Charlotte. 
Now N urſe, what News? ? | 


Enter Nurſe. Sas | 


Nurſe. O Lady, dreadful ones. 
They are to fight this Morning, there's no remedy, | 
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li I ſaw my Lord your Brother, and Yerdone, 

i" i Take Horſe as I came by, 

4:1 Lam. Where's Cleremont ? | 
if Nurſe. 1 met him too, and mounted. 5 


Lam. Where's Dinant? 
Nurſe. There's all the Mew + I've ſtaid him with a trick, 
If I have done well ſo, = 
Lam. What trick? 5 | 
.. Nurſe, I told him, | 
| Your Ladyſhip laid your Command upon him 
T'attend you preſently ; and to confirm it, 
Gave him the Ring he oft hath ſeen you wear, 
That you beſtow'd on me: He waits without 
Diſguis'd, and if you have that power in him, 
As I preſume you have, it is in you 
To ſtay or alter him. 
Lam. Have you learnt the Place 


Where 
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Where they are to encounter 
Nurſe, Yes, "tis where TY 
The Duke of Burgundy met Lewis the Eleventh: | 
Lam. Enough, I will reward thee liberally, * E 
8. r _— 
Go bring him in: Full dear I loy'd Dinant. 
While it was. lawful, but thoſe Fires are queneb'd, (CUP 


] being now another's ; Truth forgive me.. 

And let Diſſimulation be no Crime, fa 

Though moſt unwillingly I put it on 

To guard a Brother's ſatety. ne 00 UXGY 1 
ien Dinant. | 


Bee 3 4 % » 


Dis. Now your pleaſure, * Dal 
Though ill you have deſerv*d it, you tet: 


I'm ſtill your Fool, and cannot but wan N | yodo.poy: 11 
Whatever you cvinniand: [09 1012 
Lam. You ſpeak, as ir 1 220 {rH 


You did repent it, 'tis not worth my thanks ders * 
But there has been a time, in which yu would 


Receive this as a Favour, ' * 6 16305 
Din. Hope was left then e ee e eee Tf 
Of Recompence. C A Toned 
Lam. Why Tam till Lane, banc: eh 1 v 
And you Dinant, and *tis yet in my . WI 035 6 
dare not ſay PlI put it into act, nid 2990-4 
T* reward your Love and Service. © 15 of 090m 4 
Din. There's ſome comfort. Ky 


Lan. But think not that ſo low I prize my Fame, 
To give it up to any Man that refuſes | 


To buy its or with danger of Perforůancte 

Of what I ſhall enjoin him ü: 
Din. Name that Danger, yoy brig 0 
Be't of what horrid ſhape ſoever, ws a»: wy K 10 


Which I will ſhrink at; only at this inſtant | * 11 
Be ſpeedy in't. | -A vi 
Lam, I'll put you to the trial: . C4 
You ſhall not fight to day; d' you ſtart at Hart | 
Not with my Brother, I have heard your nen 
Mine is no Helen's Beauty to be purchase 
N 2 With 
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There's no way elſe to gain em. 
Din. You command 


With Blood, and ſo defended ; if you look for 
Favours from me, deſerve them with Obedience, 


What with mine Honour 1 cannot obey 
Which lies at Pawn againſt it, and a F riend 


Equally dear as that, or Life, engag on as 


Not for himſelf, but me. 
Lam. Why fooliſh Man, 


Dare you ſollicit me to ſerve your Luft, 


In which not only I abuſe my Lord, 


My Father, and my Family, but write Whore, 
Though not upon my Forehead, in my Conſcience, 
To be ready hourly, and yet name your Honour ? 
Yours ſuffers but in circumſtance ; mine in ſubſtance, 


If you obey me, you part with ſome credit, 


From whom? the giddy Multitude: But Mankind 


Will cenſure me, and juſtly. 
Din. I will loſe, 


What moſt 1 do deſire, rather than hazard 


*T is better be no Man. 2 
Lam. This will not do; 


Why, I deſire not you ſhould be a Coward, 
my /Brocher' s Life with yours, 
| Meet him, fight with him, do, and kill him Ps 


Nor do I weigh 


So dear a Friend, or write myſelf a Coward, 


Let me not ſuffer for you, I am careleſs, | 


Din. Suffer for me ? 


Lam. For you, my kindneſs to you 


Already brands me with a Anne 
Din. O that I knew the Wretc 
Lam. I will not name him, 


Nor give you any Character to know Rag 
But if you dare, and inſtantly ride forth 


At the Weſt Port of the City, and defend there 


My Reputation, againſt all you meet, 


For two hours only, I'll not ſwear, Dinant, 
To fatisfie, though ſure I think I ſhall, . 
Whatever you deſire; if you deny this, 


= deſperate, for — ” his Light, 
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P11 never ſee thee more. 
Din. Two hours, do you ſay 2 
Lam. Only two hours. | 

? Din. I were no Gentleman, 

Should I make ſcruple of it; this F ayour arms me, 

And boldly I'll perform i "a 1 
Lam. I am glad on't. 

This will prevent their Meeting yet, and keep 

My Brother ſafe, which was the Mark I ſhot at. [Exit 


S CB N02 1L 
Enter Cleremont, as in the Field. 


Cler. 5 firſt i th Field, that Honours Bae of or our 
ide, | | 

Pray Heav'n T may get off as honourably : 

The hour is paſt, I wonder Dinant comes not, 

This is the Place, I cannot ſee him yet; 

It is his Quarrel too that brought me hither, 

And I ne'er knew him yet but to his Honour 

A firm and worthy Friend; yet I ſee or gs 

Nor Horſe nor Man ; *rwould vex me to be eft here, 

To th' Mercy of two Swords, and two approv d ones. 

] never knew him laſts of Fall e 


Enter Beaupre, and W N 


Beaup. You are well met, Cleremont. | 
Verd. You're a fair Gentleman, and love your Friend, | 
44 *_ 
What, are you ready? th* time has overta'en us. | 
Beaup. And this, you know, the * = 
Cler. No Dinant yet? | | 4 
Beaup. We come not now t0 argue, but to oz. | 
We wait you, Sir. gift "i 
er. There's no time paſt yet, Gentlemen, 4 
We've Day enough : Is't poſſible he comes not ? I 
You ſee I'm ready here, and do but ſtay _ | 
Till my Friend come; walk but a turn or two, Ny | 
UN "Twill not be long. ; 1 
N 3 Verd. 4 
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Verd. We came to fight, . 
Cler. Ye ſhall fight, Gentlemen, 11 
And fight enough; but a ſhort turn or twWoßʒ 


I think I ſee him, ſet up your Watch, we'll fight by it. 


| Beaup. That is not he; we will not be deluded. 
Cler. Am I bob'd thus? Pray take a Pipe of Tobacco, 
Or ſing but ſome new Air ; by that time, Gentlemen 


Verd. Come draw your Sword, you know the Cuſtom 
here, Sir, 


Firſt come, f firſt ſerv'd. 


Cler. Though it be held a Cuſtom, 


 AndpraQtigd ſo, 1 do not hold it honeſt ; | 


What Honour can you both win on me ſingle ? ? 


Beaup. Yield up your Sword then. 

Ger. Yield my Sword? that's Hebrew ; 
PI! be firſt cut a pieces; hold but awhile, ; 
Pl! take the next that comes. | 


Enter an old Gentle: 


You're an old Gentleman ? 


of 


Gent. Yes indeed am I, Sir. 
Cler. And wear no Sword! f 
Gent, I need none, Sir. | 
Cler. I would you did, and had one; 
I want now ſuch a fooliſh Courteſie. 
You ſee theſe Gentlemen? 
Gent. You want a Second. 
In good Faith, Sir, I was ne'er handſom at it, 
I Sata you had my Son, but he's in Hah, 
A proper Gentleman; you may do well, Gallants, 
If your Cre be not ca Ital, to've more Mercy, 
The Gentleman may do his Country 
Cler. Now ] beſeech you, Sir, 


If y' dare not fight, don't ſtay to beg my Pardon. 
There lies your way, 


Gent, Good-morrow, Gentlemen. 2 (Exit 

Verd. You ſee your Fortune, 
You'd better yield your Sword. 

Cher. Pray 4 ſtay a little. 


Enter 


it. 


Im 
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Lu in Gentlemen, e 


Upon mine Honeſty, you ſhall be fought a 890 1 
Well, Dinant, well; theſe wear Swords, and ſeem bene 
ellows. 2 

As you are Gentlemen, one of you ſupply me, f 
J want a Second now to meet theſe Gallant s 
You know what Honour is. LE, 

1 Gent. Sir, you muſt pardon us, 
We go about the ſame work, you are ready 7 3 
And muſt fight preſently, elle we were your Servants. 

2 Gent. God ſpeed you, ab good day. 


; len Gentlemen 
Cler. Am I thus colted ? | 


Beaup. Come, either yield Wu 3 - 
Cler. As you're honeſt Gentlemen, 3 6 196 L 
Stay but the next, and then I'll take my Foituicy | 
And if I fight not like a Man——F y ane 
Cold now and treacherous. 5 


* = 
199. 
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Enter Monſieur La-writ, within. 


La- writ. I underſtand your Cauſes, 
Yours about Corn, yours about Pins and Glaſſes, 
Will y' make me mad, have I not all the Parcels ? 
And his Petition too, about Bell- founding? 
Send in your Witneſſes, what will you have me do? 
Will you have me break my Heart? my Brains are melted; 
And tell your Maſter, as I am a Gentleman, 
His Cauſe ſhall be the firſt 3 commend me to your Miſtreſs 
And tell her, if there be an extraordinary Feather, 
And tall enough for her I ſhall diſpatch you too, 
I know your Cauſe, for tranſporting of ur nn 3 
Trouble me no more, I ſay again to you, 
No more Vexation: Bid my Wife ſend me ſome Puddings ; 
I have a Cauſe to run n Wi he" * 
Puddings enough. Farewel. | mo 
er. God ſpeed you, Sir. 4 
Beaup. Would he would take this Fellow. 
Verd. A rare Louth. | 
oy If you ben't haſty, Sir. 
N 4 La. crit. 
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La-writ, Yes, I am haſty, 
Exceeding, haſty, Sir, I am going to the Parliament, 
You underſtand this Bag, if you have any Buſineſs 
Depending there, be ſhart, and let me hear ity 
And pay your Fees. 
Cler. *Faith, Sir, I have a Buſineſs, 
But it depends upon no Parliament. 
La-writ, 1 —4 no skill in't then. 
Cler. I muſt deſire you, 
"Tis a Sword matter, Sir. 
La-writ. I am no Cutler, 
I am an Advocate, Sir. 
Beaup. How the thing looks? 
Verd. When he brings him to fight: 
Cler. Be not fo haſty, 
You wear a good Sword, 
La-writ. I know not that, 
I never drew it yet, or whether it be a Sand 
Cler. I muſt intreat you try, Sir, and bear a part 
Againſt theſe Gentlemen, I want a Second ; 
Ye ſeem a Man, and *tis a noble Office. 
La-writ. I am a Lawyer, Sir, I am no Fighter, 


Cler. Vou that breed Quarrels, Sir, know belt to ſatishe, 
Beaup. This is ſome ſport yet. 


Verd. If this Fellow ſhould fight. 

La-writ. And for any thing 1 know, I am an arrant 
7 Coward, _— 
Do not truſt me, I think I am a Coward. 


Cler. Try, try, you are miſtaken; Walk on Gentlemen, 
The Man ſhall follow preſently. 
La-writ. Are ye mad, Conlenan?- 
My Buſineſs is within this half hour. 
Cher. That's all one, 
We'll diſpatch within this quarter, there i in a that Bottom, 
*Tis moſt convenient, Gentlemen, | 
Beaup. Well, we'll wait, Sir. 


Verd. Why this will be a comick F ight, you'll follow | 


La-writ, As I'm a true Man, I can't fight. 
| Jn es n verde 


dur. 


| 
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Cler. (Away, away ; ) 1510 
1 know you can: I like your Modeſty, - 
1 know you will fight, and ſo fight, with ſuch Metal, 


And with ſuch Judgment meet you Enemy s Fury; 
I ſee it in your Eye, Sir. 


La-writ. I'll be hang'd thenn 
And I charge you in the King's Name, name no more 
fighting. 
Cler. I charge you in the King's Name, play the Man, 
Which if you do not quickly, I begin with you, 


Pl! make you dance, do you fee your Fiddleſtick ? 
Sweet Advocate thou ſhalt fight, © 


La-writ. Stand farther, Genelenmin;! | 
Or l'll give you ſuch a Duſt o'th* — 
Cler. Spoke bravely. 
And like thyſelf, a noble Advocate: 
Come to thy Tools. 6 
La-writ. I do not ſay I'll fight. 
Cler. I ſay thou ſhalt, and — 
La-writ. If 1 do fight; 5 
I fay, if I do, but don't depend W 1 SOOE TATE ITN: 
And yet I have a fooliſh Itch upon me, = 
What ſhall become of my W 
Cler. Let em lye by, 
They will not run away, Man. 
La- writ. I may be d too, 27 3 
And where are all my Cauſes then? my Buſin ef? 
I will not fight, I cannot fight, my Cauſes— 
ler. Thou ſhalt fight, if thou hadſt a thoufand Cauſes, 
Thou arts Man-to Sinn for iy Con” | 
And carry it with Honour. 
La- urit. Hum, ſay you fo? if I ſhould 
Be ſuch a Coxcomb to prove valiant now—— 
Cler. I kno thou art moſt valiant, © 3 
La-writ. D' you think fo? wen, _ 
I am undone for ever, if it prove ſo, ke IO 
I tell you that, my honeſt Friend, fr ver; g 
For I ſhall neꝰ er — quarrelling. 
How long muſt we fighe? for 1 cannot ſtay, 


Nor will not ſtay, Fve Buſineſs,” 
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Cr. We'll do't in a minute, in a moment. 2 
La- writ. Here will J hang my my then, it may fave 
my Belly, - | 
I never lov'd cold Iron there. 
Cler. You do wiſely. 
La-writ. _P me to pluck my Sword out he, quickly, 
” uickly, 
Thas not ſeen Sun theſe ten Years. 
Cler. How it grumbles ? 
This Sword is vengeance Angry. 
La-writ. Now I'Il put my Hat up, 
And ſay my Prayers as I go; away Boy, n 
If 1 be kill'd remember the little Lawyer. | Exeunt, 


Enter Beau pre. 


Beaup. They're both come on, that end be a ftbbon 
Raſcal], 
Take you chat Ground, 


- Enter La-wri it. 


PII ſtay here, 
Fight bravely, _ 
mage _ t chearfully my Boys, you'll let's have 
| air play, 
None of ws — * Tricks. | N 
Beaup. Come forward Monſieur? U. 
What haſt thou there? a Pudding) i in thy Belly? 2 
I ſhall ſee what it holds. | 
| La-writ. Put your Spoon home chin! wn! Pohl 
Nay, ſince I muſt fight, have at you without Wit, Sir: 
God-a-mercy Bag. Beaup, Nothing but Bumbaſt1 in 470 
The Rogue winks and fights. | 
La-writ, Now your fine fencing, Fires {1 1 
[Beaup. loſes his Sword. 2 freads on i. 
Stand off, thou diet on point elſe, | 
I have it, I have it: Yet further off: | 
I have his Sword, Cler. Then keep, it, be ſure you wo keepi . 
La- writ. I'll put it in my Mouth elſe. 
Stand further off yet, and ſtand quietly, 4 4 
And look another way, or or Tl be with you: 171 
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; [s this all? I'll undertake within theſe two days 
ave Jo furniſh any Cutler in this Kingdom. 
Beaup. Pox, what Fortune's this? Diſarm'd by a Puppy ? 
A Snail ? a Dog? 
45 La-writ. No more o' theſe Words, Gentleman, 
ly, Sweet Gentleman no more, do not provoke me; 
N Go walk i'th' Horſe-fair, whiltle Gentleman; 
What muſt I do now? 


Enter Cleremont, purſued by Verdone. 


' Orr. Help me, I'm almoſt breathleſs. 
La-writ. With all my Heart, there” s a cold Pye. or 
ou, Sir. Fe, 
Cler. Thou ſtrik'ſt me, Fool. 
La- writ. Thou Fool, ſtand further off 7 chen, 
Deliver, deliver. 
Cler. Hold faſt, 
La-writ. I never fail in't, | 
He ſtriłes up the other*s Heels, and takes his Sword 105 
There's twelve Pence, go buy you two leaden Daggers. 
Have I done well? Ger. Moſt like a Gentleman. 
1 And we two baſely loſt. 
Verd. *Tis but a Fortune. 
We ſhall yet find an hour. 
 [ Exeunt Beaupes and Verdone fb. 
Cler. 1 ſhall be glad on't. | 
La-writ. Where's my Cloak, and my Trinkets? 
Or will you fight any longer, for a.craſh or two: 
Cler, I am your noble Friend, SF. | 
* La- writ. It may be ſo. 
8B Cl:r. What Honour ſhall I do you, 
| For this great Courtelie? 


.. 


La- writ. All I deſire of ye, 
g Is to take the Quarrel to yourſelf, ane let me hear no 
more ont, 
I have no liking to't, 'tis a fooliſh matter, | 
ind help me to put up my Sword. 
Cler. Moſt willingly. 
But I am bound to gratifie you, and I muſt not leave you. 
La. writ. 1 tel you, I will not be * 5 
8 
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Nor I will hear no more on't : Take the Swords too, 

And do not anger me but leave me quietly. | 
For th' matter of Honour, tis at your own diſpoſure, 

And fo, and fo. | 15 [ Exit La- writ. 

Cler. This is a moſt rare Lawyer: 
I'm ſure moſt valiant. Well Dinant, as you ſatisfie me, 
I fay no more: I'm loaden like an Armorer. 


[ Exit Cleremont, f 
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Enter Dinant. 
Din. To be diſpatcht upon a ſleeveleſs Errand? 

Io leave my Friend engag'd, mine Honour tainted? 

Theſe are trim Things. I am ſet here like a Perdue, 

To watch a Fellow that has wrong' d my Miſtreſs, | 

A ſcurvy Fellow that muſt paſs this way, | | 
But what this ſcurvy Fellow is, or whence, - 

Or whether his Name be William, or Fobn, 

Or Antony, or Dick, or any thing, I know not; 

A ſcurvy raſcally Fellow I muſt aim at, 

And there's the Office of an Aſs flung on me. 

Sure Cleremont has fought, but how come off, 

And what the World ſhall think of me hereafter : 

Well, Woman, Woman, I muſt look your Raſcals, 

And loſe my Reputation: Ye've a fine power over us. 

Theſe two long hours I've trotted here, and curiouſly 

Survey'd all Goers by, yet find no Raſcal, 

Nor any Face to quarrel with : 


La- urit ſings within, then Enters. 


What's that? 
This is a raſcally Voice, ſure it comes this way. 
La- writ. He ſtroot ſo hard, the Baſon broke, 
And Tarquin heard the Sound. | 
Din. (9) What Miſter-thing is this? let me ſurvey it. 
La-writ. And then be firook his Neck in two. 20 
| est "cf; Din. 


5 r 
— EE — 
l n 2 - 4 


8 


{ - 
| 
. 
"n 
i +6 
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' (9) What Maſter-thing is this ? —)] The Idea this gave was, 
What Mafeer-piece of Oddity have we here ? But Mr. Sympſon has hit 
on a more humourous Reading: What Mifter-thing is this ? Miſter 
Wight being common to Spen/er and Chaucer, I am far from approv- 
ing the Inſertion of obfolete Words in general; but here, where La. 


auvrit 


Tit, 
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Din. This may be a Raſcal, but tis a mad Raſcal, 


What an Alphabet of Faces he puts on ? 
Hey, how it fences? if this ſhould be the Rogue, 
As tis the likelieſt Rogue I ſee this Day 
La-writ. Was ever Man for Ladies ſake ? down, down. 
Din. Hay what are you, good Sir? down, down, down, 
own. | 
La-writ. What's that to you, good Sir? down, down. 
Din. A pox on you, good Sir, down, down, down, 
You with your Buckram Bag, what make you here ? 


And from whence come you? I could fight with my 


Shadow now, _ | K % 
La- writ. Thou fierce Man that like Sir Lancelot doſt 
appear. l 
| need not tell thee what I am, nor eke what I make here. 
Din. This is a precious knave ; ſtay, ſtay, good Triſtram, 
And let me ask thy Mightineſs a Queſtion z _ 14 
Did ye ne' er abuſe a Lady? La- writ. Not; to abuſe 
A Lady's very hard, Sir. Din. Say you fo, Sir? 
But didſt thou never yet abuſe her Honour? 
La-writ, Not; to abuſe her Honour, is impoſſible. 
Din, Certain this is the Raſcal : What's thy Name? 
La-writ, My Name is Cock 0 two, (10) uſe me re- 
ſpectively, | 1 | 
Iwill be Cock of three elſe. Din. What's all this? 
You ſay, you did abuſe a Lady. La-writ. You lie. 
Din. And that you wrong'd her Honour. 
La-writ, That's two Lies, 


Speak ſuddenly, for I am full of Buſineſs. | 


Din. What art thou, or what canſt thou be, thou Pe 

- gooſe, | | nn + i 
That durſt give me the Lie thus? thou mak*ſt me wonder. 
La- urit. And wonder on, till time make all things plain. 


writ is talking and ſinging Knight-Errantry, a Word common in the 
Tales of Knight Errants is certainly natural and obvious. In the ex- 
cellent Gloſſary to Urry's Chaucer, Mifter, from the French Meftier, 
a Profeſſion or Trade, Hence it is us'd for any ſort, kind, or con- 
dition; as Mifter.folk kind of Men, &c. | 


(10) uſe me reſpectively, ] Here reſpect iwely is ſynonymous 
to reſpefullj. We never, I believe, now ule it in that Senſe, 


Din. 


of 
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Din. You muſt not part fo, Sir; art thou a Gentleman 
La- urit. Ask thoſe upon whoſe Ruins I am mounted, 
Din. This is ſome Cavalero Knight o'th' Sun. 

La- urit. I tell thee lam as good a Gentleman 

Asth Duke jo Me 

I have atchiev*d——ego follow thy Bulineſs. 

Din. But for this Lady, Sir | 
Ta. writ. Why, hang this Lady, Sir, [Ladies 
And the Lady Mother too, Sir, what have I to do with 


Enter Cleremont. 


Cler, *Tis the little Lawyer's Voice : Has he got my 
way ? / 
It ſhould be hereabouts. | 
Din. Ye dry Bisket Rogue, 
I will fo ſwinge you for this Blaſphemy——- 
Ha' I found you out ? | | 
ier. That ſhould be Dinant's Tongue too. | 
La-writ. And I defie thee, do thy worſt: O he quoib 
Lancelot 66. Se 23230 
And that thou ſhalt know, I'm a true Gentleman, 
And ſpeak according to the Phraſe triumphant ; 
Thy Lady is a ſcurvy Lady, and a ſnitten Lady, 
And though I never heard of her, a deboſhed Lady, 
And thou a Squire of low degree; will that content thee? 
Doſt thou way-lay me with Ladies? A pretty Sword, Sir, 
A very pretty Sword, I have a great mind tot. 
Din. You ſhall not loſe your longing, Rogue: 
Cler. Hold, hold, row | 2 


Fold, Dinant, as thou art a Gentleaaeam. 


La- urit. As much as you will, my Hand is in now. 
er. I am your Friend, Sir: Dinant, you dra your 
Sword 4 | 
Upon the Gentleman preſerv'd your Honour : 
This was my Second, and did back me nobly ; 
For ſhame forbear. 
Din. I ask your Mercy, Sir, and am your Servant now. 
La-writ. May we not fight then? 
Qier. Pm ſure you ſhall not now. = 
of 4-0 La-writ. 


n? 
Ited, 


les? 
vith 
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. 
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La-writ. I'm ſorry for t, Pm ſure Pl ſtay no longer 


then, 
Not a Jot longer : Are there any more on ye fore > 
J will ſing ſtil}, Sir. [Exit La-writ, ſinging. 


Din. 1 look now you ſhould chide me, and' tis fit, 
And with much bitterneſs expreſs your Anger, 
have deſerv d: Yet when you e ! 

Cler. I thank ye, e 
Do you think that the wrong you have offer d me, 
The moſt unmanly wrong, unfriendly en 155 

Din. I do confeſs ——- 

Cher. That Boyiſh Slight—— 

Din. Not ſo, Sir. FW 

Cler. That poor and baſe renouncing of 3 your r Honour 
Can be allay*d with Words? 

Din. I give you way til]. | 

Cler. Colour'd with ſmooth Excuſes ? Wasit ita a Friend's 

art, . 
A ee 8, A Man's that wears a Sword, 
And ſtand upon the point of Reputation, 
To hide his Head then, when his Honour call'd him; 
Call'd him aloud, and led him to his Fortune? 
To halt and ſlip the Collar ? By my Life, I 
I wou'd have giv'n my Life I'd never known thee, 
Thou'ſt eaten Canker-like into my Judgment 
With this diſgrace, thy whole Life cannot heal again. 

Din. This I can ſuffer too, I find it honeſt. 1.8 

Cler. Can you pretend a ſcuſe now may abſolve you, 
Or any thing like honeſt, to bring 21 off N 
Engage me like an Aſs? E ON: 

Din. Will you but hear me? 

Cler. Expoſe me like a Jade to tug, wy bale through, 
Laugh'd at, and almoſt hooted; your Diſgraces 
Invite Mens Swords and Angers to diſpatch me. 

Din, If you will be patient, | 

Cler. And be abus'd ſtill: But that I've call d * 

Friend, 
And to that Name allow a Sanctuary, 


You ſhould hear further from me, Id not talk thus: 


But hence forch ſtand on your own Bottom, Sir, 6 
An 
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And bear your own abuſes, I ſcorn my Sword 
Should travel in ſo poor and empty Quarrels. 

Din, Ha? you done yet? take your whole ſwinge of 
Anger, | 

P1] bear all — content. 

Cler. Why were you abſent 2282 

Din. You know Lam no Coward, you have ſeen 4 
And therefore, out of Fear forſook you not: 
You know I am not falſe, of a treacherous Nature, 
Apt to betray my Friend, have fought for you too; 
Lou know no buſineſs, that concern'd my State, 

My Kindred, or my Life. 

Cler. Where was the Fault then? 

Din. The Honour of that Lady 1 adore, 
Her Credit, and her Name : Ye know the ſent for me, 
And with what haſte, _ 

Cler. What was he that traduc'd ? ? 

Din. The Man i'th' Moon, I think, hither I was ſent, 
But to what end—— - 


Enter old Lady. 


Cler. This is a pretty Flim-flam, 
Old Lady. S am glad I have mer you, Sr, I have been 
ſeeking, 
And ſeeking every where. 
Cler. And now you have found him, 
Declare what buſineſs, (11) old Ambaſſador, _ 
Old Lady. What's that to ye, good Man Flouter ? O, Sir, 
my Lady —— 
Din. Prithee no more of thy Lady, I have too much 
0 
Cler. Let me have a little, ſpeak to me. 
Old Lady. To you, Sir? 
*Tis more than time: All occaſions ſet aſide, Sir, 
Or whatſoever may be thought a Buſineſ 
* What then? 


(11) ——our Aale fue, Mr. Symp/on thinks this might pro- 
h bat be ald N and then there's a ſtrong Reaſon for her cal - 
ing bias Fhouter, It is certainly an os in and bids fair for 


havin been the Original, 
a if o L 


_ — — — — 


td wy c 


„ enn e — a” 
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014 Lady. Repair to me wathia this hour. 1 
Cler. Where "FP 

Old Lady. What's that to you J come you, Si when 
| y'are ſent for, 

Cler. God-a-mercy Mumpſimus, 

You may go Dinant, and follow: this old Fairy; 

Till you have loſt; yourſelf, your Friends, your Di. 

(12) And honey out your Youth-in rare mn 

[can but grieve I've known you, 

Old Lady. Will ye go, Sir? © 1 

come not often to you with theſe Bleſogs, 41 tre 

You may believe that thing a and "+ Oo * 

That dogged thing. 13840 
Cler. Peace, Touch wood. 1 0 
Din. I will not go: 

Go bid your Lady ſeek ſome Fool to 10 on ber, 

Some unexperienc d Puppy to make ſport witn, 

Pve been her Mirth too long; thus I ſhake from me 

The Fetters ſne put on, thus her Enchantments 

I blow away like Wind, no more her Beauty — 
Old Las Take heed, Sir, what you ſay. -— | 
Cler, Go forward, Dinant. | 0 | 
Din. The Charms Os n ber Eye.. 

Old Lady. Be wiſe. * 21 e 
Cler. Be . 7 (deftruftions 
Din. That Tongue that tells fair Tales to Mens 

(13) Shall never rack me more. | 

(12) And hunt away your Youth in rare 88 f 1 "Rs re- 


ſor'd the Reading of the old Folio here. To honey out his. Youth, is 
ex:remely poetical, for waſting it in the falll Brat of unlawful 
Love: But the ſecond Folio (having now loſt the 3 judicious Corrector 
it had in The Falſe One) diſcards this fine Metaphor as unintelligible ; 
and the Octavo here again unluckily begins to copy front it. 

(13) Shall never rack me more.] Rack, i. e. torment, is certainly 
good Senſe here, and I therefore don't change'i it, tho',avrach, the old 
way of ſpelling <vreck; i. e. Ship-awreck, ſeems much more poetical: 
For his Honour, by her Devices, had juſt before been wrack'd,. which 
Dinant a little lower expreſſes by the ſame Metaphor, wn . 
like, a bold Merchant, | 
Tue wentur'd all theſe, 

1. 6. Tit ime, Friends, Honour and Life. 
Asad ſplit my Bottom. 
This Confirmation — after the Conje&ure ieſelf, 


Vor. IV. 0 Old Lady. 


D 
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Old Lady. Stay there. Cler. Go forward. 

Din. Iwill now hear her, ſee her as a Woman, . 
Survey her, (14) and the Power Man has allow'd her, 
As I would do the Courſe of common things, 
Unmov?d, unſtruck. | 

Cer. Hold there, and 1 forgive thee.” | | 

Din. She is not fair, and that that makes her proul, 
Is not her own, our Eyes beſtow it on her; 

To touch and kiſs her is no Bleſſedneſs, 

A Sun-burnt Ethiop*s Lip's as ſoft as hers. 

Go, bid her ſtick ſome other Triumph up, 

And take into her Favour ſome dull Fool | 
That has no precious Time to loſe, no Friends, 
No Honour, nor no Life; like a bold Merchant, 
A bold and Bankrupt Man, I've ventur*d all theſe, 
And ſplit my Bottom; return this anſwer to ys 

I am awake again and ſee her Miſchiefs, - 

(15) And am not now on every idle Errand, / 

And new-coin*d' Anger, to be hurried,' © LS 
And then deſpis'd again; I have forgot her, ' 0d! 
Cler. If this be true & BA 
Old Lady. I'm ſorry I have troubled you; 
More ſorry that my Lady has adventur cd 
So great a Favour in ſo weak a Mind: 1 80 
This Hour you have refus d, that when you come to 

2-7 CEOOW cf, 
Will run you mad, 1 8 you: pte chet Fellow; 
She is not fair, nor. handſome, ſo ] leave you. 
Cler. Stay, Lady, ſtay, but is there ſuch a Buſineſs? 
0 Lads. "You'd break your Neck, 'twere yours. 


(14) —ard 72 Power Man has allow 4, Sir, Former Editias 


(15) And am not now on every idle Frrand, 

And new-coin'd Anger, to be burrith; ö 

- And then deſpisd again ; ] Mr. Sympſon ſuſpects a Wor 
hurried, as making no Antitheſis to deſpivd, und therefore propoſes ic 
read honeyed, a Word common to our Authors. But as Dinant ba 
juſt bs been hurried on an idle Errand, and wana Anger, 
l ſee no ſort of Reaſon for the Change: Perhaps, indeed, Anger might 
have been Danger, becauſe it was the Pretence af that which had in- 
duced him to go of her former Errand F vey ge is this Change 


yeceſlary' Or 


id, 
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(ler. Back, you would ſay. 'I 
Old Tad. e 7 the Friend's part ftill,” Sir, and 
| — 4 him, 


'Tis a fair Office. 1 
Din. I've ſpoke too liberals, 
Old Lady. I ſhall deliver — you =p 
2560 You ſhall be hang'd firſt, 
ou'd fain ba prating now- z ke the Man boo. 
TO Lady. Not I, I have no Power. 
Cler. Lou may 89, Dinant. 
Old Lady. Tis in's own Will, 1 ada furthr charge ; 


"i 
Than t' tell him what 1 diy whith if ra thought. 
It ſhould have been receiy*d n 1b 1 4 
Cler. Faith you may, . 


You do not know how far it may concern TY 
If I perceiv'd any Trick int. WON „ oog 
Din. *-F-wilt end chere. | vi ik If: 
Cer. *Tis my fault then, Fran” is an ax in Fenn 
That muſt be {till obſervd: You think F chide . 
When things muſt be ; na ſes, an he will hold his Head up ? 
Would ſuch a Lady ſend with ſuch-a/charpero,? ꝰ 
Say ſhe has plaid the fool, play the fool wich het ai, 
The great Fool, and the greater a the _— 81 02 29 


f Cr 
R 


He ſhall g0 with you, Wm. een ei WO) 25 
Old kad iy. As it pleaſe him, & $1.4 vid 6 

I know * way 2lone bi. 
Din. Where ig your Lady? vin HA 
Old Lady. I ſhall direct fou quickly. movies bo. 
Din, Well, Pl go, 210 a Aus 


But what her Wrongs will give. me leave to — v 79! 
Cler. We'll leave that to yourſelves; er nwo. 
Din. As ſoon as I come off, 


Cler. Come on then bravely © 1 
Farewel till then, and play the Man. 
Din. You'te me rr; 30450 50 
All I expect is Scorn ; Il lead wt ,. | 
| rot ans | Sep ſeverally. 
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ACT i. s G K N E 15 


Enter Champernel, Lamira, Beaupre, Tons, 
aud C harlotte. 


| Bean. F'll venture on him. 


Champ. Out of my Doors 1 charge _ 
me no more. 
Lam. Your Nephew F 
Champ. I diſclaim him 
He has no part in me, nor in my Blood. 
My Brother that kept Fortune bound, Ki leſt 
Conqueſt Hereditary to his Iſſue, 1 
Could not beget a Coward. mn 
Verd. I fought, Sir, - 
Like a good Fellow, and a Soldier too, | 
But Men are Men, and cannot make their Fates': "IF 
Aſcribe you to my Father what you pleaſe, #78 
I am born to ſuffer. 921 
Champ. All Diſgraces, Wreed. 
Lam. Good Sir, be patient. 
Champ. Was there no Tree, 


For to fall by a noble Enemy's Sword, 
A Coward is unworthy) nor (16) no River, 


To force thy Life out backward, and to drown. it 
But that thou muſt ſurvive th y.Infamy i Poe or 
And kill me with the ſight of one I an 
And gladly would forget ?; | 
Beaup. Sir, his Mistortune, 
Deſerves not this Reproof. 
Champ. In your Opinion, 9 
*Tis fit you two ſhould be of one Belief, - | 
You are indeed fine Gallants, and fight bravely | 
Peh* City with your Tongues, but in the Field 
F neither ws to dare, nor Power to da, 


(16) ——— nd Bees, 
To Force thy Life out backward, or to drown 71 The Dif- 


junctive or is ſurely improper here; for forcing Life out backward it 
only an Cee y roi} ge "_ of drowning. 1 
5 our 


Dif- 


4 1s 


Dur. 
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Your Swords are all Lead there. 
Beaup. I know no Duty, 

(However you may wreak your Spleen on big) 15 

That binds me to endure this. ED 
Champ. From Dinant 

You'll ſuffer more; that ever curſed I, 

Should give my Honour up, to the defence 2 

Of ſuch a thing as he is; or my Lad 


* 
7 ! 5 


(17) That is all- innocent, for whom a Dove would 


Aſſume the Courage of a daring Eagle, 


Repoſe her Confidence in one that can 


No better guard her. In contempt of you 

I love Dinant, mine Enemy, nay admire him, 
His Valour claims it from me, and with utter, 2 
He that could fight thus, in a Cauſe not honeſtt . 
His Sword edg'd with defence of Right and Honour, 
Would pierce as deep as Lightning, with that 7 8 too. 


And kill as deadly. 


Verd. You are as far from Juſtice, 
In him you praiſe, as Equity in the cenſure 


Tou load me with. 


Beaup. Dinant? He durſt not meet us. 
Lam. How? Durſt not, Brother? 
Beaup. Durſt not, | repeat it. 
Verd. Nor was it Cleremont's Valour that dn us, 
' had the better of him; for Dinant. 
If that might make my Peace with you, I dare, 
Write him a Coward upon eve Polt, N 
And with the hazard of my Life defend it. Vi 
Lam. If *twere laid at the Stake you'd loſe i it Nephew 
Champ. Came he not, ſay you? 
Verd. No, but in his room 1 5 
There was a Devil, hir'd from ſome Magician b 
Pth* ſhape of an Attorney. x | 
Beaup, *Twas he did it. MB? * 
Verd. And his the Honour. 2 


(17) That is all Innocent. All-inmocent wy beelkes, bat 
from no Hyphen being added in the tormer Editions, ard Ianccent 
being wrote with a great Letter, perhaps the true News may be, 
all Innocence, 75 


Bau. 


AF WL: French Locher, 5 


Beaup. I could wiſh Dinant- "5a 
But what talk 1 of one chat ſtept Ade, . 
And durſt fi6t come? ae Fo 

Lam. Pm ſuch a F end to Truth, | 
I cannot hear this: Why do you detract 


1 * 1 
Thus poorly (J ſhould tay, to others bly) | 
re che of Fic approv'd J Worth? f 
Chang. Ha! How's this?? | 6 
Lam.” Fröm one fo excellent! in all that's Noble, 
Whoſe only Weakneſs is exceſs of Courage? 25655 
That knows no Enemies, that he cannot maſter, 4. 
But his Affections, and ih them, the worſt | 3 | 
His Love t e. 


222 Don eden front tarot hls 1 . | 
Lam, Yes, ir, to me, a be | 

1 date (for what is that _— be dares not) 

To you profeſs it; and he ſhun'd not the Combat 

For fear or doubt 55 theſe : Bluſh. and repent, 


That you in Thought &er did that Wrongt to Vabour. Gy 
Beaup, Why, this is rate. : 
Champ. Fore Heav'n, exceeding, rar | 


e; 
Why modeſt Lady, you that ſing ſuch, benen, 
Of your firſt Suitor 


Vaærd. How can ye convince us | ei] __ 4 
In your Reports? . 
Lam, With what you cannot able, 05 
Twas my Command that ſtaid him. CY Ot REI 
Champ. Your Command? © 


Tan, Mine, Sir, and had my wil faulen with um 
Power, 


A his Obedience, I could have ſent hin 
With more eaſe, weaponleſs to you, and bound, 


Than *ve kept him back, fo well loves by Roder 
Beyond his Life. 


Champ. Better and better ſtill. 


Lam. I wrought with hitn in pate to eber b bim 
From your affur'd Deſtruction, had he met you- 78; 
. Champ. In private? 


| 3 8 Ves, — us'd all Arts, all Grants 
4 Hf one that knew Renke the 9 Miſtrefs of 
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Of all his Faculties. { bro T ih 
Champ. Gave all Rewards oo Y . 8 
His Service could deſerve; dk e take 

The meaſure of my Sheets? 

Lam. Do not look Yellow, 0 
Pre cauſg to ſpeak ; Frowns cangot fright me, "ik n 
By all my Hopes, as1 am ſpotleſs to uu. 
If I reſt, once aſſur d you do but doubt me, . 

Or curb me of that freedom you once gave me 

Champ. What then? 

Lam. I'll not alone abuſe your Bed, that's nothing, - 
But to your more Vexation, tis reſolv'd oon, 
I'll run away, and then try if Dinant 
Have Courage to defend me. 

Champ. Impudent! | 

Verd. And on the ſudden—— ''-: * 

Beaup. How are ye transform 'd | 
From what you were? 

Lam. I was an innocent We 
And I can truly fwear, a Wife as pure- 

As ever lay by Husband, and will die fo, 

Let me live unſuſpected, I'm no Servant, 

Nor will be us'd like one: If you deſire 

To keep me conſtant as I would be, let 

Truſt and Belief in you beget and nurſe 9 
Unneceſſary Jealouſies make more Whores 
Than all Baits elſe laid to entrap our Frailties. 

- Beaup. There's no conteſting with her, from a Child 
Once mov'd, ſhe hardly was to Gs 
Yet I dare ſwear her honeſt. ' 

Champ. So I think rv, 
On better Judgment: I am no Bals, 1100 
To lock her up; Nor would I be a Dutchman, 
To have my Wife my Sovereign, to command me: 
I'll try the gentler way, but if that fail, 4 
Believe it, Sir, there's nothing but mn rpg 
Which ſhe muſt feel from me. 
Beaup. That as you pleaſe, Sir, | 
. You've won the N g look: up 
. ſweetly, © A, 
. 9 4 | My 
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My Lord limps tow'rd you, | 
Lam. You will learn more 295" | 
Char. This is a Fee, for Counſel that's ks for. 
Champ. Come, 1 miſtook thee, rere Prithee for. 
give me, 
I never will be jealous : Ere I cheriſh. 
Such a mechanick Humour, I'll be nothing; 


III ſay, Dinant is all that thou dr gs _ bim, 
Will that ſuffice ? | 


Lam. Tis well, Sir. 
Champ. Uſe thy freedom 1 
Uncheck'd, and unobſerv'd, if thou wilt have i i, 
Theſe ſhall forget their Honour, I my Wan 
We'll all dote on him, Hell be my ar 
If 1 diſſemble. 
Lam. And that Hell take ne 
If I affect him, he's a luſtful Villain, 
But yet no Coward, and ſollicits ne 
To my Diſhonour, that's indeed a ni 
And truly mine, which I will fo es wy 
As it ſhall fright ſuch as dare __ Thane 
Io be Adulterers. © © 
Champ. Uſe thine own ways, 
I give up all to thee. ws; 
Beaup. O Women, Women! * £4 ki 
When you are pleas'd' you are the leaſt of Erik. 5 
| £4. PI rhime to't 5 But ee the worſt of 
"DA Devils. [ Esxceum. 


Bar- Monſieur Sampſon, and three Clients. 


Samp, I know Monſieur La- urit. 
1 Cli. Would he knew himſelf, Sir. 
Samp. He was a Pretty Layer, a 55K of a bf 
Lawyer, 
Of a kind of an unable thing, 
2 Ch. A fine Lawyer, Sir, 8 0 
And would have erke you up a buns, 
And out of this Court into that, 
..  Samp. Ye are too forward, * 
N ot ſo fine, my Friends, A be could have 475 
ut 


1 b — 


or. ; 


„.. 


je, 
But 
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1 Ci. I know your Worlbip's Favour, | 
You're Nephew to the Judge, Sir. | 
Samp. It may be ſo, 
And ſomething may be done, without trotting id Din, 


Friends; 
It may be I can take him in his Chamber, 122 
And have an hour's talk, it may be ſo, N 


And tell him that in's Ear z there are ſuch AR" ae 
J will not ſay, I can. 
3 Cli. We know you can, Sir. 


Samp. Peradventure a, Wee. ey Bur where's | 
La-writ? 


Where's your ſufficient Lawyer? 503 | 75 8 7 


1 Ci. He's blown up, Sir. 


2 Chi, Run mad, and quarrels with the Dog he meets $5 
He is no Lawyer of this World now. Fon 

Samp. Your Reaſon ? 
Is he Defun&t ? Is he Deadꝰ 

2 Ch. No, he's not dead yet, Sir; 5 


N 4 


But! would be loth to take a leaſe on's Life for two hours : 


Alas, he'is poſſeſt, Sir, with the Spirit of F ighting, 
And quarrels with all People; but how he came to it— 


Samp. It he fight well and like a Gentleman, 


The Man may fight, for tis a lawful Calling, ö 
Look you, my Friends, I am a a ene | he 
And my Lord my Uncle loves me. | 12 

3 Cli. We all know it, Sir. 


Samp, I think he does, Sir, I have buſineſs wo, much 
buſineſs, 


Turn you ſome forty or fifty Condi in a Week 3 
Yet when I get an hour of vaca 
I can fight too, my Friends, a little Joes well, 
I would be loath to learn to fight. 

1 Ci. But an't pleaſe you, Sir, 
His fighting has neglected all our Buſineſs. 
We are undone, our Cauſes caſt away, Sir, 


His not a ance. 


Samp. There he fought to long, 
A little and fight well, he fought too long indeed F Friends 
| But 
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But ne*ertheleſs things muſt be as they maß, | 
And there be ways 
1 Ci. We know, Sir, if you pleale- | 
Pp; Something PII do; Go rally up your | Cauſes, 


' Enter La- writ, and 4 Gentleman, at the Door. 


2 Gi. Now you may behold, Sir, 
And be a Witneſs, whether we lie or no. 

La- urit. I'll meet you at the . ſweet Ger 

tlemen, 

And if there be a Wench or e ee ahh 

Cent. We'll have em. 

La- writ. No handlin 1 any Duels befors l come, 
Wer have no going el 

Cent. There ſhall be nothing done. [rf 

La-writ, Make all the Quarrels © | bed 
You can deviſe before I come, and let 8 al Suke; 
There's no ſport elſe. . 


* Vs 
beds Le 
5 


Gent. We'll ſee what may be done, Sir. 4 [ 
1 Chi. Ha; Monfieur La-wwrit. - } 
"La-wri!, Baffled in way of Bufineſs, © © {Fl 


My Cauſes caſt away, Judgment Wen eee 
Why there it goes. db Jain 


2 Cli. What ſhall we do the whilſt, Sir? 


La-writ, Breed new Diſſenſions, go hang yourſelyes, | 


*Tis all one to me: I have a new trade of Living. 
x Cli. Do you hear what he fays, Sir? 
Samp. The Gentleman ſpeaks finely, - - - 


La- urit. Will any of you aght? ee, my oe 


tion 


If you aer aggriev d. 


Samp. A compleat Gentlenan. f 
Za-writ. Avant thou buckram Budger.of Petitions,” e 
(18) Thou Splircer of lame Cauſes 4 1 > pron for thee, . 


(18) Thou if ittle of lame 8 To eatt a Pztty-fogper 2 
Perſon ſpit iy of lame Cauſes | very ſtiff, and the Leere 
Term Splitter is ſo near the Trace of the Letters, that there can be 
little Doubt of its being the Original. There are ſew Charactem, 
either in — 7 TY or Molrere, ane 2111 Ls writ, in 
comick Humour, 


on 


And 


J hate a a. 197 


Ar 


Ce 


And till ET Ip Ma 2:13 wn gh b 1 
Samp. *Tis moſt excellent. - | 
La-writs There, every Man chaſe his Per, and his 

Place. 


vll anſwer ye all, Til geglest no Man's Biffneſ, 


But h' ſhall have ſatisfaEtion like a Gentleman, 

The Judge may do and not do, hes but a Monſieur. 
amp. You have nothing of mine in your Bag, Sir. 
La- urit. I know not, Sir, : 

But you may put any thing in, any: fighting thing. 3 
Samp. It is ſufficient, you may hear hertatter. | 1 
La- urit. I reſt your Servant, Siri. 


Camp. No more words, Gentlemen 
But follow me, no more words as you love ne, en 
The Gentleman's a noble Gentleman, J 
J ſhall do what I can, and thinacank (HH 25.4. xiter nd 

Cli, We thank you, Sir. | 'T 


Samp. Not a word to diſturb him, he's a nen 
[ Exeunt Sampſon and Clients. 


La- writ. No Cauſe god my fide? The Judge caſt Wy 


Becauſe I was'honoutably employ*d in Action,, 
And not appeat'd, pronounce? 'Tis very well, 7 
'Tis well faith, *cis well, Judge. e 


Enter Cleremont. N 


Cler, Who have we here? 
My little furious Lawyer? F099 * 
La-writ. I ſay Up welly eo HERE 303 0 — 
But mark the End. | LOG TL PS. 
Cler. How he is Anme > 9 
Nothing of Lawyer left, not a bit of Buckram, $i 
No ſolliciting Face now, this is no ſimple n 
Your Servant, Sir, and Friend. 
La- writ. You come in time, Sir. 


* 9 
1945 


2 


Cler. The happier Man, to be at your Rm then. 
Lavorit. You may wonder to ſee me thus: but that's 


all one, 
Time ſhall declare: Tis true I was a 3 | 
But I have mew'd that Coat; I hate a Lawyer, x 
Talk'd much in the Court, now I hate talking, 


— 


ö 
ö 
f 
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1 did you the office of a Man. - - ' 

3 QCer. I muſt confeſs it. | 

La- urit. And budg'd not, no 1 budg'd not, 
2 ee — did not. 


here's it then, one good turn require: 
hy 2 


Cler. Moſt willingly, Sir, I'm ready at your in Service 


2 There, read, and e. and then de- 
iver it. 


Cler. This is a Challenge, Sir. 
La-writ. Tis very like, Sir, | 
1 I ſeldom now write Sonnets. | 
Cler. O! — To Monfieur Vertaign, the Proj "A 
La-writ. I chuſe no Fool, Sir. 
Cler. Why, he's no Sword - man, Sir. 
La-writ. Let him learn, let him learn, 
1 Time, that trains Chickens up, will teach him quickly, 
Will Cler. Why, he's a Judge, an Old Man. 
1 | La- urit. Never too Old 
{lj To be a Gentleman; and he that is a Judge _ 
1 Can judge beſt what belongs to wounded Honour. 
| 


There are my Griefs, he has caſt away my Cauſes, 
In which he has bow'd my 7 29 5 
| And therefore Judge, or no] udge 
nn Cher. Pray be rul'd, Sir. 
p14 This is the maddeſt ching 557 
La- writ. You will not carry it. 


Cer. I do not tell you fo, but if you may bereue 
La. writ. You know how you us d me when I would 
not fight, 
Do ee remember, Gentleman? | 
The Devil's in him. 


La»wril,-I ſee it in your Eyes, that you dare do it. 
You have a carrying Face, and you fhall carry it. 


2 O admirantis ] An ingenious Friend ſuſpects this Latis Word 
to have been a Marginal Note crept into the Text. That Cleremont 
ſaying only O, ſomebody wrote againſt it, admirantis, to ſhew that a 
Note * Admiration was omitted; and that this was the Expreſſion of 
one under a very comick Aftoniſhment. I hope the Reader will aſ- 
font to the Conjecture, and have therefore diſcarded the Word. 
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Clzr; The leaſt is Baniſnment. 
La-writ, Be baniſh'd then 
'Tis a Friend' s part, we'll meet in Africa, 
Or any part of the Earth. 
Cr. Say he will not fight. 
La- writ. I know then what to ſay, ale you no care 
Sir. 
Cler. Well, I will carry it, a deliver i it, 


And to morrow nr rj meet you in the p 


Till when, my Service. 
La-writ, A Judge, or no 0 Judge, no Judge 
; [Exit La. writ. 
Cler. This i is the prettieſt Rogue that eber I read of, 
None to provoke to th* Field, but the old Preſident ; © 


What Face ſhall I put on? If I come in earneſt, 


I am ſure to wear a pair of Bracelets 
This may make ſome Sport yet, I will deliver i i; 
Here comes the Preſident,”  _ 


Enter Vertaign, wwith two Gentlemen. 


Vert. I ſhall find time, Gentlemen, . 
To do your Cauſes good: Is not that a Ri 
1 Gent. Tis he, my Lord. 
Vert, W hy does he limite upon N 
Am I become ridiculous ? Has your Fortune, Sir, 
Upon my Son, made you contemn his ack? ? 
The Glory of a Gentleman is fair bearing. i 
Cler, Miſtake me not, my Lord, you fhall not find ATTY 
I come with no blown Spirit to abuſe Me; {14-31% 
I know your Place, and Honour due unto it, 


The Reverence to your ſilver Age and Virtue. 


Vert. Your Face is merry till, 
Cler, So is my Buſineſs, 


And I beſeech your Honour miſtake me not, 
I have brought you from a wild or rather Mad. man 


As mad a piece of you were wont to love Mirth 
In your young days, I have known your Honour woo it, 
This may be made no little one, 'tis a Challenge, Sir, 
Nay, ſtart not, 1 beſeech you, it — no harm, 
ox any Man of Honour, or ea: a ing, * 
! 7 iS. 
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'Tis to ſteal from your ſerious hours a little angles.) 3 
I am bold to bring it to your Lardſbip. 


Vert. Tis to me indeed: 
Do they take me for a Sword -· man at theſe Years I, 


Cler. *Tis only wo = your Honour's Math, FR 


| all, Sir, 
1 had been in me elſe a ſaucy Rudeneſs. .;- 
Vert. From one La-writ, a very punctual Challenge, 
Cler, But if your Lordſhip: mark it, no great matter. 
| Vert. I have known ſuch a wrangling I 
Such a little figent thing; Oh, I remember him, 

A notable talking Knave, now out upon him, 

Has challengꝭd me downright, defied me martully; 

I do remember tao, I caſt his Cauſees. | 
Cler. Why there's the Quarrel, Sir, the mortal . 
Vert. Why, what à Knave is this? As you re a Gentleman, 

Is there no further purpoſe but meer Mirt | 

What a bold Man ef War! he invites me roundly. 
Cler. If there ſhquld be, I were no Gentleman, 

Nor worthy of the Honour of my Kindred. 

And though I am ſure your Lordthip hates my Perſon, 

Which Time may bring again into r F . 

Yet for the Manner 

Vert. I'm ſatisfy d. N 

You ſee, Sir, I have out- livꝰd thoſe 9 of Apiriag, 

And therefore cannot do bim the — to dy 1275 

my ſelf; * 

But I have a Kinſman much of his ability, "wy 

His Wit and Courage, (for this call him Fool) 

One that will ſpit as ſenſeleſs fire as this Fellow; + 

Cler. And ſuch a Man to undertake, my band „ 


Vert. Nay, he's too. forward, hele two + ge bon 


together, 
Cler. Upon my Soul, no: hummer bd 4 1527 
Vert. It makes me ſmile.” © ' | | 
Why, what a ſtinking ſmother liebe utter ry 
Fes, he ſhall undertake, Sir, aa my Champion, 
Since you propound it Mirth, I' venture an it, m eit 
And thall defend my Cauſes e ("ea pm | 
- gi not with Blood. FT > | 
} | er. 


R 


3 


O_— 
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Cler. Think not ſo baſely, good Sir. 0 
Vert. A Squire ſhall wait upon you from wy Kinknan, 
To morrow Morning make you ſport at ally | 


. want no Subject ; but no Wounds. 


Cler. That's my care. a 15 
Vert. And ſo good day. e a 
ä [Exeunt Vertaign, and Gentmes 
: Cler. Many unto your Honour. 
This is a noble Fellow, of a ſweet Spirit band 1 2 
ns muſt I think how to contrive this mauer, 1 * 


For ee hall go. 04007 le 


Enter Dinant. 5 oP 
Din. O, 3 


wy Mig N f , ö "#7 
SAI thyw itt hn 


lam glad I have found chend mer tit nenen 


Cler. I can tell thee rare things. ee a9 
Din. O, I can tell thee rarer 1 
Doſt thou ame ue wor mak e e 


Cler. Love thee ? Dir mo 91 * n 
Din. Doſt thou love me e A N 
Dar“ ſt thou for my ſake? | "5" KA W 
Cler. Any — bande v6 HH - 5 
Din. Though it be — ne 


Cler ; o dangerous. , enn bes 
Din. Nay wondrous dangerous 


= bo * A 4 5 
\ ; 6 * 3 LE : * 


Din. Along with me then. 
Cler. I muſt part to morroow %\ 
Din. You ſhall, you ſhall, be fachful for this Ni ight, 
And thou haſt made thy 3 n 7) and 
Cler., Away, and talk not. Ai w A uwe 


Euter Tait 402 77 1 1 


Lam. 0 N wel; welcome, where's g 7 
Nurſe, He's at my Bac. 100 'biuo? 

Tis the moſt liberal Gentleman, ithis Gold 0 

He gave me for my pains, nor can vt e you, 

If you yield up the For. Int I 
Lam, How? yield it up? 


», Nurſe. I know not, he that lors, "if gives 715 ug; 
And 


rr —— ns =" NT os, ng 


dis 
| 
| 
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And a young Lord to boot, or I am corn d, 


May enter every where. * 
Lam. Thou'lt make me angry. | | 


Enter Dinant, and N 
Nun. Why, if yu: are, J hope here's one will pleat | 


you, 
Look on him with my Eyes good luck 900 with you: 
Were 1 young for your ſake— 5 
Din. I thank thee, Nurſe. | 
Nurſe. 1 would-be tractable, and as I ; am : | 
Lam, Leave the Room, 
So old, and fo immodeft! and be careful, 
Since Whiſpers will wake ſleeping Jealouſies, 
That none diſturb my Lord. "54 [Exit Nut 
Cler. Will you diſpatch? 
Till you come to the matter be not rapt thus, 
Walk in, walk in, I] am your Scout for . 
You owe me the like Service. 5 
Din. And will pay it. 
Lam. As you reſpect your Lives, n not ſo loud. 
Cler. Why, do it in dumb ſhew then, I am ſilenc'd, 
Lam. Be not ſo haſty, Sir, the golden Apples 
Had a fell Dragon for their Guard, your Pleaſures 
Are tobe attempted with Herculean CO 
Or. never to be gotten. 
Din. Speak the means. 
Lam. Thus briefly, my Lord Nleeps now, and a 
. Jae Night, he only ſleeps. 
 Cler. Go, keep her ſtirring | x 
Lan Now if he wake, as — mo he does, 
He only ſtretches out his Hand and feels 
Whether I am a Bed, which being aſſur'd of, 
He ſleeps again; but ſhould he miſs me, ann. 
Could 2, not defend our Lives. 
Din. What's to be done then? Gt 
Lam. Servants have ſervile Faiths, nor have any 
That I dare truſt ; on noble Cleremont 1 6 
We _ rear wag = 


ler. 


0 


Cler. With an old Man ? N 
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Cler. What Man can do; - 
Command and boldly. © 
Lam. Thus then, in my pute 
You muſt lie with my Lord. 11. 
Two Beards together, that's 8. J Letti ace 
Lam. There's no other way, and 1 tis en 
He having Servants within call, and m'd too, 
Slaves fed to act all that his Jealouſie * by 
And Rage commands them, yet a true Friend ſhould not 
Check at the hazard of a Life: 
Cler. I thank Mk is 45 | 2 13011 
] love my Friend, but know no beat why CLIC 
To hate myſelf to be a kind of Pandar, . 
You ſee I am willing, A102 £326 
But to betray mine own Throat you muſt pardon. 
Din. Then I am loſt, and all my hopes defeared ; 
Were I to hazard ten times more for you, 
You ſhould find, Cleremont——— -* 
Cler. You ſhall not outdo me; 
Fall what may fall, FI! do't. 
Din. But for his Beard 


Lam. To cover that you ſhall have my night Linnen; 


And you diſpos'd of, my Dinant and I 
Will have ſome private Conference. | 


Enter Champernel private, 


Cler. Private doing, 
Or VII not venture. te 226 
Lam, That's as we agte. {Erin 


Enter Nurſe and Charlotte, paſs over the Stage with 
| Pillows, Night-cloaths, and ſuch things. 


Champ. What can this Woman do, preſerving her 
Ih | ee oH} l the liberty that 

ave given her all the 
I will — be far off though, nor 1 eee | 
Nor truſt too much, I chi ſhe is virtuous, 
Yet when I hold her beſt; ſhe's but a Woman, 


As f Il of Frailty as of Faith, a r flight Womnn, 
ull of Frailty 7 ns” 18 1 


Vo L, IV. 4 


5 
- * — 4 7 
1 
- - 
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And her beſt Thoughts, but weak Fortifications, _ 
There may be a Mine wrought : Well, let em work then, 
I ſhall meet with it, till the Signs be monſtrous, | 
And ſtick upon my Head, I will not believe is, | 
[Stands private. 
2 She may be, and ſhe may not now to my obſervation. 


| Enter Dinant, and Lamira. 


Din. Why do you make me ſtay ſo? If you lave mere 
Lam. You are too hot and violent. 
Din. Why do you ſhift thus . 
From one Chamber to another ? - 
Lam. A little delay, Sir, 
Like Fire a little ſprinkled o'er with Water, me 
Makes the Deſires burn clear, and ten times hotter. 
Din. Why do you ſpeak ſo loud? I pray go in, 
Sweet Miſtreſs, I am mad, time ſteals away, 8 
And when we would enjoy | 
Lam. Now fie, fie, Servant, 
Like ſenſual Beaſts ſhall we enjoy our Pleaſures 9 
Din. (19) Pray do not; kiſs me then. 
Lam. Why, that I will, and you ſhall find anon, 
Servant. 
Din. cons — for Heav'n's ſake, you know my Friend's 
A lite => now; will you go in again 
Lam. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Din. Why do you laugh fo loud, Precious? 
Will you betray me ; ha* my Friend's. Throat cut ! 
Lam. Come, come, I'll kiſs thee again. 85 
| Champ. Will you ſo? You are liberal, 
If you do cozen me i 


(19) Pray do nat life 3 Dinant's Anſwer and Lamira's 
W ſeem to hate loſt all their Humour by this Painti The 
former being eager with Expectation, ſhe asks him A Whe- 
ther they. ould enjoy their Plraſure like ſenſual Beaſts ? ſmartly 
anſwers, By no means, don't les us de fo; and for that Reaſon kiſs me. 
Ki ſingbeing the Diſtinction between the Fondnaſs of Human Creatures 
and re Beaſts : She immediately complies, but and ſmacks 


9 that the n a Ropinre. 


| Enter 


= 
a . 
— — K 
— — 
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. Din. What's this? _ 
h Lam. Wine, Wine, a e or two. . 
. Din. What this Woman here? _ 
Lam. She ſhall not hinder. you. 
Din. This might have been ſpar'd, 
'Tis but delay and time loſt ; pray Lud 10 pt off, 
Lam. Sit down, and mix 7our Spirits with Wine, 
I will make you another Hercules. ny 
Din, I date not drink; | 
Fie, what delays you make? I dare not, 
I ſhall be drunk preſently, and do ſtrange things as | 
Lam, Not drink a 80 wich your Meß! O the 
pleaſure. vo 
Din. Lady, why this? | * (Muſick. 
Lam, We muſt have Mirth to our Wine Van, 
Din. PI. o' the Muſick, 
Champ. God-a-mercy, Wen cg 
If thou doſt Cuckold me I ſhell forgive thee. 
Din. The Houle will all riſenow, this will aua 
Did 1 do this? 
Lam, Peace, and ſit quiet, F ool, 
You loye me, come, fit down and drink. 


Enter Cleremont above, 
Cler. What a Devil ail you?” 


How cold I ſweat? a Hog's pox top your Pins, Muſ * 
&. 


The Thing will make; now, dow, methinks I nd 
His Sword Fil gliding through my Throat. What's that? 
A vengeance choak your Pipes. Are you there, Lady? 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Raſcals; 2 ou bring me er 

o be cut into minc d meat? Why Dinant ? 
| 2 r _ betray * — 

ve ſpoke, a e; Tam an too. 

3 Do you ber we Do N under ſtand me? 

ue dam heck Whiſtles, [Muſick ends. 

n. Twas but an oer ache, they have done, ye 


| down. 
* F 3 =. Cler. 


— — — 


” — * — 2 
* . — 2 "227 P Soren ann en hoe 
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Cr. Would you had done oo. 
You know not -* | 
In what a miſery and fear I lye. | | | 
You have a Lady in your Arms. | 
Din. I would have—— _ [The Runes again. 
Champ. VII watch you Goodman wou'd have. Pg. 
Cler. Remove for Heav'n's r 
And fall to that you come for. 
Lam. Lie you down, 3 
*Tis but an hour's endurance no. | 
Cler. I dare not, ſoftly ſweet SOT PET 3 
Lam. Tis nothing but your fear, he n ſtill i found ; 
Lie gently down. 5 pw 
Cler. Pray make an end, 
Din. Come, Madam. 
Lam. Theſe Chambers are too near. 
[ Exeunt Dinant, and Lamira, 
cheap I ſhall be nearer/ 
Well, go thy ways, I'll truſt thee through the World, 
Deal how thou wilt : That that I never feel, 
Ill never fear. Yet by the Honour of a Soldier, 
I hold thee truly Noble: How theſe things will ook, 
And how their Blood will curdle? Play 'on Children, 
You ſhall have Pap anon. O thou grand Fool, : 
That thou knew'ſt but thy Fortune 44, ck dent. 
Fler. Peace, good Madam 
Stop her Mouth, Dinant, it ſleeps yet, pray be *. | 
Diſpatch, I cannot endure this Miſery, 
I can hear nothing more; I'll ſay my Prayers, 
And down again [Y hiftle within, 
(20) A thouſand Larums fall upon my Quarters, 
Hear n ſend me off; (2 10 when I lye keeping Cos 


(20) 4 — Alarms fall upon my Quarter, 2 are often 
uſed by our Authors for Alarms; and the Verſe requires it here. They 
are both derived from the Italian Al arme, i. e. o Arm. — 
knowing this the Metaphor will be probably miſunderſtood; 
Duarters ſeems to mean the odd Poſt he was guarter 'd in, and he had 
a thouſand Alarms beating on every fide of him. 

- (21) —= when I he keeping Courſes.) I kiiow no Idea to keeping 
Courſer that will at all ſuit the Occaſion it is here ſpoke upon ; I there- 
fore read, keeping Coarſer, or watching of dead Bodies. Dinant had 


before 


* 


The Little French Lawyers 229 
Pl—— O' your fumbling, Dinant ; how I ſhake! 5 
Tis ſtill again: would J were in the Indies. ¶ Exit Cler. | 
Euter Dinant, and Lamira: A Light within. _ 
Din. Why do you uſe me thus? Thus poorly ? Baſely ? 
Work me into a = and then deſtroy me? 
Why did you ſend for me? This new way train me? [thee. 
Lam. Madman, and Fool, and falſe Man, now N ſhew 
Din. Pray put your Light out. 54 


. 


Lam. Nay, I'll hold it thus, | 
That all chaſte Eyes may ſee thy Luſt, 5 ſcorn i it, 
Tell me but this, They you firſt doted on me, 
And made Suit to enjoy. me as your Ws | 
Did you not hold me honeſt ? ales 
Din. Yes, moſt Virtuous. 
Lam. And did not that appear the only Liftre 
That made me worth your Love and e | 
Din. I muſt confels—— * | | 
Lam, Why would you deal fo ks LID 5 
So like a Thief, a Villain? 'E „ 
Din. Peace, good Madam f het; 
Lam. I'll peak aloud 887 2 * malta, | ; 
Thus breaking all the Rules of Honeſty, 
Of Honour and of Truth, for which I loy'd you, | 
For which I call'd you Servant, and admir'd you; 

' To ſteal that end. purchag'd by another 
Piouſly ſet in Wedlock, even that Jewel, 7 
Becauſe it had no Flaw, you held e 1 

. _ Can he that has loy'd Good, dote on the Devil 
For he that ſeeks a Whore, ſeeks but his Agent ; yd 


2 


Or am I of ſo wild and low a Blood ? 
So nurs'd in Infamies ? _ 

Din. 1 0 not think ſo, 
And I rex 1 

Lam. bat will not ſerve your turn, Sir. 

Din. It was your Treaty drew me on. 

Lam. But it was your Villa 

d Champernel, ra's Gr and n in the 

— 4 him 4 440 Core and LW Station like N Per- 


| ſons ſet to watch one, generally attended with Fears and Horrors. This 
receives {till additional Humour from the ſtrange Miſtake he is under. 


P 3 Mads 


9 


rc 1 
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Made utſye i; I drew you but to try 
How — K Man, and nobly thou durſt land, 
How well you had deſerv'd the name of V irtuous 3 
But you like a wild Torrent, mix'd with all 
Beaſtly and baſe AfﬀeCtions, came floating on, 
Swellin 


our poiſon'd Billows—— 
Din. Wil 55 betray me ? 


Lam. To all the Miſcries a vext Woman thay.” 
Din. Let me but out, | 
Give me but room to toſs my Sword about e, 


And I will tell you you're a ttcacherous Woman. 
O that I had bur Words ! 


Lam. They will not ſerve you. 


Din, But two-edg'd Words to cut thee 4 1 Lach. 
| Traitor? 
Periſh by a proud Puppet 1 dd you too ith Honour, 
To tender you my Love, too much reſpected yo a 
To think you worthy of 1 my worſt Embraces. 
Go take your Groom, and let him dally wit | you, | 
Your greaſy Groom; I ſcorn to WP your lame Stock, 
You are not fair, nor handſome, I Iy*d loudly, 
This Tongue abus'd you when it ſpoke you Bras, 
Lam. . very well, tis brave. 
Din, Par out your Light, 1 
For your laſcivious Eyes are Flames enough _ 
For Fools to find you py a Lady. Plotter? 
Muſt I begin your Sacrifice of Miſchief? 
I and my Friend, the firſt-fruits of that Bod, 
Lou and your honourable Husband aim at! 35 
Crooked and wretched you are both. 
Lam, To you, Sir: . 
Let to the Eye of Juſtice ſtraight as Truth. 


Din. Is this a Woman's Love? A Womat's Mitey ? 


Do you profeſs this ſeriouſly ? Do you lau h at me? 
Lam. Ha, ha. l : A 


Din. Pl 
F e ; 


Upon your tempting _ all Deſtructions; 
A Bed-rid Winter hang your Cheeks; 


7 25 blaſt, Matt, blaſt 2 c buds of Pride that paint Van 
ath 


= light upon your Scorns, upon your 
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Death in your Eyes to fright Men from theſe Dangers : : 

Raiſe up your Trophy. Clzremont.. | 
Cler. What a vengeance ail you? 

(22) Din. on diſmal Noiſe! E chere no Honour; in 
ou 

Cleremont, or are betray'd, betray'd, fold Y a Worn? 

Deal bravely for thyſelf. = 
Cler. This comes of Rutting; 

(23) Are we made Stales to one a 
Din. Yes, we are utidone, loſt. 
Ger. You ſhall pay for't, Grey-beatd. 

Up, up, you ſleep your laſt elſe, ** 

[Lizhts above, iu Servants and Anabel. 


1 Ser. No, not yet, Sir; | 
Lady, look up; would you have wrong q this Beauty ? 
And wake fo tender a Virgin with rough terms? | 
You wear a Swotd, we mult entreat you leave it, 
2 Ser. Fie, Sir, "fo feet a Lady? 
Cler. | = this my Bed- fellow, pray give me leave to 
ook, 
I am not mad I be and 
Did this lye 77 17 by *. 
Did I fear this? Is n 4 Citiſe to ſhake at? 
Away with me for Shame, I am 2 Raſcal. 


Enter Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, Lamira, 
Annabel, Cleremont, and lu — „Nr 


Din. I am àmaz'd too. 
Beaup. We'll recover you. 
Verd. You walk like Robin Gull al the Ha iſe 
over, 
And every Mari afraid of you. 
Din. Tis well, Lady; | 
The Honour of this Need will be your own, - 


(22) Din. What diſmal Noiſe v.] Either this is a Conthinidon 
of Cleremont's Speech, or ſome marginal Direction, as Noiſes vithin, 


is left out ; the latter ſeems moſt probable to, me, the former to 
Mr, Sympſon. 


(23) Are abe made Stiles ta one another 71 Stales i is a Technical 
Name for Decoy- Ducks, 
4 | The 
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The World ſhall know your Bounty. 

Beaup. What ſhall we do with em? 

Ger. Geld me, 
For tis nat fit 1 — be a M again, 

Jam an Aſs, a ü 
Lam. Take —— Revenges, whe 
'You know my Husband's Wrongs and your own n Loſi, 
Ana. A brave Man, an admirable brave Man; 

Well, well, I would not be fo try*d again; 
A very handſome proper Gentleman. 

Cler. Will you let me lie by her but one Hour more, 
And then hang me ? | 

Din. . a your Malice, put your Swords home 

rave 

You have — 4 to ſeek Blood. 

Lam. Not as you are Noble. 


Co Hands off, and give them liberty, cal dia 


0 "We have done that already. 
© Champ. You are welcome, Gentlemen, | 
I am glad my Houſe has any Pleaſure for you, 

I keep a couple of Ladies here, they ſay. fair, 
And you are young ang handſome, Gentlemen; 
Have you any more mind to Wenches? 

Cler. To be. abus'd too ? Lads. you might have 

help'd this. 

hs, Sir, now *tis paſt, but * tmay be may ſand 
Your Friend hereafter, in a greater matter. 

Cler. Never whilſt you live. 

Ana. You cannot tell now, Sir, a parting g Hand. 

Cler Down and Roſes : 

Well, I may live to ſee yop again, A dull Ender, 
No Revelation in thee. 

Lam. Were you well frighted 3 ? PIs ve 
Were your fits from the Heart, of all colds an colours? 
That's all your Puniſhment. 

Cler, It might have been all yours, 
Had not a Block-head undertaken it. 


| Champ. Your Swords you maſt lewe to "oY Gente 
men,, 


Perl, | 


(2 


me 


ve 


e· 


Verd. And now, when you dare Gay: bf 
We are On even Ice again. TY Ps. *%%\ 7 28 
Din. Tis well: 6 
(24) To have a Miſtreſs, is to be a Monſter ; ; 
Nod ſo I leave your Houſe, and you for ever, 


Lan. Leave your wild Luſts, and then = yo 
Champ. You: may depart too. | 
Cler. J had rather ſtay here. 935 N 
Champ. Faith we ſhall fright you worle, | 
Cler. Not in that manner, CO 

There's five hundred Crowns, fright me but ſo AK 
Den. Come, Cleremont, this is the hour of Fool. 


| Cler. Wiſer the next ſhall be, or we'll to School. 


9 2 
Champ, How coolly theſe hot Gallants are e departed 3 e 
Faith Couſin, twas unconſcionably * 
To lye fo ſtill, and fo long. 
Ana. Tas your Pleafure, * 
If *twere a Fault, I may hereafter _ | 
Champ. O my beſt Wife, 
Take now what courſe ok wilt, and lead what Lie. 
Lam. The more truſt you commit, the more care ſtill, 
Goodneſs and Virtue ſhall attend my Will. 
Champ. Let's laugh this N ight out now, and count our 


Gains. 
We have 0 our Honours home, and they their Pains, | 


24 To be a Mifreſs, is to be a Mon ger 3] Lab 8 "Anſwer 
plainly ſhews that Dinant call'd himſelf,” not her, a Monſter; ij. #. a 
monſtrous Fool, as he afterwards ſays more plainly. Mr. Sym/as con- 


curr'd with me in pointing out the Corruption, and in the Senſe that 
ought to be reſtor e reads, 


To be a Miftreſ?s, is to be a Monſter ; 


» 5; N 
5 *. "4.4 


- But as this gives a harſhneſs to the Meaſure, I have ventur'd to ”m— 


the eee 1 had made before the Receipt af his. 


ACT 
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A CT Tv. 8 © . N * L. 
| © Enter Clettiriont, and Dinant. =: > 


Di. T bold, they will go thither. Na 
Cler. To their Summer- houſe? 
Din. Thither i' th Eveting, and wick is the wet 
| inflition, © | 
to inſult upon our Miſcties. 
by” +=: "Are you Fee 28 
Din. Tes, yes. 
Q. Throug 4 | 
Cle. * roughly, Tae your Mind, 1 hs not Fil you 
Din. At ſuch an Hoo! | 
er. Have I a Memory ? 1 
Din. And ſhall be, till T have a fair Reparation. 
er. J have more Reaſon, for I ſcaped a Fortune, 
Which if I come fo near again; I fay ora 1 
But if J fweat not in another fauluon 
O, a delicate Wench. On 
D. Tis cettzin a moſt bandes one. 


— 22 - —— wy 1 ſh ** 
— m eo er 
- 


— * * — —— "I — — CY 1 22 
My) 
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too 

It by ſo long conceab'd; but I muſt part with you, 

J have a Scene of Mirth, to drive on from my Heart, 
nd my Hour is come. 
Din. Miſs not your time, 


Enter Sampſon, and a Gentleman. 


Ga. I preſume, Sir, you now need no InſtruQion, | 
But fairly know what belongs to a Gentleman; 


* Baſta, enough, ] Mr. Symp/on obſerves that enough, here, 
was a marginal Explanation of the [ta/ian Word Bafta ; and adds no- 
thing to the Text but a e in _ and a Redundancy in 

Meaſure, 


A Cauſe, and Will to do? Thou a art 0 1 — 


cler. And methought the thing was angry with ſelf 


- Cher, I dare no. 4 8 C Exeun fret. 


You 
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You bear your Uncle's Cauſe. 
Samp. Do not diſturb me, 
| underſtand my Cauſe, and the right Cane: 
) Gent. Be not too bloody. 
Somp. As I find my Enemy; if his Sword de, 
f it bite, Sir, you mult pardon me. | 
| Gent. No doubt he is valiant, + 
oft He durſt not undertake elle. A | 
| Samp. He's moſt welcome, 0 
As he is moſt valiant, he were no Man for me cle. 
Gar. Yor lay bo Thould. relene. ._... 64. 
Samp. He dies relenting an 
[ cannot help it, he mult the relenting,” n 
If he pray, praying, ipſo facto, praying, 
Your honourable way no Prayer, 
F And if he fight, he falls; there's his quietus, — | 
Gent. wp re nobl y punctual, ley” $ iti and. meet 


19. 


But fn 1 tay, have Mercy. 
Samp. I fay, Honour onour. [Exeunt. 


Enter Champernel, Lanka, 2 Beau Ver- 
done, Charlotte, and a Servant.” pe | 


Lam. Will not you go, Sweet-heart?, be 8 | 
| 


If amp. Go? Pll fly with thee. 
W 1 ay behind ? 
fn My Father will be there my 
And all our beſt Friends. | 
Beaup. And if we be not merry, he 3 
We have hard luck, Lady. 
1 Verd. Faith let's have a kind of . ja 
Champ, What ſhall it be? 4 170 
Verd. The Story of Dinant. | 
Lam. With the merry Saen of 2 
His Fits and Fevers, - a 
Aua. But I'll lie ſtill no more. ; 
. | E er as you make the Play, twill be rare 


765 N 
And how 'twill vex my Gallants, when they hear i it! 1 
F Have you given order for the Coach? E | 

| . ar. 
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Char. Yes, Madam. wi 
Cham. My eaſy Nag, and Pad, 
Ser. *Fis making ready. 


Cham. Where are your Horſes ? 
Beaup. Ready at an Hour, Sir: 3 


Well not be laſt. "UG? | 
(25) Champ. Hey! what a dur 1 we er L 
roaring merry Night. | ] wc 
Lin, We'll fly at all, Sir. „ C 


Champ, Pl Ay at thee too, m, and ſo ruff he 1 
Pl 2 your Art upon a Country Pallet. 


. Brag not too much, for fear i ſhould 8 * A! 
Then i if you fai f PR 


> Champ. Thou ſay'ſt too true, we all elk, 


But let's in, and repare, and after n W 
Begin our mirthful Pilgr Senne. , | 
Lan. He that's fad, wo on 
A Crab-fac'd Miſtreſs cleave to, him for this Yeu, 
_ LExeunt 
5 Enter Cleremont, and La-writ. 
La- uri Since it cannot be the Judge — 
_ Cler. Tis a great deal better. 
La- writ. You are ſure he is his Kinſman ? A Gentleman 5 
Cler. As arrant a Gentleman, and a brave Fellow, \ 


And fo near to his Blood — _ 

La-wwrit. It ſhall ſuffice, | 
I'll ſet him further off, Il give a Remove 
Shall quit his Kindred, P11 N | 
Ciler. Will ye kill him . 

La- rit. And there were no more Couſins ** War 

I kill him, _ 
I do mean, Sir, to kill all my Lord's Kindred, 
For every Cauſe a Couſin. © - 
Cler. How if he have no more Couſins? 


- » (25) Champ. Fie, what a Night Pall awe e As W 

romotes and not diſcourages the Scheme of Mirth, Fie is ſurely wrong. 

fe might be Fly, in anſwer to Beaupre, but I rather think it was 2 
Note of Joy inſtead of N as Hey! or Tomething to 


5 


oe | "wei £A =: b 


1 
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La- writ. The next a kin then to his Londſhip 8 ne 
The Man he ſmiles upon. 


er. Why this is Vengeance, horrid, and 1 
La- urit. I love a dire Revenge: 
(16) Give me the Man that wwill all others * 
Und loft himſelf. i 
Cler. Vou ſtole that Reſolution. 
La-writ. 1 had it in a Play, but that's all one, 8 
] wou'd ſee it done. 
Cler. Come, you muſt be more M0” 3 
La-writ. To no Lord's Couſins in the World, 1 hat 
'em; | 
A Lord's Couſin to me is a kind of Cockatrice, 
(27) If 1 fee bim firſt, he dies. 
Cler. A ſtrange Antipathy! 
What think you of their Neices ? W 
La. writ. If I like em, 
They may live, and multiply; tis a cold ES > 
Cer. Tis ſharp indeed; you have broke your Faſt? 
La-writ. No verily. 


Cler. Your Valour would have ask'd a 

La-writ. Hang him, V1! kill him faſting. 

Enter Sampſon, and the Gentleman, : 

Cler. Here they come, fs 
Bear yourſelf in your Language, ſmooth and een. -, 


) 


F onda. 


When your Swords argue. 


2 
* 


(26) Give me the Man that will all others Bll, 
Ad laſt himſelf .} There is certainly great Humour in thi 
Dune if we knew from whence it was taken; Such a Sentiment, 

or ſomething like this Sentiment, had probably been introduced as a 
Piece of ſer. ous Sublimity ; for had it been before Comick only, there 
would be no Humour in the Quotation. Whoever reads 4/manzor, wrote 
by ſo eminent a Poet as Mr. Dryden, will not wonder to find 2 
ments as ridiculous as this in Tragedies of ſome Note. 

(27) / I ſee him firſt, he dies. r 

A firange Antipathy.] Did the latter Part belong to La. aurit, 
the Line would have been continued, for the three firſt Monaſyllables 
being contracted by the Reader into two, (a Liberty the old Poets often 
uſe) the Verſe is compleat. This, t 8 with the Humour the Sen- 
timent receives, by making it the Obſervation of Clerinont upon what 

it he rare ſeems to 1 ſufficiently that it belongs to him. 


g La. urit. 
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La- writ. Pray, Sir, ſpare your Precepts. 
Gent. I haye brought you, Sit —— 
La- urit. Tis very well, no Words, 
You're welcome, Sir. 
Samp. I thank you, Sir, few Words. 
La- writ. L'Il kill you for your Uncle's Wir 
Samp. I love you, 
P11 cut your Throat for your own ſake. 
La-writ. (28) I eſteem y 1 . 
Cer. Let's render em honeſt and fair, Gentlemen ; 
Search my Friend, T'l! ſearch yours. Pe ge 
Gent. That's quickly done. | | 
Cler. Fou come with no Spells, ner Witcher? 
Samp. I come fairly to kill him honeſtly. 
La-writ, Hang Spells and Witchcrafts, | 
I come to kill my Lord's ee * a Gentleman, 
And ſo I kiſs bis Hand. 5 
Cent. This Doublet is too tif, ts 
 La-writ. Off with't, I hate it, 5 3 
And all ſuch Fortifications, feel . gi, 
If that be ſtiff, flea that off too. 
Gent. Tis no ſoft one. 
La- writ. Off with't I ſay: 
I'll fight with him like a flea-d Cat. 
Gent, You are well, you are well. 
Cler. You muſt uncaſe too, 
| Camp. Yes, Sir. 
But tell me this, why ſhould I mix mine Honour 
With a Fellow that has ne'er a Lace in's Shirt? 
Cent. That's a main Point, my Friend has two. 
Cler. That's true, Sir. | 


FW oh Baſe and degenerate Couſin, a not Fl 


An old and — Colours to che Enemy, 


© (28) I efttem of you. The of Red and Senſe and 
Meafure. This is a fine Continuation of the Banter on the French 
Politeneſs in Duelling, And I doubt not but our Poets who ſo. often, 
and with ſuch infinite Variety of Humour, have banter'd the ſh 

| Faſhion of their Age, of Fighting for every Trifle, did not little con- 
tribute to the Reformation 0 their Ore in that Particular. 

Is 
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of more Honour, and ſhews more ominous? 8 
Thi Shirt five time Victorious I have fought ner 
and cut through Squadrons of your curious Gur-works, 
Az will do through thine ; ſhake and be latiefied.” 
Cler. This is unan{werable. th 
Samp. But may I fight with a foul Shire ? iw bat 
Cent. Moſt certain, fo it be a fighting Shirt, 
Let it be ne er ſo foul, or lowſie ; Geſer —_ Y 
Wore ſuch a one. Samp. Sane Denis then; [accept 
Your Shirt. 
Cler, Nay, not ſo . firſt _ muſt ee 
'Tis a main Point of the French Method. 
Talk civilly, and make your Cauſe Authentick. 
Sent. No Weapon mult be near you,-nor no Anger. 
Cler. When you have done, then ſir your Reſalutions 3 
T ake to your Weapons bravely. | 
* La-writ. *Tis too-colds; © 
This for a Summer Fight. 
Cler. Not for a World ans" rranſgrefs hone 
Samp. *Tis peeviſh Weather, ; i 


Id rather fight without. 1 
; Gent. An *twere in a Riverm— pid 
* Cler. Where both ſtood up to-th? Chins. ; A1 
La-writ. Then let's talk un | A wi 
Pl— o' this Circumſtance, | 
Cler, Are the Horſes come yet? ä 
Cent. Les, certain; give your — to us, now cixilly. 
Jer. We'll ſtand a while off; take the 1 and 
leave em—— 
You know when and let the Children pay: N 
This is a dainty time of Year for Tn” - | 
| Would the old Lord were here. 


Cent. He'd die with Laughter; 
Cler. 'm ſorry | have no time to fee this Game out, 
Away, away. 

ad Gent. Here's like to be a hot Fight. | 
00 Call when y*are/fit..' {Exeant Cler. ond Gut. 
, Le urii. Why - look vun, Sir, . | 
7 Centleman, 
5 . 1 And 


24 


And you come in Heer of your Une, on. 2 75 ti 


very cold. 

Your Uncle has offer'd me forme few Afian; 
Paſt Fleſh and Blood to bear: boh, boh, wondrous cold. 

Samp. My Lord, mine Uncle, is an honourable Mat, 
And what he offers boh, boh, cold indeed, 
Having made choice of me, an unworthy Kinſtnan, | 
Yet take me with you: ae bohz mga ok” 
Not altogether. g 

3 Boh, boh, 1 fay altogether, | 

Samp. You ſay you know not what then ? boh, bob, g 

La-writ. Sir me with your Sword le Hand; 
Youhave a ſcurvy Uncle, ag _ a mo ur Cauſe, 
And you are — boh, boh. 
Samp. Boh, boh, Wat? | 

La-writ. A ſhitten ſcurvy a 

Samp. Our Swords; our Swords 
Thou art a Dog, and like a Dog; our Swords, 1 

-- La-writ. Our Weapons, anos raph : ha? where's" $ your 

Second ? 4 £44] | 

| Samp. Where's yours? W 

La. urit. So ho; our Weapons. 
Samp. Wa, ha, ho, our Weapons; fy 

Our Doublets and our Weapons: I am dead. cen. 
Lurit. Firſt, Second, third, a pl be wi you, Gentle: 
: Samp. Are theſe the Rules of Honour? I am ſtary'd, 


La. uri. They're gone, and we are res . fal 


ee eee 
dus O for a couple of F 488 
La- writ. Hang a couple of — 
Dar'ſt thou take a killing Cold with mef 
Samp. I have it already, 
La- urit. Rogues, TROVE bob, bob, r run away with 
.--- ”our/Doublets? ? 
To fight at Buffets now, "were fach a May-game, . ef 
Samp. There were no Honour in't, pl— on't, tis carey 
La urit. Or to revenge my Wrongs at F iſt y-cuffs. 
Samp. My Lord, mine Uncle's Cauſe depend on Boxes? 
La-writ. Let's go in queſt, if we ever fecover em. 
9 0 ä Colds together, and our Doublets. 


La- uri 


I. 


It, 
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- La*worit. Give me 'thy Hand, thou art pe I 
tlemanz'* no ui ewoll 
[ fay, if ever we recover e 0 
amp. Let's get into a Houſe and warm our Haares 
La-writ. There 3 ne er a Houſe! within this n * 
beat me, 21 
Kick me and bear me as I go, and Pl beat ther b, 
To keep us warm; if ever We recover em EM 
Kick hard, I'm frozen: So ſo, now I feel i . 0 N 
Samp. I am dull yet. , 
La-writ, I'll warm thee; III warm thee—Genilemen? | 
Rogues, Thieves, ho e's : Do now ke 0 OO thee. \ 
[Ent 


Enter Vertaign, ay N va © 
Lamira, Anabel, Charlotte, and We ek 


Vert. Uſe Legs, and have Legs. D wi 
GCh@np. You that have Legs ſay ſo, 909 vpn i 
put my one to too much ſtreſs, e. 
Verd. Your Horſe, Sir, a work 
Will meet you within half a Ne. 1. e e, 
Lam. I like | | 2 


The Walk ſo ell. I ſhould ad mica Coach, - 
Tho” it were further. Anabel thou art = 
What ails my Neice? 
Beaup. She's ſtill muſing, Siſter, 
How quietly her- late Bed- fellow lay 0 ow. 
Nurſe. Old as I am, he would have ftartled OY 


Nor can you blame her. . 
Char, Had I twen; her place, A 
| know not, but I fear, I ſhou'd ha? Quriek'd, 
Tho! he had never offer d W 3 * 
Aua. Out u 3 rn 
Thou wouldſt have taught um ee 
Char, I think, with your . e UAE 
That you wifh, now you had. 5 
4na. 1 am glad I yield vou crm. 
Such ample Scope of Mir. bu wis. 


Vert. Nay, be not angry, 
There s no Ill meant: Ha? Mick, ahh choice: Muck? 
"70 * IV. ; | Q | Chang, 


* 


\ | 


242 The Litth French Lawyer, 


"Champ. Tis near us in the Grove; what courteous Bounty 
Beſtows it on us? my dancing Days are done; 
Yet I would thank the Giver, did 1 know him. 
Verd. Tis queſtionleſs ſome one of your own Village, 
That hearing of your purpos d Journey ee 
Prepares it for your nn, and 
The Honpur of my Lady. F 
Lam. I-«hink rather. 
Some of your Lordſhip's Clients. 
Beaup. What ſay you, Couſin, | 
If * rhey-ſhould prove your Suite? 
Verd. That's moſt likely. 
Ape I fay, if you + N oble, bei who will, 
G0 reſently, and thank em: I can jum 8 
Or N x Mieafiine - , Ft 
Lam. Like a Miller% Mare, © 
Nurſe, I warrant you, well — to ance He Comer 
PI make one, and lead the way. 8 
Char. Do you note, 


$1 


How zealous the old Crone 1 is? 


Lam. And you titten | 175 
As eagerly as ſhe: Come, Smeet, wel follow, HEE 
No ill can be intended. | „aden 

Cham. I ne'er fear'd yet. vn you > Lage 


- 


oN G inthe Wood. 


2 * wy „ 


AHIS way WAY,. this way comers EE 
| You that bold theſe je Plots FG 
Fill your Ears with our ſaweet « 1 + by 
Whilſt we melt the, frozen Ground: | 
This way come, make. haſte, oh Fat n +: 
Let your clear Eyes gild the Air; 0} ab 
Come and bleſs us with your Sol, .. blu 40! 


_ This way, this way, le Helge. l ene 


Enter a Company of Gentlemen the FER 1 


1 Gent; They are ours, but draw them on a little further 


From the foot Path into the neighbouring 1 r 
And 3 do't. as ag a Caſtle, 


1 F 2 Geo 


a 
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2 Gent. They follow ſtill; che amen, 
Comes on 'apace, and Campern limps aſter; 

The Women, as if they d Wu 1 SN 
Upon the Air, fly to ös. 

1 Gent. They ate welctthe," © UG 30 091 % 
We'll make em Sport make « Sand here all know 
How we are to proceed. 

1 (Sir 


2 Gent. We are inſtructed, 
1 Gent, One Strain or two more. len. . 


Enter Vertaigne, Charnpernel, 4 "Yerdone, 
Lamira, Anabel, 5 and ee 101 * 


Excellent, they are come. n o 1 84 
Nurſe. We cannot miſs, in fuch 4 Bifiieſs gee 


Mine Ear nc'cr fail'd me CMalict for the Dance. 


Char., Would we were at it once; A 
1 do not alk, but dance 
1 Gent. You ſhall have Dancing. 
Begin, and when I give the wen, 
2 Gent. Na more: 
We are inſtructed. IO. enen Ke 
Beau. But win us - 
1 Gent. O Kay” we do not come to try your Valor, 
But to po r we aſe you kindly 
In that, ke "gli N 0 7 Thieves, we kill you not, 

But are contented with the Spoil. Es. ane 
Vert. Oh Heav'n! E 
How 3 mine Age deſery'd this? P 

p. Hell confound it, ee 
This e walking; had I kept my Legs, 1 
Or my good Horſe, my Armour on, | | 
My Staff in my Reſt, 25 )and this good Sword fo friend, 
How I would break and ſcatter theſe, 7 
All Gent. Ha, ha, ha. a 
Champ. Do you | ſcorn me, Rogues? | 


F 


7 * GAs 7 


( 29) — and this good rail tos, Friend nite . Fi urs 
doubtedly hit on the wi Reading bels, 15 


— ͤ — — Same e , 
1. e. to befriend: me: Is an Expreffion common to the bet Writers, 


Q 2- | Nurſe. 


fob within: 


g 
0 


Nurſe. Nay, Gentlemen, kind een ae 


— — — - meg r — | = 
0 — — _ . - | : . 
, 1 7 * 4 8 4 E * = 
3 rr 2 —— — 
, N 1 9 * — 5 — — * 
8 


or honeſt Keepers of theſe Woods, but hear me, no) 
Be not ſo rough; if you are taken with 557 ty 
My Beauty, as it hath been worth the ſeekir y 0%; nel] 
Some one or two of you try me in Private, 1 n 
You ſnall not find me ſqueamiſh.. nu. 
Char. Do not kill me, nr 

if And do your worſt, Pll ſuffrr. 

ji | Lam. Peace, vile Creatures. 113 41342 5 

| 1 Do you know me, or my Place, that you pre- | 

i ſutme not 3 iA, 5 | my 

1 To toch? my Perſon ns? Lüner 

| 1 Gent. If you are well, reſt bo, n eee een 

| Provoke not angry Waſps. . 


Vert. You're Waſps indeed, 
IVever Crcared uw yield Wax or 1 


But for your Country's Torment; yet if you are e Men, | 
As you ſeem ſuch in Shape, if true born E 

However Want compels you to theſe ern 
Reſt ſatisfy*d with what you can take from 
Theſe Ladies Honours, and our e a, 

e freely give it. —_ 

1 Gen. You give but our own. 

Vert. Look on theſe grey Heirs, as you would be 0 
Their Tears, as you would have yours to find * 

When Juſtice ſhall o ertake you. 

Champ. Look on me, 5 7 
Look on me Raſcals, and learn of me . 
That have been in ſome part of your Profeſſion, 
| Before that moſt of you e er ſuck' d, I Nog) Its 
I have rode hard, and late too. 

Vert. Take heed, Sir. 

Champ. Then uſe me like a Brother of the Trade, 
For I have been at Sea, as you on Land are; 
Reſtore my Matrimony undefild, _ 

Wrong not my Neice, and for our Gold or Silver, 
If J purſue you, hang me. 

Nurſe, *Tis well offer'd, 

And as I ſaid, ſweet Gentlemen with ſowre Faces, 
If you are high, and want ſome Sport, or fo, 
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As living without Action here, you may do... 
') BB Forbear Their tender Griſſels, they are Meat 


Will waſh away, there is no Subſtance in it. 
1 We that are ex rt in the Game,, eee, 2 
| Will hold you | Play. : . 
; Enter Dinas) and Clermont. 5 
1 Gent. This Hen longs to be ee 3 
Din. Lackey, my Horſe. a 
re. Cler. This way, I heard the Cris 
Of diſtreſs'd ee by _ 5 
| 2 Gent. Stand upon your en 7 | 
| Din. Who's here? my witty, ſcor ae . 
I th*' Hands of Ruffians? 3 * 
Cler. And my fine cold Virgis” 7/20 1 * 
That was inſenſible of Man, and 1 75 | 
Din, p Juſtice too, „nn Ot IbtobO Wa | 
Without a Sword to guard igel? gat O EL 


Cler. And Valour with its Hands vain 5 
Din. 2nd te great, e KE Gris 
Why, this is ſtrange. _. 1 

Lam. Dinant, as thou art.noble—— — N 

Ana. As thou art valiant, Cleremoni— 

Lam. As e'er I appear d lovel ß 

Aua. As you ever hope. e 
For what I would give gladly Ur a Us 3 

Cler. Pretty Cong urations. 

Lam. All er a little laid behind you, 9 

Ana. Shew yourſelves Men, * * mas, 4 

Din. Though your many ett | 
And groſs Abulſes of me ſhould: more move me 3 
To triumph in your Miſeries than relieve e | 
Yet that hereafter you may know that I, | N 
The ſcorn'd and deſpis'd 1 know what ho | 
Belong to Honour, thus ]ĩ˙«“:ĩ 

Cer, 1 will fay littfſſſſ... pa 
Speak thou for mo. e 

Champ. Tis bravely oght, TEES 

Vert. Brave Temper, 1. oo ho, 
To do thus for their Engmies,,, d 


7 f 
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Champ. They ate loſt y 
1 Gent. You that wo 
What they were born to. 


2 Gent, Hurry then nge (ran., 
$4 BOY DION 1 71 


Manent Vertaigne and Champernel. 


Champ. That I cauld follow them. 
Vert. 1 only'can lament my e and cre of 


RY: 


er ther lt ny fl i 


A ont 


 Heavn Mgr = 
A little Life for my Revenge. r 10 A Neu 4 
Champ. The Provoſt 140 fv. 4d ey 12111 4 


Shall fire the Woods, but I will 800 em gut, 
No Cave, no Rock, nor Hell ſhalt keep 1191 tom 
My ſearching Vengeance. 


/ C% 546 - " 
© & 4 1 44 + * # ee ie 


Enter La- xrit, and: ae 


La-erit. O old! O fearful cold! W of e | 


Of 4 47 forts n. bo ank | 


„ 


La-worit. OX rt him. 5 Ny Un ot 55 
How that Word has warm'd my on? V 160 . 


©. 


Vert. Why, how now Coufin? e 
Why, Why! and where Man haue you bent a a 
A 
That you are cas'd thus like a Rabbet? I could laugh'1 now, 


And I ſhall laugh, for alf 2 ha my Children, 
Laugh monſtrouſly. 


Champ. What are they! 8 | * 4 e = ; > 
Veri. Give nie leave, A enen ene ns 
| Lat more and _ never Teave egg 2 8 Sat 


3 
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b Chamb. What art thou? Bowl $107 01 ame 
La-urit. — 2 . — 
i Samp. If he had his Ran i 3! wy 
| And. his Sword by his ſide, 4 « Gentletnan ought to 
have f 

Vert Peace, Monſieur Sump ſon BEL 307 OL 3% 


Champ. Come fiither little Bars 
La- writ. Baſe is the Slave commanded: come o we 
445 This! is the little Advocate, - Wolli 


What Advocate? OTE + Jos f 
— The little Advocate ve ry che 4 Cling, $) - 
I told you that my Nephew unidertobk it; . : 


And what *twas like to prove: Now of ſee the Ie, 
Champ. Is:this the little Lawyer?“ 
La- urit. You have a Sword, Sit, © © - 3 5 
And I have none, you have a Double too ee, 
| That keeps you warm, and makes you merry. DES, 
Samp. If your Lordſhip knew * Ra 
The Nature and the Nobleneſs of the Gentleman, 
n ſhew flight here, (30) and * what n 
an 
His Manhood has arrived. ; 
But that Mens Fates are fooliſh, 5 
And often headfong over - run cheir Weben | 
-writ, That little Lawyer would ſo prick. his Ear UP, N 
Aue bite your Honour by the NoſGCGG. 
Champ. Say you lo, Sir? © .} b 
Lui So niggle about 2 grave Shins Lord Vr 8 
bag too. 5 


4300. — and at FI", guſts of Danger | 
2 Manhoad has arrived, | Guts f 3 ſeem'd a Met 
phor taken from Sailing, and intelligible ; but as it is neither very clear 
nor very emphatical when e Fi often heſitated upon it, and 
was confirm d in my Doubts by Mr. Symp/on' s defiring to know if I 
could 5 it. Juſt as the Sheet was going to 95 Preſs, what ſcems 
the true Reading occurr'd, , | | 
— —— at what Juſts of Danger 
Hit Manhood has arrived, N NN 2 
i. e. What dangerons Tournements hi, Maneod has been engag d is. 
It is a technical Word in er on roy Oe to der 
erben * that utters it. 


. 


Q4 | Samp. 
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Samp. No more ſweet Gentleman, no more of Kos 
 La-writ. I will have mers, I muſt have more. | 
Vert. Out with it. . 
Samp. Nay he is as brave a Fellow 1 
Champ. Have I caught you ? - [Strikes lin 2 
Veri. Do not all Os do not ys him. ET? 
Champ. No, no, I will not. you peep again? 
Down, down, end Heart. 12 3005 2 
Samp. O Valour. 
Look up brave Friend, I have: no- means © reſeue tes 
(31 31, My Kingdom for a Sword. we 
bamp. I'll ſword you preſently, dy av Miles 
PII $1. your Skin-Coat-too, , -.. .. on ae $f aero $6 þ 
Vert. Away, good Sampſon, .. idly” 21 | 
You go to Grals elſe inftantly.  , «.,.,i 7 
Samp. But do not murder my brave F end, | 
Vert. Not one Word. ft 


— 


41 


Champ. If you do, 3 e 

Samp. Muſt I go off diſhonour'd? . 1 Mad 
Adverſity tries Valour, ſo I leave thee, ied L 

Champ. Are you a Lawyer, Sir? nay ee 

Lauri. I was, I was, Sir. „ ont bog MA 31H 

- Champ. Nay never look; your Lawyer's Paw is broke 
And your une Flood. about your, Ears, Pas 


#* #5 + 


<G 1) »h Kingdom Fr a nd, ] Mr. 8 1 thinks this a ty 
Sneer at Shakeſpear, and Mr. Theohald 15 us'd ry look on Y 


» ſuch Tes, Quotation from him, as ſo many Sneers. For my part, [ 


think it no more a Sneer upon Shakeſpear, than the Batil- of 2 Frogs 
and Mice is upon the Iliad, or the Splendid Shilling upon Paradiſe 
Lofl. Every Sentiment, or Expreſſion of Dignity 9 limity, when 
apply'd to a ridiculous Subject, ſerves only by its Contraſt to render the 
Subject more Rzidiculoys. Thus Ez iu Brute below, cannot poſhbly be 
a Sneer upon Shaleſpear, who does nothing but tranſcribe the very Ex- 
prefſion Cz/ar made uſe of at his Death; at leaft the Latin Tranſla- 
tion of it, But Samp/on aſfuming the Diſtreſs, of Richard the Third, 
and La-writ the D Dignity of Cz/ar in his Fall, extremely heighten the 


of Mr. Sympſon's, Note q, in this very Play, 

What Miſter thing is WTF e a vr 
As Spenſer had ſtamp'd a Dignity upon the obſolete Word Mi er, it is 
with great Humour apply'd to La- aurit. But is Spenſer ſneer'd\by the 
Application ? Noz Fletcher was ſo far from Sneering, that he almoſt 


| oliz'd n as is ſhewn in Note 75 on The Faithful Shepherdefs. 1 


their Characters. Thus: 3 in an Emendation | 


— — 


= = I 


. 
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* 
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Why do you fight por > cs „ 
Ne I dif ry "0 
Champ. ao 11PpO eis you. a 
pert. Ha, ha, ha. 1 N- SAD. Jak L 


 La-writ.. Xt [tt Brute? 298 189 — = 5 2 eta, , 
Vert. Beat him no more. 1 age 0 
Champ. Alas, Sir, I muſt beat bim, aye" 


Beat him into his Buſineſs again, he Aut be lt * E 
Vert. Then take your way 


Fae A 


Champ. Lye ſtill, and do not ſtruggle. . : as'Y 

La-writ. I am patient, ad. IEA 
never ſaw my Blood before, it jades me, 1 
I have no more Heart now than a Goſe. 


Champ. Why Sirra, why do you leave ( 3 2) your Trade, 
your Trade of living, 


And ſend your Challenges like Thunderboles, , «7. 

To Men of honour'd Places? + ; e 
La-writ. T underſtand, Sir, | I = 2 8 

] never underſtood before your. beating. he” ey 
Champ. Does this 3 on Jour 5 
La- urit. Ves. 5 a 
Champ. Do you thank me fort? 
Ls-writ, As well as a beaten Man . 
Champ. And do you promiſe „ 

To fall ok ir, your Trade again? leave Brawl ng? 
La-writ., If you will give me Leave and Life. 
Champ. And ask this noble Man F en 
La- writ. Heartily. 
a. Riſe then, and get you gone, and let me hear 

0 

As of an 338 new vampt; no more Words, 

Get you off quickly, and make no Murmurs, 

I ſhall purſue you elle, nw e 
La-writ, I have done, ſweet Gentlemen. [Exit 
Veri. But we forget ourſelves, our Friends and Children. 


* i, x 
F' v3 i * 


(32) — your Trade, your Trade of living,] i. +. your Trade by 
which you are to get your Livelihood, and without which you mult 
Rarve. +I add this Explanation becauſe My. & Symp/on, taking Trade of 


* only for Way if Living, 9 it a 88 Tautology. 
pee ours 


Aale h Luſt, & 
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Champ. Well raiſe the Country firt; then gane d 


Fortunes. 10 . n 5 Exebn. 


Enter one Gentleman and: Lues Bhs % 


1 Gent. Shall I entreat for wat T thay eee? 
Lam. Think on my Birth f 26908 e 
1 Gent. Here I am e Cee vol | 
A King, and thort th Fl Domi, bee. oi wic 3d 
A Subject, and a Slave. 


Lam. Be nota Tyrant, 4 41981 ps WY 
A Raviſher of Honour, gende Sir, L {fis 1 Nie bd 
And I will think ye fueb, and on by bes, ag | 


As to my Soverei 4 Suby e's Duty * vad! 
With Prayers and Tens Hoy * 75 nn 

1 Gent. I like this hun ble Carriage, 140 | 
I will walk by, but Knee! you (till and dane 
It ſhews well (33) while I meditate bn the . = 
Before I ſeize it. 


Lam. Þs here no Mercy, Hebvin? © a $a. 


£4% 


Enter ſecond Gentleman, « and wand | 


Pick Lf v4 OL ELL 
2 Gent. Not kiſs you? 3 

I will, and kiſs again. ' 5 
Ana. Savage Villain? n 3 


My Innocence be my treat, | do det GON a 85 
Thus ſcorn and- ſpit at nk ink you corne on, Sir? 
Youre hot, there is 1 WW; 34 
e . 8 
Ana. No, loathſome Goat, more, more, I am that 
Goddeſs, 
That here with Wbips of Steel, in Hell  hereafier, 
Scourge Rape and he 1 
3 Pl A your Deity 
na, y Chaltit 1 ind Fo Knife had by: a Views, 
8 Word and thee ; a I; 
Cal on. for the Encounter, . 


LON 3d f  20E 4,00! 
45 . Immediate on the Priy,] Mr. Huhn coveun' 
in this Correction, and ti: Mil of the Oftavo Edit ion. 


Ly 
2 BY | ; . 8 * 2 Gent, 


„ 
* © ” 
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2 Gent, Now what doe harry bar 15% —_ 
aff BOY 22000 01 Wige be and uus er Ke 
Are you a Code? {4 44h | 1 9 ' SOL 


Ana. In me their Pow'r ſaffers; | k oy wort 
That ſhould protect the Innocent. 1 An lf) 

1 Gent. 1 am all Firn 
And thou ſhalt quench it, and ſerve my eien. 
Come Partner in the Spoil and the Newa, N 
Let us enjoy our Purchaſe- © 11.473 lt Se Fewo 

Law. O Diaz fn i bd 1. 29m ella, K. 
0 Heav n O Husband! - H „an;; T1 2 e K 

Au. O my Cleramont D > SOR fi era OUS 

1 Gent. Two are our Slives they. ah on, bring ern 

8 3 ein 


f. 4 4 294 id 2 5 IB 0 * EH | 
ks they are chain'd ü. ker chem ſee voy n ol 
And ſuffer in the Object. + 00:6} 400-919. 4 


Enit Dinant and Clefemont bound, h th Tr 


201 H Gefen, 5 1 771 gy 1.71 + 145} vo : 
2 Gent. While we ſit ih one db grit i 
And without pixy hed dem, gi h 


Cler. By my Life, 01-90 ien ee ure 385 d 10 
I ſuffer more for thee tian for nydalf; qi ee 

Din. Be a Man, Cleremont,” and look upen em 
As ſuch that not alone abus d our Service; on u 
Fed us with hopes moſt bitter in Digeſtion : 89 
But when Love fail'd, to dra on further Miſchief, 
The Baits they laid for us, were our on Honours, + 
Which thus hath made us Sue oo, worſe Ve 47 

2 Gent. He dies. * 

1 Gent, Pray acid, give bim a little reſpite. 0. 

Din. I ſee you now beyond Expreſſions — 
The Wit you brag'd of fool'd, that boaſted Horour, | 
As you believ*d compaſs'd with Walls of Braſs, 

To guard it ſure, ſubject to ts n o 
With the leaſt blaſt of Luſt. NIV TE: 

Lam. A moſt fad Fruth.Þ 8 00 et 

Din. That Confidence — * was nor be haken 
In a perpetual Fever, atidithoſe' Favours 
Whith with ſo ſtrong arid ceremonious Ber P 


You! 


UF 


A 
1 
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= Lover and a Gentleman long ſought for, Ye 
Sought, ſued, and kneel'd in vain for, muſt you eld up Ye 
To a licentious Villain, that will hardly! 00's ey 9, 


Allow you Thanks fort. 21 al . Il T 
Cler. Something I muſt ſay o, 23901 65 och 2607 H 
And to you pretty one, though crying ones 1 n * 
To be —_ 1 when hee worlhphul enchen 
leaſe, +7008 «0; 2 
Though I know not their Faces that condemn 1 as, 


A little ſtartles me; but a Man is nothing, ' © ON 
A Maidenhead is the thing, the thing all aim at; 

Do not you wiſh now, and wiſh from your Heart tn}. 
When ſcarce: ſweet with my Fears, I long lay by you, 
(Thoſe Fears you and your good Aunt put upon me, 

To make you ſport) you'd given a little hint 

A touch or ſo, to tell me I was Mortal, 
And by a Mortal Woman? Ana. Pray you no more, 

Cler. I I had 1o0s'd that Virgin Zone, obſerve me, 

. I wov'd have hir'd the beſt of "I our Poets f 

IT To've ſung ſo much, and fo well in the Honout. 

Ol that Night's Joy, that Ovid's, Afternoon, odzivs bat 

Nor his Corinna ſhould again be mention d. 11 9 

Ana. 1 do repent, Onda Rs: och 15 

Cler. Das Comfart. $ WWW. 620; 120 ty 

But NOW —— 22 FIT eise 8 A £13 1 

21 Gent, Another chat will have it offer'd, Hue 
Compel it to be offer*d, ſhall enjoy it. 


Cler. A Rogue, a Ruſſian: Off NOT 3554 79691 24 
2 Gent. As you love your Throat, ' aud 

1 Gent, Away with rn. T 2H -nvd 
Ana. O Gleremont |. +. ws bots . „une 


Lam, O Dinant: | 
Din. I can but add your Sprrows to p. gap Sorrows, xl 
Your Fears to my Fears. | 
Cler. To your Wiſhes mine, i niche 
This Slave may prove unable to N dnl ada f 
Till I perform the Task that L waLbarn for. A ms. 
Ana. Amen, amen.1 Ta 

r Gent. Drag the Slaves — mk you 0 
A while I'll lock you up my ſtudy al Ways yr 7 


* 
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You can to pleaſe me, or rr vb 
You are but dead. : 

2 Cent. This ſtrong Vault ſhall n you, 7 AS 
| There think how many for your every rai 9 0 
Have pin'd away, and 4 par to 1 8 it 
With * 351 . : 

No human p can Have you, 
2 Help, help? {7 10 9 
2 Gent. Lou oe" in —_— Rocks cannot 2 hear you, >. 


* 


—_— 


— 


— — 
n 


ACT V. s ENR © 


A "RD Noiſe of Muſick within. 1 8 


Enter one and opens the Door, within lech pm 
Ti and Auibel were S ie ade. 


Lon, Couſin, how 1 ſhake all this long Night! 
What Frights and Noiſes we have Wan 1 9 
they encreaſe. 

(34) The Villains put on Shapes to torture us, .. 

And, to their DeviPs Form, ſuch Preparations 90 

As if they were a hatching new Diſhonours, 

And fatal Ruin, paſt dull Man's Invention. 

Go not too far, and pray, good Couſin Auabel, 

Hark, a new Noiſe. 

| [4 ftrange Mufick, Sackbut.” and Tr 0 22 
Ana, They're exquiſite in Miſchief, 
I will go on, this Room gives no Protection, | 
More than the next; what's that? how ſad and 3 


The Sound comes to uvs. | de Peeping: 
Lam. Groaning ? or ſinging i is ic? # 


— 


* 
„ £ 


3 


 —_ 
# * : 
I. 


0 1 


N 


( 34) The Villains put on Shapes to torture 11 5 
And to their Devils form fuch Preparations e, , 
Ai they were &e.] The former Editors, by heir: Poiting 
and making Dewils the Plural Number inſtead: of the Genitive Sin- 
gular, ſeem to have taken form for a Verb; but then 700 leave and 
to their 18 without any Senſe at all. * 


"oo 


\ 
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Ava. Tha Wind, 1 think, murmuring amongſt ol 

ooms. 
Lam. Now: it grows louder, ſure ſome 1 

of our foul oſs—— look, now they per. wb 
Ana. Pox peep 'em. 
Lam. O, give them gentle Language. 15+ 14497 
Ana. Give em Rats banmſe. [Prep 5 bg 
Lam. Now they're above. ten, 
Ana, I would they were ith* Center. | 
Lam. Thou art "4 fooliſh deſperate. 
Ana. Since we muſt loſe. | : 
Lam, Call em brave Fellows, Gentlemen. : 
Ana. Call em Rogues, + ok 

Rogues as they are, rude Rogues, W 8 19 8 
Lam. Look an thou woo't beware, doſt feel the Danger ? 
Ana. Till th' Danger feel me, thus will I talk ſtill, 

And worſe when that comes too, they cannot eat me. 

This is a Puniſhment, upon our own Prides " 

Mot Juſtly laid; we muſt abuſe brave Gentlemen, | 

Make em tame Fools, and Hobby-horſes, laugh and jeer at 

Such Men too, and fo handſome and fo noble, 

That howſoe er we ſeem'd to carry it— 

Wou' d *twere to do again. 5 
Lam. I do confefs, Couſin, | 

I was too harſh, too fooliſh. _ 

Ana. Do you feel it ? W 

D' you find it now ? Take heed -o'th' Puoithcete;" 55 

We might have had two gallant Gentlemen, | 

Proper, and young, O how it tortures me! 

Two Devils now, two Raſcals, two and eyenty— 
Lam. O think not fo. „ 
Ana. Nay, an we ſcape fo We 3 
Lam. May we be worthy any EJS, or Knowledge, 

When we are uſed thus ? 

Ana. Why not? why do you cry? 

Are we not Women ſtill ? What were we made for? | 

Lam. But thus, thus baſely—— _. 

Ana. *Tis againft our Wills, 

And if there come a thouſand fo, — 

Lam. Out on thee. | 


Ana. 
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Ana. You are a Fool, what -we cannot reſi 
Why ſhould we grieve and bluſh far? There be omen, 
And they that bear the Name gf excellent Women, 4 
Would give their whole Eſtates 93 this Fortune. | 

Lam. Hark, a new Noiſe. [New found * = 
; Ana, Let *em go on, I fear not, ; | 
ve, If wrangling, fighting and ſcratching cannot ry * - | 

Why ſo be it, Coulin ; if I be ordain d . =" 
To breed a race, of Rogues? i 


Enter four over the Stage, with Nase and Wade | ; 
bou nd, with Halters about IBeir Necks. ' „0 g 


Lam. They come. Ana. Be em. 2 en ana | me 
They're welcome. £ ab 
7 3 What mask of Death i: is this? 0 my F Brothe er. 


Ana. My Coz too; why now you are e * | 
Lam, © ſhall, we loſe our . a 
Ana. Let em go, 
When Death prepares the way, they. Kl Page 6 
t Why muſt theſe die? 
Beaup. Lament your own Misfortunes, | 
We periſh happily before your. Ruins. 
Ana. Has miſchief neer a 1. 12 | 
1 Gent, Yes, fooliſh Wo A 
Our Captain's Will is Death. I OTE Os 


Ana, You dane 006 doit) n oe 
Tell thy boiſterous hm ry what: + ſa 95 | - 


. 1 


(Good Coulin Kt a8 W re a 38 


Aua. A Gentleman? A Slave, 4 e 5 dor 
Harbinger. 


Lam. Sir, as you had a Mother. 1 
Ana. He a Mother? . 
Shame not the name of Mother, a ſhe Bear, 
A bloody old Wolf Bitch. A Woman Mother? 
Looks that rude Lump, as if he had a Mother? 


Intreat him? Hang him; do thy worſt, thou dar ſt Th | 


Thou dar'ſt not wrong their Lives, thy ee N 
T bey re 
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They're Perſons of u more Price.” 
Perk Whate' er we ſuffer 
Let not your Angers wrong you. eee eee 
Ana. wo cannot LE, 002,” FO V7" IDA] K "way | 
The Men that do this deed muſt ties thy W 
Free from the gripe of 2 1 
m. Is it not better? © 3} 
Ana. Is it not better? Let em go on lle Raſcals! 7 
And put falſe Faces on; they dare not do it; 
Flatter ſuch Scabs of Nature? © ©... 
Cen. Woman, Woman. 
The next work is with yo | 
Ana, Unbind thoſe © HATES Ws. 
And put their fatal Fortunes on our, N ecks. 51 (AT 
Lam. As you have Mercy de. 
Ana. As you are Monſters. 
Lam, Fright us no more with aur re 1 ou 
"Honours, 1 . 
Nor if there be a Guilt by us committed 5.2 45 
Let it endanger thoſe, IST SUITE vu 
Ana, I ſay they dare not, wo wWoyarmame! .* mk 
Tia: be a 1 Gallowſes, ye Rogues, 42 
Tortures ye bloody Rogues, Wheels. 1 DRY 
Gent. Away. Lam. Stay. Ana, Stay - © / 
Stay and Fl fatter too: Good meer fad Gentlemen, 
You excellent in Honeſty ; O Kinſtnen? LEROY 
O noble Kinſmen! 15 11 
Cent. Away with em. " [Exennt? Verd. bag anda 
Ana. Stay yet. 
The Devil and his lovely Dam walk with you; W | 
Come fortifie yourſelf, if they do die, 500, 
Which all their ruggedneſs cannot rack into me, TOY 
They cannot find an hour more Innocent, Os 
Nor more Friends to revenge em. 


Enter e 4 His 3 
Lam. Now ſtand conſtant, W blo yboold: A 
For now our Trial's come 

Cher. This Beauty's mine, ; 
Four Minute moves not yet, 


228 


WAR, 


—_  — 


i 


Pad FT, = 
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Lam. She ſinks if Chriſtian, 13 el s 
If any ſpark of noble heat 

Cer. Riſe, Lad: | IN 
And fearleſs riſe, there's no Bias meant you, 

Do you know my Tongue? | $80 

Ana. I've heard it;——— 

Cler Mark it better.. id | 
Pm oue that loves you, fairly, a loves bo, 5 
Look on my Face? Aua. O Sir? 7 aid 21 

Cler. No more Words, ſoftly -- 

Hark, but hark wilely how, underſtand well,” 
Suſpe&t not, fear not. 

Ana. Lou have brought me wunde, N 

Cler. (35) If you dare think me worthy of your -Hucband; 
Jam no Rogue nor Beggar, if you dare do ny 

Ana, You're. Monſieur Cleremont. U 

Cler. I am the ſame, 

If you dare venture, ſpeak, if not I leave your 
And leave you to the mercy of theſe Villains 
That will not woo ye much. 

Ana. Save my Reputation, 8 7 
And free me from theſe Slaves. 155 

Cler. By this Kiſs I'll do it, ö 
And from the leaſt Diſhonour they dare aim at you s 
I have a Prieſt too, ſhall be ready. 

Ana. You are forward, | 

Lam. Is this my conſtant Couſin? How ſhe whiſpers 
Kiſſes and hugs the Thief! | | 

Ana, You'll offer nothing, 

Cler. Till all be ty'd, 

Not as I am a Gentleman. 

Ana. Can you relieve my Aunt too? 

Cler. Not yet, Miſtreſs, 

But fear nothing, all hall” be well ; away quickly; 


1 


It muſt * done tal Nenn ee Ana. I am with ye, 


(35) If you ; think me — f your Hutband, J The Word dare 
being twice repeated afterwards, in repeating this Queſtion, and the | 
Want of a Syllable i in the Verſe, . to Prove it "accidentally dropt 
from this Line, i 


Vo L. IV. R . Ger, 
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Ger. VII know now: who fleeps by me, keep your 
ſtanding. — TA Cler. and Anabd; 
Lam. Well, go thy way, and thine own Sdame vel 
archi SELF, ie 
Is this the Conſtancy ſhe ſhew'd, the Bravery duo? wo 
The dear Love and the Life ſhe ee her laden? 
(36) O brave e eee e A ren Wo- 
man 15 
Is this the noble Anger you e a] | 
Are theſe the Thieves you ſcorn'd, the Rogues you 
| raid at? . 1 
The ſcabs and ſcums of Nature ? O fair Modeſty, it 
Excellent Virtue, whither art thou fled ? 
What Hand O Heav'n is over us, when ſtrong Virgins 
Lield to their Fears, and to their Fears their Fortunes? 
Never belief come near me more; farewel, each. 
A long fare wel from all that ever knew thee : 
My turn is next, I am reſolv'd, it comes, 
But in a nobler Shape, ha? Y 


( 36) 0 Eres Tongre, valiant. 8 — Ty Kr. mp 
concurr'd with me in reading Tongue: valiant. It is hi ghly 2 755 
4 


that Milton read it ſo, for he ſeems to imitate it in his 8 

nifles: Sampſon calls Har ipha, Tongue- -doughty Giant; ge this is 
not the firſt time in this Play that Mz/tor, in that very Scene, ſeemt 
to have imitated our Authors. What en. e's in we ſecond 
Scene of the firſt Act, | 


[ 0 that That be. 
th fome cloſe Vault, that only-wanld. yield r — 5 


To me to uſe my Sword, to ber no hope 
To run away. 


Milton puts, with a ſmall Change of Expreſſion, into Sanifen uo, 


Therefore without feign'd Shifts let be Mud 
Some narrow Place intlos'd, where Sight may give thee, 
Or rather Flight, no great advantage of Me. | 


But beſide the Corruption of Jongue- ualiant, the Word er, * 
to have lolt its proper Confort, which both the Senſe and. Verſe re: 
quire to be reſtor'd : I read therefore, 
O brave Tongue-valiant. and vain-glorious Woman 1 

Dinant ſays, a little below, to La mira, 
5 That Spring of Chaſtity that fed your Pride, 
Aud grew into a River of Vain- glory. 
This confirms the Sede above. 


* 


a 2 . #2 1 5 Enter 


EI 


. 3 oc ye 


FEY 


PR” e a 


=. 
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0 | PE 2 ee Bier ene | e cs 
el Din. EY * Lad > 


Lam. Indeed Sir, - need of 100 Bleſfings, 

For all the Hours I have had ſinee I came, here. 
Have been ſo many Curſes, How got you Liberty ? * 
For I preſume you come to comfort me. 

Din. To comfort you, and love you, tis moſt true, 
My Bondage was as yours, as full of bitterneſs, 

And every Hour my Death. | 55 

Lam. Heav'n was your comfort. 

Din. Till the laſt Evening, fitting full of alneſi 
Wailing, ſweet Miſtreſs, your unhappy Fortunes, 
(Mine own I'd the leaſt care of) round about mem 
The Captain and the Company ſtood gaping, 

When I began the Story of my Love 

To you fair Saint, and with ſo full a Sorrow © © © 
Follow'd each point, that even from thoſe PL ye, 
That never knew what Pity meant, or Mercy, 

There ſtole down foft Relentings : Take heed Miſtreſs, 


ou 


fi And let not ſuch unholy Hearts 7 ou, 

| The ſoft-· plum'd God will ſee again; thus taken, 
b As Men transform'd with the ſtrange Tale I told, | 
* They ſtood amaz?*d, then bid me riſe and live, 
nd Take liberty and means to ſee 73 — Perſon, 


And wiſht me proſperous in your Loye; 4 you fo, 1 | 
Be wiſe and loving; Lady, ſhew but you | | ſ 
Lam, O Sir, are theſe fit hours to At of Love in? „ i 
Shall we make Fools of our Afflictions? 5 | 
Can any thing found ſweetly in mine Ears, „ 0 
Where all the noiſe of bloody horror is | 
My Brother, and my Couſin, they are dead, Sir, | 
Dead, baſely dead, is this an Age to fool in? 
Andi myſelf, I know not what [ oy be, 
Yet I muſt thank you, and if ha „„ 
You had ask'd me Teſterday, . theſe were hie by 
And my Fears leſs, I g have hearkned to you. 
Din. Peace to your Grief, 5 bind you to your Wen, - 


x N, 


ter g . wo 
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Enter Cleremont, Anabel, Beau pre, Verdone, F 
Charlotte, Nurſe, and the 1200 Gentlemen, 3 


Lam. How? Do you Conj are? e e 
Din. Not to raiſe dreadful Appartions Madam, 
But ſuch as ydu,would, gladly ſe. . 
Lam. My Brother, and N ephem living? 
| Beaup. And both owe their Lives 0) 
Ti o th' favour of theſe een, 
Verd. Who deſerve 


Our Service, and for us, your oracious, Thanks or 
Lam, Which I give freely, and become a_Suitor, 
Jo be hereafter: more familiar [ it, 


With ſuch great Worth and Viree, F147 
I Gent. Ever think us «Ri 
Your Servants, Madam. 1 Hs 
Cler. Why if thou wilt needs know it 
How we are freed, I will diſcover it. all 
And with Laconick Breyity. : Theſe * 280 
This Night encountring with thoſe Outlaws chat 
| Yeſterday made us Priſoners, and as we were 
Attempted by 'em, they with greater — 
(I'm ſure with better Fortune) not alonre 
Guarded themſelves, but forc'd the bloody Thieves, 
Being got between them and this helliſh ave 
For ſafety of their Lives, to fly up higher 
Into the Woods, all left to their Poſſeſſion ; 
This ſav'd your Brother and your Nephew from 
The Gibbet, this redeem'd me from my Chains, 
And gave my Friend his 1 this _— 
Your Honour ready to be lo 
Din. But that 
Fknow this for a Lie, and Fur the Thieren 
d Gentlemen, are the ſame Men, by my practice 
uborn*d to this, he does deliver it 
ith ſuch a conſtant Brow, that I am doubrſul 
I ſhould believe him too. 
I Gent. If we did well, 
e rewarded, 
2 Gert Thanks but 110 away 


„ . 


7 


v7 
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From what was freely purpos d. 

Cler. Now by this Hand, Bag 
You have ſo cunningly diſcharg 43 your ane, | 
That while we live, reſt confident you. ſhall 
Command Dinant and. Cleremont 3 nor e 
Nor Verdone ſoents it: For the Ladle, the FI 0 
Were eaſie to be gull GC 

1 Gent. Twas but a Jeſt, 

And yet the Jeſt may chance to break our e, 
Should it be known. nes So 
Cler. Fear nothing. Din. Clermont, boy 

Say, what Succeſs ? 

Cler. As thou wouldſt wich, tis done, Lad, 
The Grove will witneſs with me, that this eh. 
1 lay not like a Block: But how ſpeed you? 

Din. I yet am in ſaſpence, deviſe ſome means 


oy 


To get theſe off, and ſpeedily, . 


LOC EL TERED 


Cler. J haye it; 
Come, we are dull, I think that the gool, F cllows, 
Our Predeceſſors in this Place, were not 
Twill yield us = 

1 Cent. Let's ranfack it. 

'Tis ours now by the Lac. 

Cler, How ſay you ſweet. one, 


Have N ppetite? . Ana. To walk again Es 


Pth? Woods, if you think fit, rather than cat. f 
Ger. A lde reſpite prithee; nay bluſh not, 


You ask but what's your own, and warrantable: k 


Monſieur Beaupre, Verdone, ._ . 
What think you of the Motion? 
Verd. Lead the way. 

Beaup. We follow willingly. 
Cler. When you ſhall think fit. 
We will expect you. 
Din. Now be Miſtreſs of your Promiſe, Lady. 

Lan. Tas to give you hearing. 
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So fooliſh and n aL tS » but a e. 


e es nf 1 


Din. But that Word hearing did include a Gram, 


And you muſt make it good. 
Muſt ? Din, Muſt and ſhall, | 
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Exeunt all but Din. and has : 
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1 will be fool'd no more, you had your Tricks; 
Made Properties of me, and of my Friend 1. 


Preſum'd upon ybur Power, and whip'd me vin 
The Rod of mine own Dotage : Do not latter © 
Yourſelf with hope, that any human help 
Can free you, and for aid by miracle 
A baſe unthankful Woman is unworthy. 
Lam. You will not force me? Fes 
Din. Rather than enjoy you — © 
With your conſent, becauſe I will torment 3 
P!l make you feel th effects of abus'd Lo * 
And glory in your Torture. l 
Lam. Brother, Ne s 


Help, help, for Heav'n's fake. e eee 


Din. Tear your Throat, cry louder, 


Though every Leaf, theſe Trees bear, were en Erbe 


1 
1 


And ſummon'd in your beſt Friends to redeem you, a 


It ſhould be fruitleſs: Tis not that I love vou, 


Or value thoſe Delights you prize ſo high, 
That I'll enjoy you; a French Crown will by 
More ſport, and a Companion, to whom 
Lou in your beſt trim are an _ 

Lam. Forbear me then. | 
Din. Not fo, VII do't in ſpite, 

And break that ſtubborn diſobedient Will; 

That hath ſo long held out, that boaſted Honour 
I will make equal with a common Whore's ; 
The ſpring of Chaſtity, thar fed your Pride, 
And grew into a River of Vain-glory, 
I will defile with: mud, the mud of Luft, 
And make it loathſome even to Goats. 


Lam. O Heav'n! _ : f 


No pity Sir? Din. You taught m me to be aka. 
And dare you think of Mercy? T'Il tell thee Fool, 
Thoſe that-ſurpris'd thee were my Inſtruments; 
I can plot too, good Madam, you ſhall find it: 
And in the ſtead of licking of my Fingers, 
Kneeling and whining like a Boy new-breech'd, 
To get a Toy forſooth, not worth an Apple, 
Thus make my way, and with Aab 


Command 


De Little * —_ bg 


Command what I would have. 

Lam. I'm loſt for ever: 1 
Good Sir, I do confeſs my Melt A= on 5 
And yield myſelf up, miſerable: 
Thus kneeling I confeſs, you caddy - | at zd ot] 
Sufficient Puniſhments to load me Wirh; i es 4 
I'm in your power, and I confeſs again, 7. wis 
You cannot be too cruel : If there be. 
Beſides the loſs of my long guarded Honour, 


4} | 1 
ws 


* 


Any thing elſe to maße the lanee eren, 


Pray put it in, all hopes, all helps haye left mes 
] am girt round with Sorrow, Hels about * 9 4 
And Raviſhment the leaſt that I: can eg 15 ——_ 
Do what you pleaſe. * e 
Din. Indeed I will do bib ans; "af 
Nor touch nor hurt you, 4 nor had ever | 
Such a lewd purpoſe. 
Lam. Can there be ſuch G 
And in a Man ſoinjur'd ? 
Din. Be confirm'd in't. EA 
I ſeal it thus: I muſt coofcls you oats we, 5 
In fooling me ſo often, and thoſe fears | 
You threw upon me call'd for a requital, 
Which now I have return'd, all unchaſte Love. 
Dinant thus throws away; live to Mankind, 
As you have done to me, and 1 will honor 
Your Virtue; and no more think of your Beauty. 
Lam. All I poſſes comes ſhort of ſatisfaction. 
Din. No Compliments: The Terrors of chis Night 


g 


Imagine but a fearful Dream, and fo 


With eaſe forget it: For Dinant, that labom-d 
To blaſt your Honour, is a Champion for 1 It, 
And will protect and guard it. 
Lam. Tis as ſafe then, 8 
As if a compleat Army undertook it. Exeum. 


Enter La- writ, Sampſon, and Clients. 


La-writ. Do not perſwade me,gentleMonſieur Sampſon, 
I am a mortal Man again, a ra 


My martial Part have put off. 
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Samp. Sweet Monſieur, r. [ a 
* Let but our Honours teach us. 5 4 D 
La-writ. Monſieur Sampſon, + J | T. 
My honourable Friend, my valiant Friend a bi nA Ke 


Be but ſo beaten 3 (forward my brave Clients, | 
I am yours, and you are mine again) be but ſo ant, 
Receive that Caſtigation with a Cudge!— 
Samp. Which calls upon us for a Reparation. 
La. writ. I have, it coſt me half a Crown, I bear it 
All over me, I bear ĩt Monſieur Sampſon: 
The Oils, and the old Woman that pain to me, 
To 'noint my beaten Body. 
Samp. It concerns you. | 
You have been ſwing'd. Slealg pov 1% 
La-writ, Let it concern thee too; 
Go and be heat n, ſpeak ſcurvy 3 0 1 did 3 
Speak to that Lion Lord, waken his Anger, 
And have a hundred Baſtinado 6% do 
Three broken Pates, thy Teeth knock. d out, do, Sampſon, 
Thy valiant Arms and Legs beaten to Ar . 
Do ſilly Sampſon, do. rex | | 
r Cli. You wrong the Gentleman, 9 01 2 
To try to put him out of his right Mind thus: 1 
Fou wrong us, and our Cauſes. 
 _La-writ. Down with him, Gentlemen, arts 1 : 
Turn him, and beat him, if he break our, Peace, | 
Then when thou. haſt been lam'd, thy ſmall Guts 'periſh'd, 
Then talk to me, before I ſcorn thy Counſel, . 
F 5 * I feel, and let my Lord repair thee. 
_— And can the brave La- wi. 
Tempt him no further, | 
Be pre and ſay no more. 
. La-writ. If thou do'ſt, Sampſon, | 
Thou ſeeſt my Myrmidons, PII let 'em looſe, 
That in a Moment—— . 
Samp. I ſay nothing, Sir, but I could wiſh — 
La-writ, They ſhall deſtroy thee wiſhing ; 
There's ne'er a Man of theſe but have loſt ten Cauſes, 
Pearer than ten Mens Lives; Tempt, and thou dieſt: 
Go e and ſmile upon my TOS thine Uncle, F. 


1 
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Take Mony of the Men thou meanꝰſt to cozen, 


Drink Wine, and cat good Meat, and betty. A 
Talk little, tis an Antidote gainſt a beating 


Keep thy Hand from 18 Sword, AID thy Landre | 


Placket, | LOUIS e e 2 
And thou wilt live — 0,04; 91 i ja 0 A 
1 Cli. Give ear, and 3 up ilicng d 


La-writ, I find. I am wiſer than a Juſtice eren 
Give me the Wiſdom that's beaten into a Man 
That ſticks ſtill by him: Art thou a new Man? 

Samp. Ves, yes, en 0 wy) 


Thy learned Precepts have inchanted me. 10.4 vMi 


La-writ. Go, my Son Sampſon, I have now w begot thee; 
Il ſend thee Cauſes 3 ſpeak to thy Lord, and * 4 4 
And lay my ſhare by, go and live in peacec 
Put on new Suits, and ſhew fit for thy Place; 
That Man neglects his Living, is an Aſs: [Exit Sump: 
Farewel; come chearily Boys, about our Buſineſs, 'A 
Now welcome Tongue again, hang: e 2880 
ri Ch, Sweet Advocate. | £21300 lee 


Enter Nurſe, and Charlotte. | 


3 Hiw 4 
| they will, | 
Out-laws, or T hieves, but I am . 8 to me 221 1055 hor 


One was an honeſt Man, he us'd me well; 


4 1 
« S*+ 2 # ” 


What I did, 'tis no matter, he complain'd not. 


Cbar. I muſt confeſs there was one bold with me mod - 
Some coy thing would ſay rude, but tis no matter; 
1 was to pay a Waiting-woman's Ranſom, _ 


And J havedone*t, and I would * again, q 


Were I ta'en to morrow. 8 | 
Nurſe. Alas! there was no hurt, 


Iſ't be a Sin for ſuch as live at hard Meat, 


And keep a long Lent in the * they do, 
To taſte a little Fleſh. 


Char. God help the Courtiers, 3 
That lie at rack and manger. Nur/e. I hall love / 
A Thief the better for this while I live, | 
TIT are Men of a charitable Vocation, 10 


* 
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And give where there is need, and with es; of» 


F 
That has been em — "og Vears. 
ar. Peace, A 


Farewei, and cry not roaſt Meat ; ks dum 5 
And my Lady Anabel, are in one Night 
Familiarly acquainted. Nurſe, 1 ic, 


If the have got a penny too. 
Emer Vertaign, cally 0 Provoſt, 


Char. No more, 
My Lord Monſieur Vertaign, the Provoſt too 


Haſte and acquaint my Lady. ¶ Exeunt gar and Oh, 


Pro. Wonderous ſtrange 
Vert. Tis true, Sir, on my Credir. - 515 
Champ. On mine Honour. 
Pro. I have been Provoſt-Marſhal ue Ven, 
And have truſſed up a thouſand of theſe Nen wy 
But ſo near Paris yet I never met dy . 
One of that Brotherhood. 
Champ. We to our coſt have 
But will you ſearch the Wood? Pro. It is beſet, 
'They cannot *ſcape us, - nothing makes me wonder 
So much, as having you within their Power 
They let you go; it was a Courteſie/, 
That French Thieves uſe not often; I much pity” 
The gentle Ladies, yet I know not how, 
E rather hope than fear. 


Enter Dinant, Cleremont, . Beaupre, 
Lamira, Anabel, Charlotte, and Nur/e. 


Are theſe the Priſoners? Din. We were ſuch. 
Verd. Kill me not, exceſs of Joy. 


Ati » C1441 


«i. 3 


Champ. I ſee thou liveſt, but haſt thou had no foul play? 


Lam. No, on my Soul, my —_ hath been noble, 
Far from all Violence. | 

Champ. How were you freed? 
But kiſs me firſt, wel! talk of that at leifure, 
T am glad I have thee ; Neice, how you keep off, 
As you knew me not? Ana; Sir, I am where 


"of 


1 
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owe molt Duty. Cler. Tis indeed moſt true, Sir, 
The Man that ſhou'd have been your Bedfellow, 
Your Lordſhip's Bedfellow, that could pas 
A Virgin of ſixteen, that was your Fool "= = 
To make you merry, this poor ſimple Feltow © © © 
Has met the Maid again, and now ſhe knows 
He is a Man; Champ: How! is ſhe diſhonqur'd ? + 
Cler. Not unleſs Marriage be diſhonoprable, 7 
Heav'n is a Witneſs of our happy Contract, 
And the next Prieſt we meet ſhall warrant it 
To all the World: I lay with her in Jeſt, 
Tis turn*d to Earneſt now. ark: 
Cbamp. Is this true, Neice? 
Din. Her bluſhing Silence grants it; nay, hk ſtorm <4 
He is my Friend, and I can make this 
His Birth and Fortunes equal hers'3"your' Lordſhip / L 
Might have ſought out a worſe, we are all Friends — 
All Differences end thus, Now Sir, unlek _ _ 
You would raiſe new Diffenſions, make ke perfeſt 
What is fo well begun VIV 12 
Vert. That were not manly. G 43 e 
Lam. Let me perſuade you. 
Champ. Well, God give you joy, 
She ſhall not come a Beggar to you, Sir. 
For you, Monſieur Dinant, ere long I'll ſhew you 
Another Neice, to this not much inferior; 
As you ſhall like, proceed. 
Din. I thank you, Sir. 
Champ. Back then to Paris: Well that Travel a 
That makes of deadly Enemics perfect Friends. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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Gentlemen, 
Am ſent 2 orth zo enquire what you decree . <1 — 
and of our Poets, they t 
This Night exceeding merry, ſo will ue, J 
If you approve their. Labours. They prof 
You are their Patrons, e . e 
Reſolve us then, for you can only tell. A + 
Ty we have done ia ths. or " done well, wo 


Of us, 
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ME N. 


Alentinian, 1 of Rome: 
AÆcius, the Emperor's Loyal General. 


Balbus, , 

Proculus, (4 "A Noble Pandea, and 1 to. the 
Chilaxz, © * Amperr, © 

Licinius, 7 | 


Maximus, à great Soldier, Husband to Lucina. 
Lycias, an Eunuch, 
Pontius, an boneft caſhier*d Centurion. 


Phidias, to bold and faithful Eunuchs, Servants to 
Aretus, Acius. | 


Afranius, an eminent — 
Paulus, 4 Poet. 
Licippus, @ Courtier, 


W OM E N. 


Eudoxia, Empreſs, Wife to Valentinian. 
Lucina, the chaſte abuſed Wife of Maximus. 


Claudia, 
Marcell; 3 . Waiting-women. 


Ardelia, 2 10 of the Emperor's Bawds, 


2 2 a. a — 0 ez 


Phorba, 
Three Senators, Phyſicians, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 
— SCENE, ROME. 
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VALENTINTAN. 


Enter Bal bus, Proculus, Chilax and Lende 24 


BAT u. 


\ 
2 
* 


No more another we Me no more alter 1 
With any hopes or promiſes laid to ut 
Let em be ne er ſo ee, ne er fo vin. 
Soil ning, 
Than I am ch the ion of 5 my own Legs, 3p 
Pro. Chilas, „„ 
You are a Stranger yet in theſe Deſigus, e 
At leaſt in Rome; tell me, and tell me truth, 
Did you e'er know in all your courſe of Babes 15 
In all the ways of Woman you have run through, 
(For I preſume you have been n UP, Chien, | 
As we, to fetch and carry.) 5 


3 
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At leaſt as Women 80 now. 


Cbi. True, 1 tidve 3 
Pro. Did you, I fay again, in al this eee, 


Ever diſcover ſuch a piece of Beauty, 


Ever ſo rare a-Creature, and no doubt, | | 
One that muſt know her worth too, and affe 2 
Ay and be flatter'd, elſe tis none; and hone 
Honeſt againſt the tide of all Temptations, 
Honeſt to one Man, to her Husband only, 
And yet not eighteen, not of Age to know | 
Why fit is honeſt ?, | 
. I confeſs it freely, 
1 never ſaw her fellow, nor &er ſhall : 
For all our Grecian Dames, all I have try'd, 
(And ſure I've try'd a hundred, if I ſay two 
I ſpeak within my compaſs) all theſe Beauties, 
And all the conſtancy of all theſe Faces, 
Maids, Widows, Wives, of what degree or calling, 
So they be Greeks, and fat, for there's my cunning, * 
Fd undertake and not ſweat for it, Proculus, 
Were they to try again, ſay twice as many, 
Under a thouſand Pound, tq hy” em n Bed. rid; 
But this Wench ſtaggers the. + 

Lye. D' you ſee theſe Jewels | ? 
You'd think theſe pretty Baits; now I'll aſſure ye 
Here's half the Wealth of Aſia. | 

Bal. Theſe are nothing | 
To the full Honours I propounded to her; . 


Yr 


IL bid her think, and be, and preſently, 


Whatever her Ambition, fc the Council 
Of others would add to her, what her Dreams 


Could more enlarge, what any Preſident 


Of any Woman, riſing up to glory, 
And ſtanding certain there, -and in the higheſt, 
Could give her more ;z>— nay, to be Empreſs,” 
Pro. And cold at all theſe -- poo | | 
Bal. Cold as Cryſtal, © 
Ne'er to be thaw'd again. 
Chi. 1 try*d her further, es 
And fo far, that I think ſhe is no Woman, | 


[4 He. 


ern 
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Lic. Why what did you? 

Chi. I offer*d that, that had the 1550 but Miſtreſs 
Of as much Spleen as Doves have, I had reach'd her; . 
A ſafe Revenge of all that ever hate her, f 
The cry ing down for ever of all Beauties 
That may be thought come near her. 4 

Pro. That was pretty. 
(1) I n&er knew that way fail; yet I will tell ye. 
| offer*d her a Gift beyond all yours, 4 
That, that had made a Saint ſtart, well conſder'd; | 
The Law to be her Creature, ſhe to make it. 


Her Mouth to give it, every Creature living 


From her Aſpect to draw their good or evil, 5 
Fix d in em, ſpight of Fortune; a new N. ature 
She ſnould be call'd, and Mother of all Ages, 
Time ſhould be hers, and what ſhe did lame Virtue 
Should bleſs to all Poſterities: Her Air | . 
Should give us life, her Earth and Water feed us 2 
And laſt, to none but to the Emperor, 
(And then but when ſhe pleas'd to have! it 00 
She ſhould be held for mortal. 
- Lic. And ſhe heard you? 

Pro. Yes, as a ſick Man hears a noiſe, or be | 
That ſtands condemn'd his Judgment; let me e 
But if there can be Virtue, if that Name 


Be any thing but Name and empty Title, N * 


If it be fo as Fools have pleas'd to feign it, 
A Power that can preſerve us after Aſhes, 
And make the Names of Men.out-reckon Ages; 
This Woman has a God of Virtue in her. 

Bal. T would the Emperor were that SET 

Chi, Sh' has in her 


All the contempt of Glory and vain- ſeeming - - a 


Of all the Shoicks, all the Truth of Crna, 


(1) Chi. Tober . that æuay fail; yet Pl] tell je 

4 affer'd her a Gift beyond all yours} Chilax had before 

mention 'd his Temptations ; and had this Speecn been his, he would 

have ſaid, beyond all theſe. Proculus was the only one that 

bad not mention'd what he had done; there ſeems therefore no Doubt 
of this and the following Speech . to Kim. 


Vor. V. 8 ES 
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And all their Conſtancy : Modeſty was made 
When ſhe was firſt intended: When ſhe bluſhes 
It is the holieſt thing to look upon; 
The pureſt Temple of her Sect, that ever 
Made Nature a bleſt Founder. 
Pro. Is there no 
To take this Phenix ? 
Lic. None but in her Aſhes. 771 
Chi. Tf ſhe were fat, or any way inclining 
To Eaſe or Pleaſure, or affected Glory, 
Proud to be ſeen and worſhip'd, 'twere a venture; 
But on my Soul ſhe's chaſter than cold Camphire. 
Bal. I think ſo too; for all the ways of Woman, 
Like a full Sail, ſhe bears againſt: I ask'd her 
After my many Offers, walking with her, 
And her as many down-denials, how 
If th* Emperor, grown mad with Love, ſhould force her; 
(2) She pointed to a Lucrece, that hung by, 
And with an angry Look, that from her Eyes 
Shot Veſtal fire againſt me, ſhe departet. 
Pro. This is the firſt Wench'T was ever pos'd in, 
 YetI have brought young loving things together 
This two and thirty Lear. 
Cbi. I find by this Wench 
The Calling of a Baud to be a ſtrange, 
A wiſe, and ſubtle Calling; and for none 
But ſtaid, diſcreet, and underſtanding People: 
And, as the Tutor to great Aeuunden 


(2) She printed to a Lucrece,—] This is e poetical, and 


a very eminent Modern has imitated it in the very beſt Tragedy that 
the Engl Stage has produced for many Years paſt; I have not 
Mr. Fenton's Mariamne by me, but the Lines, as I remember, are, 
Cæſar anſwer'd nothing. 
ad 7 pointed to à Picture on the Wall, 
. Wheſe filent Elequence too plainly ſpoke. 4 
Sq His fix'd Reſolve againſi the Suit 1 2 4 


Mar. What Pigure 
Her. Perſeus /ed in Chains through Rome... | 
The Frm will obſerve, that Mr. Fenton is not ſo conciſe AF Ariking 
as our Authors: He riſes into Beauty like the gradual Opening of 3 


fair Morning ; our Poets break out at once in full _—_ like the Sun 
burſting "_ an Lell. 
f | Would 


* 
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- Would ſay, a young Man ſhould not dare to red 


His Moral Books, till after five and r 
So muſt that He or She, that will be . 
(1 mean diſcreetly bawdy, and be truſted) 


If they will riſe, and gain Experience, 


Well ſteept 1 in Years, and Diſcipline * it) 
I take it *tis no Boys play. -, 
Bal. Well, what's thought of ? 
Pho, The Emperor muſt know it. Lyc. If the Women 
Should chance to fail too. Ci. As tis ten to one. | 
Pro. my yn remains, b new Nets _e the pur- 5 
Cbi. Let's go conſider then ; and if all fail, 14 
FT bis is the ON er Eel, that fav'd her Tal. ay 


s c EN E II. 


Eur Lucina, Ardelia, 10 Phorba. 


Ard. You ſtill infiſt upon that Idol, Honour, 
Can it renew your Youth, can it add Wealth 
That takes off Wrinkles? Can it draw Mens 3 
To gaze upon you in your Age? Can Honour. 
That truly is a Saint to none but Soldiers, n 6; 
And look d into, bears no Reward but Danger, 


Leave you the moſt: reſpected Perſon living? 


Or can — common kiſſes of a Husband, 
(Which to a ſprightly Lady is a labour) 


Make ye almoſt Immortal? Le are cozen'd,: in 


The Honour of a Woman is her Praiſes 
The way to get theſe, to be ſeen, and ſought too, 
And not to bury: ſuch a happy Sweetnels 


| Under a ſmoaky Roof. 7-4 S161 


Luc, Vil hear no more. 
 Phor, That White, and Red, and all cha bels 
Beauty, 
Kept from the 4 that make it ſoy i is nothing: 
Then you are rarely fair, when Men proclaim it; 
The Phenix, were ſhe never ſeen, were 8 


That moſt unvalued Horn the Unicorn 
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Bears to oppoſe the Huntſman, were it nothing 
But Tale, and meer Tradition, would help no Man; 
But when the Virtue's known, the Honour's doubled: 
"Virtue is either lame, or not at all, | | 
And Love a- Sacrilege, and not a Saint, oe i 
When it bars up the way to Mens Petitions, 

Ard. Nay, ye hall ove er, Husvand | too; we come 
| not 

To make a Monſter of wy 

Luc. Are ye Women? 
Ard. You'll find us ſo, and Women you fall chank too, 

If you have Grace to make your ule, 

Tuc. Fye on ye. 

P'bor. Alas, poor baſhful Lady! By my "Soul, 

Had ye no other Virtue but your Bluſhes, 

And I a Man, I ſhould run mad for thoſe : 

How daintily they ſet her off, how ſweetly ! 

Ard. * Saen come, you move too near the 
. 

It muſt not be, a better Orb ſtays for you: - 

Here; be a Maid, and take em. | 

Luc. Pray leave ec, 

Phor, That were a Sin, ſweet Lady, and a way 
To make us guilty of your Melancholy; 

You muſt not be alone; in Converſation 
Doubts are reſolv'd, and what ſticks near the Conkciet 
Made eaſie, and allowable. | 

Luc. Ve are Devils, 

Ard. That you may one 2 bleſs fob your dam- 

nation, 

Luc. I charge ye in the name of Chaſtity, 
Tempt me no more; how ugly ye ſeem to me? 
There is no wonder Men defame our Sex, 

And lay the Vices of all Ages on us, 

When ſuch as you ſhall bear the Names of Women: 
If ye had Eyes to ſee yourſelves, or Senſe 
Above the haſe Rewards ye play the Bawds for; 

If ever in your lives ye heard of Goodneſs, 
Though many ä off, as Men hear ! ; 


mm oy mn re rot ns Eo SD 2 2.000 | FF SsE mM mMmgHHS8 


m putting this in the Mouth of Lacina. | | 
| S 3 . She 


— 
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(3) If ever ye had Fathers, and they Souls We 
If ever Mothers, and not ſuch as you are; 

J If ever any thing were conſtant in you, 

Beſide your Sins, or common but your Curſes, 

If ever any of your Anceſtors | K 
Dy'd worth a noble deed, that would be cheriſnd. 
Soul-frighted with this black Infection, | 
You'd run from one another, to Repentance, _ 

And from your guiity Eyes drop out thoſe Sins, 


That made ye blind, and Beaſts. _ 3 


Phoy. Ye ſpeak well, Lad; 
A ſign of fruitful Education, 
If your religious Zeal had Wiſdom with it. 
Ard. This Lady was ordain'd to bleſs the Empire, 
And we may all give thanks fort. | 
Phor, I believe ye. 4 Fol 
Ard. If any thing redeem the Emperor 
From his wild flying Courſes, this is ſhe 3 
3 N * ye Bad Mothers, and they Souls ; wal 7; 

If ever Fathers, and not ſuch as you are:] The Neceſſity of 
the Tranſpoſition of Mothers and Fathers in theie two Lines mui be 
ſelf-evident, A : hy. 295 

(4) If ever any thing were conflant in you, | 
efide your Sins, or coming but your Courſes,] The old Folio 
reads comming but your Curſes: Fa attempting to correct this, the latter 
Editions make ſomething worſe than Nonſenſe. Before I ſaw the old 
Folio I conjectured, or comely but your Dreſſes, but was unſatisfyd 
with it. Common being exceeding near the old Word comming, I now 


keep nearer the Trace of the Letters than the late Editions, and read, 
or common but your Curſes. i. e. If you have even any thing in 


common with the reſt of Woman-kind, except the Curſes that are 


entailed on all. It may perhaps be objected, that this has too much of 
the Chriſtian Syſtem in it, to be put into the Mouth of a Heathen. I 
anſwer, that there is no Impropriety that both Shatefpear and our 
Authors are ſo-frequently guilty of as making Heathens ralk out of the 
Bible, As to the Primitive Curſe entail'd on Mankind, the Heathens 
had evidently a Notion of it ; the Story of Pandora, Prometheus, the 
Evil Genii, Furies, Ec. are only traditional Fragments of Scripture 
Hiſtory ; and the monſtrous Corruption of Human Nature from its 
Effects was ſufficiently viſible: Beſides, in the Age of Val. ntinian, 
Chriſtianity had greatly enlighten'd Heatheniſm itielf; and even the 
Enemies of Revelaticn greatly improv'd their Ethicks and Theology. 
by the Light they receiv'd from it; ſo that there ſeems no Impropriety 


. * 
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She can inſtru& him, if ye mark; ſhe's wiſe too. 
P' bor. Exceeding wiſe, which is a wonder in her, 
And ſo religious, that I well believe, 
Though ſhe would ſin ſhe: cannot. 
Ard. And belides, (+4 Ay 
She has the Empire's Cauſe in hand, not Love's; 
There lies the main Confaderation, - 
For which ſhe's: chiefly born. 
- - Phor, She finds that point | 
Stronger than wg can tell her, and believe it 
I look by her means for a Reformation, 
And ſuch a one, and ſuch a rare way carried, 
That all the World ſhall wonder at. 
Ard. *Tis true 29H {2 
I never thought the Emperor had Wiſdom, - 
Pity, or fair Affection to his Country, 
Till he profeſt this Love: Gods give em Children, 
Such as her Virtues merit, and his Zeal. 
J look to ſee a Numa from this Lady, 
Or greater than OZavius. 
Phor. Do you mark too, | 
Which is a noble Virtue; how ſhe bluſhes, | 
And what a flowing Modeſty runs through her, 
When we but name the Emperor? 
Ard. But mark it, 
Yes, and admire it too ; for ſhe conſiders, 
Though ſhe be fair as Heav'n, and virtuous 
As holy Truth, yet to the Emperor 
She is a kind of nothing but her Service, 
Which ſhe is bound to offer, and ſhe'll do it; 
And when her Country's Cauſe commands Affection, 
She knows Obedience is the Key of Virtues ; _ 
Then fly the Bluſhes out like Cupid's Arrows; 
And though the tie of Marriage to her Lord 
Would fain cry, Stay Lucina; yet the Cauſe, 
And general Wiſdom of the Prince's Love, 
Makes her find ſurer Ends, and happier ; 
And if the firſt were chaſte, this is twice doubled. 
| . Phor, Her Tartneſs unto us too. 


Ard. That's a wiſe one 


Pbor, | 
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Phot. I rarely like, it ſnews a riſing Wiſdom, . ; 
That chides all common Fools as dare enquire 
What Princes, would have private, 
Ard. What a Lady 
Shall we be bleſt to ſerve? 
Luc. Go, get ye from me. 
Ye are your Purſes Agents, not the Prince's : 
Is this the virtuous Lore ye train'd me out to? 
Am I a Woman fit to imp your Vices? 
But that I had a, Mother, and a, Woman, : 
Whoſe ever-living Fame turns all it touches, 
Into the good itſelf is, I ſhould. now | 
Ev'n doubt myſelf, I have been ſearch'd ſo near | 
The very ſoul = Honour : Why ſhould you. two. | | 
That happily have been as chaſte as Lam, 
Fairer I think by much, for yet your Faces, | 
Like ancient well-built Piles, ſhew-worthy Ruins, 

After that Angel- Age, turn mortal Devils? | 
For ſhame, for Woman-hood, for what ye have been, | 
For rotten Cedars have born good| y Branches; | | 
If ye have hope of any Heav a, but Court, | 
Which like a Dream, you'll find hereafter vaniſh, 

Or at the beſt, but ſubject to Repentance, 

Study no more to be ill ſpoken of; 

Let Women live themſelves; if they muſt fall, 

Their own Deſtruction find em, not your Fevers. 

Ard, Madam, ye are ſo excellent in all, 

And J muſt tell it you with admiration, 

S0 true a Joy ye have, ſo ſweet, a Fear, 

And when ye come to Anger, tis ſo noble, 

That fory mine own Part, I could ſtill offend, 

To hegf you angry; Women that want that, 

your way guided (elſe I count it nothing) | 

Are either Fools or Cowards. -_ | 
Phor. She were a Miſtreſs for no private Greatneſs, | 

Could ſhe not frown a raviſh'd Kiſs from Anger: 

And ſuch an Anger as this Lady learns us, - 

Stuck with ſuch pleaſing Dangers. Gods, I ask ye, 

Which of ye all could hold from? 


Luc, I perceive ye W 7 
4 2 84 „* 
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Your own dark Sins dwell with ye, and that Price 
You ſell the Chaſtity of modeſt Wives at, 

(5) Run to Diſeaſes with your Bones : I ſcorn ye, 
And all the Nets ye've pitch'd to catch my Virtues, 
Like Spiders Webs, I ſweep away before me. 

Go, tell the Emperor, ye'ye met a Woman, 

That neither his own Perſon, which is God-like, 

The World he rules, nor what that World can purchaſe, 

Nor all the Glories ſubject to a Cæſar, 

The Honours that he offers for my Body, 

The Hopes, Gifts, everlaſting Flatteries, 

Nor any thing that's his, and apt to tempt me, 

No, — to be the Mother of the Empire, 

And Queen of all the holy Fires he 7 9 

Can make a Whore of. 

Ard. You miſtake us, Lady. | 
Luc. Yet, tell him this has thus much weaken'd me, 

(6) That I have heard his Knaves, and you his Matrons, 

Fic Nurſes for his Sins, which Gods forgive me. | 

But ever to be leaning to his Folly, 

Or to be brought to love his Luſt, aſſure m_ 

And from her Mouth, whoſe Life ſhall make it certain, 

I never can: I have a Noble Husband, 

Pray tell him that too, yet a Noble Name, 

A Noble Family, and laſt a Conſcience. EO 
And thus much for your Anſwer : For yourſelves, | 
You! ve liv*d the Shame of Women, die the better. 


[ Exit . 


1 
* 
/ 
1 
1 
/ 
] 


Pbor. What's now to do? _ 
Ard. Even as ſhe ſaid, to die, 


For there's no living here, and Women thus, 
I'm ſure for us two. 


Phor. Nothing ſtick upon her ? 


Ard. We've Jol a Maſs of Mony; well Dame Virtue, 
| Yet ye 107 halt, if good Luck ſerve. 


| 15) Runs to Diſeaſar—] n Editions, | 


(6) That 1 have here his Knaves, —— ] The He-Bawd not 


| ; being then with her, the true Reading ſeems Heard. This Mr. Symp- 
| | jou alſo ſent me as his Reading. | 


: i 


* 
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Phor, Worms take her, n We 
che has almoſt ſpoil'd our Trade. 
Ard. So Godly!” © Ny 
This is ill Breeding, Phorba. 
Phor, If the Women | 2 | 
Shou'd have a longing now to ſee this Monſter, 
And ſhe convert em all! . 
Ard. That may be, Phorba; E 
But if it be, I'll have the young Men gelded : 
Come, let's go think, ſhe muſt not *ſcape us thus; 
There is a Certain Seaſon, if we hit, 2 
That Women may be rid without a Bit. [ Exeunt. 
FFT 
Enter Maximius, and Aecius. 
Max. I cannot blame the Nations, noble Friend, 
That they fall off ſo faſt from this wild Man. 
When (under our Allegiance be it ſpoken, ati 
And the moſt happy tie of our Afﬀections) [ Virtue, 
The World's Weight groans beneath him; where lives 
Honour, Diſcretion, Wiſdom ? (7) Who are clad, | 
And choſen to the ſteering of the Empire, 
But Bawds, and ſinging Girls? (8) O my Accius! 
The Glory of a Soldier, and the Truth 


Of Men, made up for goodneſs-ſake, (9) like Shields 
Grow to the ragged Walls for want of Action: 


$ -» 


| Only 
(7) Is are clad, 75, ED 


Ad chiſen———} Mr. Sympſon would read call'd and choſor; 
= clad implying the ſame, as pay'd or benefic'd, ſeems une xception- 
2 E. 0 [ ; 


(8) O my Acius/ ] Our Authors always make three Syl- 
lables of /Zcius, I therefore divide the Diphthong. "I | 
(9) ——_— Ii Shells, | 
Grow to the ragged Wally for want of Action:] The Shell-fiſh 
that grows to Stones Ziv] to have the leaſt Motion, Senſe and Lite of 
any known Animal, and therefore a State of Inaction might be beau- 
tifully repreſented by theſe ; but then Rocks would be a much properer * 
Word than Valli for them to grow to, I theretore believe the true 
Word to be Shields inſtead of $he/ls, A Soldier withour Action is very 
| 4 pertiently 
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Only your happy ſelf, and I that love ye, 
Which is a larger Means, to me than Favour. 14 
Accius. N 5 more, my worthy Friend, though theſe be 
Truths, a oo eee ee 
And though theſe Truths would ask a Reformation, 
At leaſt, a little ſquaring; yet remember 
We are but Subjects, Maximus; Obedience 
To what is done, and Grief for what is ill done, 
Is all we can call ours: The Hearts of Princes 
Are like the Temples of the Gods; pure Incence, 
Until unhallow'd Hands defile thoſe Offerings, 
Burns ever there; we muſt not put em out, 
Becauſe the Prieſts that touch thoſe Sweets are wicked; 
We dare not, deareſt Friend, nay more, we cannot, 
(While we conſider why we are, and how, | 
To what Laws bound, much more to what Law-giver; 
Whilſt Majeſty is made to-be obey'd, 2 
And not inquir'd into, whilſt Gods and Angels 
Make but a Rule as we do, though a ſtricter) 
Like deſperate and unſeaſon'd Fools, let fly 
Our killing Angers, and forſake our Honours. 
Max. My noble Friend, from whoſe Inſtructions 
I never yet took Surfeit, weigh but thus much, 
Nor think I ſpeak it with Ambition, ] 
For by the Gods I do not; why Aecns, 8 a 
Why are we thus, or how become thus wretched ? 
\  Aecins, You'll fall again into your Fit. 
Max. I will not, „„ 
Or are we now no more the Sons of Romans, 
No more the followers of their happy Fortunes, 
But conquer'd Gauls, or Quivers for the Parthians ? 
Why is this Emperor, this Man we honour, 
This God that ought to be—— 
-- Aecius. You are too curious. 


Max, Good, give me leave. Why is this Author of us 
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pertinently compared to the ruſty Shields which were, in our Authors 
Lime, the cuſtomary Ornaments of the ragged Walls of all the old 
Manſion-houſes in the Kingdom. —© There is another Senſe of She/l;, 
viz, ſuch as Snails often leave on Walls; but Shield, being a much 
more Soldier-like Metaphor, I believe it the Original, 


Altitlss 
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Azcius, I dare not hear ye —_ <4; 
Max. I'll be modeſt ; W 

Thus led away, thus vainly led away; 

And we Beholders, miſconceive me not. 

] ſow no Danger in my Words; but wherefore, 

And to what end, are we the Sons of Fathers 

Famous, and: faſt to Roms? Why are their Virtues 

Stamp'd in the Dangers of a thouſand Battels 

For gong Tie A Honours time out-daring? 

] think for our E v r e! 
Aecius. Ye ſpeak nobly. | eV 
Max. Why are we Seeds of theſe then, to ſhake Hands 

With Bawds and baſe Informers, kiſs Diſcredit, 

And court her like a Miſtreſs? Pray, your leave yet; 

You'll ſay the Emperor is (10) young, and apt 

To take Impreſſion rather from his Pleaſures, 

Than any conſtant Worthleſsneſs. It may be. 

But, why do theſe, the People call his Pleaſures, 

Exceed the Moderation of a Man; | , 

Nay, to ſay juſtly, Friend, why are they Vices, i 

And ſuch as ſhake our Worths with Foreign Nations? 
Accius. * ſearch the Sore too deep, and I muſt 

In any other Man this had been boldneſs, - 

And fo rewarded ; pray depreſs your Spirit, 


(10) 


young, and apt 1241 pes 
To take 2 rather from his Pleaſures, 
Than any conſtant Worthineſs— ] The laſt Lineis, to me, very 
obſcure: Does it mean, that the Emperor, being young, took Impreſ- 
ſions more from his Pleaſures than from Virtue and Worthinefs ? But 
if this be the Senſe, it ſeems ſtifly expreſs'd, and is but a poor A 
for him. The natural Apology ſhould be, That the Emperor way 
apt to take Impreſſions from his Pleaſures, but was not habitually 
vicious.“ And to this Maximus again anſwers, ** That thoſe Plea- 
** ſures ſo exceed all Moderation, that they are really Vices, and of 
the worſt Kind,” A-ſmall Change will give this Senſe: THT. 
m— the Emperor is young, and apt | | 
To take Impreſſion — og his Pleaſures, 
Than any conſtant Worthleſsneſs. N 


Tho? I cannot recollect the Paſſage, I know I have ſomewhere met 
with the Word Worthle/ine/; in our Authors, and it is certainly a 
beautiful one. 5 
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For though I conſtantly believe ye honeſt, 
Ye were no Friend for me elſe, and whit now 
Ye freely. ſpake, but good ye owe to th' Empire, | 
Yet —— heed worthy Maximus, all Ears Y 
Hear not with that Diſtinction mine do, few 
You'll find Admoniſhers, but Urgers of your AK tions, | 
And to the heavieſt, Friend; and pray conſider, - 
We are but Shadows, Motions others give us; 
And though our Pities may become the 3 
Juſtly our Powers cannot; make me worthy 
Jo be your ever Friend in fair Allegiance, | 7 
But not in Force: For, durſt mine own Soul urge me 
(And by that Soul, I ſpeak my juſt Affections ) 
To turn my Hand from Truth, Which i is Obedience, 
And give the Helm my Virtue holds, to Anger, 
Though I had both the Bleſſings of the Bruti, 
And both their Inſtigations, though my Cauſe 
Carried a Face of Juſtice beyond theirs, 5 
And as I am, a Servant to my Fortunes, 
That daring Soul, that firſt taught Diſobedience, / | 
Should feel the firſt Example: Say the Prince, 
As I may well believe, ſeems vitious, + oh 
Who j oftly knows *tis not to-try our Honours ? 
Or ay, he be an ill Prince, are we therefore 
Fit Fires to purge him? No, my deareſt Friend, 
The Elephant is never won with Anger, 
Nor muſt that Man that would reclaim a Lion, 
Take him by th' Teeth 

Max, I pray miſtake me not. 

Accius. e Actions, and the Light that ns 
.Like Morning from our Service, chaſte and bluſhing, 

Is that that pres a Prince back; then he ſees, 

And not till then truly repents his Errors, 
When Subjects Chryſtal Souls are Glaſſes to him. 

Max. My ever honour'd Friend, P'll take your Counſel: 
The Emperor appears, I'Il leave ye to him, 


Enter 


And as ve both ate im, may he flouriſh, | CE. 
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Enter the Emperor and Chilax. | 


Emp. Is that the beſt News ? 
Chi. Yet the beſt we know, Sir. 7 
Emp. Bid Maximus come to me, and be gone His 
Mine own Head be my helper, theſe are Fools. 
How now Aecius, are the Soldiers quiet? 
Aecius. Better, I hope Sir, than they were. 
Emp. They're pleas'd, I hear, ——9 
To cenſure me extreamly for my Pleaſures, 
Shortly they*ll fight againſt me. ; 
Aeccius, Gods defend, Sir. 
- And for their Cenſures, they are ſuch ſhrewd J udgers, 
A Donative of ten Seſterties, | 
PI! undertake, ſhall make em ring your Praiſes, - 
More than they ſang your Pleaſures, | . 
Emp. I believe thee. re 
Art thou in Love, Aicius, yet? 
. Aecius.: O no Sir! 
I am too courſe for Ladies; my Embraces, 
That only am acquainted with Alarms, | 
Would break their tender Bodies. 
Emp. Never fear it, 
They're ſtronger than ye think, they'll hold the Flam- 
mering, 
My Empreſs ſwears thou art a luſty Soldier, 
A good one I believe thee. | 
 Azcius. All that Goodneſs 
Is but your Grace's Creature. 
Emp, Tell me truly, 
For thou dar'ſt tel] me. 
Aecins. Any RY concerns ye, 
That's fit for me to ſpeak and you to pardon. 
Emp. What ſay the Sc Soldiers of me, and the ſame Words, 
Mince 'em not good Azcius, but deliver 
The very Forms and Tongues they talk withal. 
Asccius. Pl tell your Grace, but with this Caution 
You be not ſtirr'd ; for ſhould the Gods live with us, 
Ev'n thoſe we certainly believe are righteous, 
Give dem but Drink, 7 cenſure them too. 


/ 


Emp. 
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Emp. Forward. 

Atcius, Then to begin, they ay you ſleep too much, 
By which they judge your Majeſty too ſenſual, 
Apt to decline your Strength to Eaſe and Pleaſuresz | 
And when you do not fleep, you drink too much, 

From which they fear Suſpicions firſt, then Ruins; ; 

And when ye neither drink nor Nleep, ye wench much, 
Which they affirm firſt breaks your Underſtanding, 
Then takes the Edge of Honour, makes us ſeem, 

That are the Ribs and Rampires of the Empire, y 

Fencers, and beaten Fools, and ſo regarded; C 

L 

] 


But I believe *em not ; for were theſe Truths, 
Tor Virtue can correct them. 
Emp. They ſpeak plainly. a, 
Atcius. They fay moreover (ſince your eme vill 
J ] 
For they will talk their Frede though the Sword 
Mere in their Throat) thatof late time, like Nero, 
And with the ſame forgetfulneſs of Glory, + 
(11) Vou've got a Vein of Fidling, ſo they term it. ä 
Emp, Some drunken Dreams, Accius. | 
Aecius, So J hope, Sir. | | 
And that you rather ſtudy Cruelty, f 
And to be fear'd for Blood, than lov'd for Bounty, 
(Which makes the Nations, as they ſay, deſpiſe ye) 
Telling your Years and Actions by their Deaths, 
Whoſe Truth and ſtrength of Duty made you Cæſar. 
They ſay belides, you nouriſn ſtrange Devourers, 
Fed with the Fat o*th* Empire, they call Bawds, 
Lazy and Juſtful Creatures that abuſe ye, 
A People, as they term 'em, (12) made of Paper, L 
In which the ſecret Sins of each Man's Booy OD. 
Are ſeal'd and ſent a working. 
a Eur. 


(11) Ton have got @ vain n of Filing, 1 Former Editions. 


(12) made of Paper, 

In which the ſecret Sins of each Man's Monies 

Are ſtal'd and ſent a workin 1) If this is genuine, the Me- 

taphor ſeems extremely obſcure. That Bawds are like Paper, in 

which each Man's ſecret Sins are regiſter'd in order to ſet them 4 

working, is — and chat they do this to get their — Gay. to 
| Wy 


il 
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Emp. What Sin's next? 1 3 

For I perceive they have no mind to ſpare me. 5 
Aicius, Nor hurt ye O my Soul, Sir! But ſuch People 
or can the Power of Man reſtrain it) wen | 


They're full of Meat and Eaſe, muſt prattle. 


Emp. Forward: 7 ; 
Atcius. I've ſpoken too much, Sir. 
Emp. PII have all. : 
Aecius. It fits not 


Your Ears ſhould hear their Vanities 3 no Profit 


Can juſtly riſe to you from their Behaviour, 
Unleſs y' were-guilty of thoſe Crimes. 

Emp. It may be | 1 
I am ſo, therefore forward. 2 

Aecius. I have ever 1 
Learn'd to obey, nor ſhall my Life reſiſt it. 

Emp. No more Apologies. | 

Azccius, They grieve. beſides, Sir, 
To ſee the Nations, whom our ancient Virtue 
With many a weary March and Hunger conquer'd, 
With loſs of many a daring Life ſubdu'd, | 
Fall from their fair Obedience, and even murmur. - 
To ſee the warlike Eagles mew their Honours _ 
In obſcure Towns, that wont to prey on Princes 
They cry for Enemies, and tell the Captains 
The Fruits of '7zaly are luſcious, give us Egypt, 
Or ſandy Africk to diſplay our Valours, | 
There where our Swords may make'us Meat ; and Danger 
Digeſt our well-got Viands. Here our Weapons, 
And Bodies that were made for ſhining Braſs, 
Are both unedg*d-and old with Eaſe and Women; 
And then they cry again, Where are the Germans, 
Lin'd with hot Spain, or Gallia, bring em on, 
And let the Son of War, ſteel'd Mithridates, 
Lead up his winged 'Parthians like a Storm 
Hiding the Face of Heav'n with Show'rs of Arrows 
ſay, The ſecret Sins of their Monies, is ſcarce intelligible. I rather 
think the Original was, 12 | 


In which the ſecret Sins of each Man's Body 
Are ſeald and ſent a working. 


| Yet 
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Yet we dare fight like Romans; then, as Soldiers, 
Tir'd with a weary March, they tell their Wounds, 
Ev'n weeping ripe, they were no more, nor deeper, 
And glory in thoſe Scars that make em lovely; 
And fitting where a Camp was, like ſad Pilgrims, . 
They reckon up the Times, and living Labours 
Of Julius or Germanicus, and wonder | 
That Rome, whoſe Turrets once were topt with Honoun 
Can now forget the Cuſtom of her Conqueſts ; _ An 
And then they blame your Grace, and hy Who leads ug? 


Shall we ſtand here like Statues ? Were our Fathers - 
The Sons of lazy Moors, our Princes Per/i ans, . Is 
Nothing but Silks and Softneſs ? Curſes on Jem 5 

That firſt taught Nero Wantonneſs and Blood, | Ar 
Tiberius Doubts, Caligula all Vices; li 
For from the ſpring of theſe, ſucceeding . Princes f Ge 
Thus they talk, Sir. . | Ke 

Emp. Well, 


Why do you hear theſe Things * » 
Atcius, Why do you do em? 
I take the Gods to Witneſs, with more Sorrow, FA 
And more Vexation, do I hear theſe Taintures, 
Than were my Life dropt from me through an Hour-glak 
| Emp. Belike then you believe em, or at leaſt 
Are glad they ſhould be ſo; take heed, you were better 


Build your own Tomb, and run into it living, 
Than dare a Prince's Anger. 


Aectus. I am Old, Sir, 

And ten Years more addition, is but nothing ; 

1 Nou if my Life be pleaſing to ye, take it, 

| | Upon my Knees, if ever any Service, 

| As let me brag, ſome have been worthy notice, 

1 If ever any Worth, or Truſt ye gave me, 

| Deſerv'd a fair reſpect, if all my Actions, 
The hazards of ny Youth, Colds, Burnings, Wants, 
For you and for the Empire, be not Vices; 

By that ſtile ye have ſtampt upon me, Soldier, 

a 23 me not fall into the Wanke f Wretches. 

Aecius. Let not this Body, 


Emp. I underſtand ye not. 


That 


That has look'd bravely in his Blood for Cæſar, 
And covetous of Wounds, and for your fafety, * 
After the ſcape of Swords, Spears, Slings, and n 
(Gaiaſt which my beaten Body was mine Armour) 
The Seas, and thirſty Deſarts, now be purchaſe 
For Slaves, and baſe Informers : I ſee Anger, © 
And Death look through yoor Eyes: 5 Fm 8 for 
ſlaug hter . * 
And ee the telling of this Truth has —— me 
14 Man clean loſf to this World; I embrace i; 1 
Only my laſt Petition, Sacred e 0 eee 34 
ls, I may die a Roman. 5 Ayo ade 
Emp. Riſe my Friend ſtill, TOs 8 
And worthy of my Love; reclaim the Soldier, Tl 
I'll ſtudy to do ſo upon myſelf too e = by 
Go, 58 21 


m, 


Keep your Command, and proſper. Arcs Lies Cor | 
8 U xit 
Enter Chika. . 800 4 3 
2 Lord Maximus attends you Grace, LOT 
| Emp. Go tell him, | LED 
as. WI vl meet him in the Gallery. : 51079, e of W *. 4008 
The Honeſty of this Aecius, - © n 11 
r Who is indeed the Bulwark of the Eb e 
Has div'd fo deep into me, that of all 2 ev 
The Sins I covet, but this Woman's Beauty, en 
With much Repentance, now I could be _ of: 
But ſhe is ſuch. a Pleaſure, being good, | 
That though I were a God, ſhe'd wy mw Blood. | 
| ter 
Vol. 2510100 er 
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Lic. Then at my Garden-Houle. amen 1. 
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A r SCENE I. 
Ene the 0 Miike Liedl rale, 
5 and Chilax, as at Dice. 
Emp. TA Y ye ſhall ſet my Hand out, nis not A 
1 ſhould neglect my fortune, now tis Proſpe. 
at eeroud. 1. 0 
A If I have any thing to ſet your Grace, 
But Cloaths or good Conditions, let me . 
You've all my Mony, Sir. CET WI) 
Pro. And mine. 14255 ri] 
Chi. And mine too 


Max. Unleſs your Grace ill 2 us. 
Emp. No bare Board. 


\. Emp. The Orchard too. 
Lic. And't pleaſe your Grace. 
Emp. Have at em. | Rs 
n ene 
Lic. Why farewel Fig: trees. 6429 Pell, 
Emp. Who ſets more? | : 
Chi. At my Horſe, Sir. 
Emp. The dapl'd > MEER ? 
Chi, He. 
Emp. Hc's mine. 
Ch. He 4d oe 1.» 
Max. Your ſhort Horſe i is Horn curred. 
Chi. So it ſeems, Sir; 
So may your Mare be too, if luck ſerve. 
Max. Ha? | 
Chi. Nothing, my Lord, but grieving at my Fortune. 
Emp. Come, Maximus, you were not wont to flinch thus, 
Max. By Heav'n, Sir, I have loft all. 
Emp. There's a Ring yet. 
Max. This was not made to loſe, Sir, 
Emp. Some Love Token ; 
1 it J ſay. 
; Map. I do beſcech A Grace, 


Rather 


[— 


ne. 
hus, 


ither 


That never ſaw her yet; and you two ſee ¶ Exit — 
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Rather name any Houſe I have. 

Emp. How ſtrange, 
And curious you are grown of Toys? Redeem t, 
If fo I win it, when you pleaſe, to Morrow, 
Or next Day, as ye will, I care not, 1 
But only for my Luck ſake: 'Tis not Rings 
Can make me richer. 

Max. Will you throw, Sir? There 'tis. 


Emp. Why then have at it fairly: Mine. ” | af : 2 


Max. Your Grace 
Is only ever Fortunate: To Morrow, . _ 
An't be your Pleaſure, Sir, PII pay the hs on't. 

Emp. To Morrow you ſhall have it without price, Sir, 
But this Day tis my Victory: Good Maximus, 
Now I bethink myſelf, go to Accinus, 
And bid him muſter all the Cohorts preſently ; 
They mutiny for Pay I hear, and be you 
Aſſiſtant to him; when you know fois Numbers, 
Ye ſhall have Monies for em, and above 
Something to ſtop their Tongues withal. 

Max. I will, Sir: 


And Gods preſerve you in this mind ſtill. 4 5 Shonly 


PII ſee em march myſelf. 


Max. Gods ever keep ye. 24 12 ns ¶ Enit. 
Emp. To what end do you think. this Ring ſhall lerve 
now ? 


For you are Fellows only know by rote, 


As Birds record their Leſſons, - . - { - + *. 
Chi. For the Lady. 5 | 
Emp. But how wh her? | 
Chi. That I confeſs I know not. 
Emp. Then pray for him that do's: Fetch me an Euouch 


The Court made like a Paradiſe. 

Lic. We will, Sir. 

_ Emp, Full of fair Shews and Muſick. 3 all your Arts 
(As I ſhall give Inſtructions) ſcrew to th* higheſt, 
For my main Piece is now a doing: And for fear 
Ycu ſhould not take, I'll have another Engine, 
Such as if Virtue be not only in her, 

2 She 


. eg tone oe CO Yep ee oe Bo — — — — _ 


pF 


Now Heav'n have 90085 on me, and young Men ; 
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She ſhall not chuſe but lean to, Let the Women | 
Put on a graver ſhew of Welcome. 
Pro. Well, Sir. 


_ Emp. They are a thought too eager. wy | 
Enter Chilax and LICE the Bunach, 


Chi. Here's the Eunuch. 
Eun. Long Life to Ceſar. 
Emp. 1 muſt uſe you, Lycias : 


Come let's walk in, and then I'll ſhew ye all: 


If Women 28. be es this Wench Thall fall. = 
D 


* N 'E . 
Enter Claudia and Marcellina. 5 7 


Clau. Sirrah, what ails my-Lady, that of late 
She never Cares for Company BHS. 
Mar. I know not, * I 
Unleſs it be that Company cauſes Cuckolds: | 
Clay. That were a childiſh fear. 
Mar. What were thoſe Ladies Fe 
Came to her lately? From the Court? Clai. The ſame, 
WMMMench. 
Some grave Inſtructors on my life, they look 
For all the World like old hatch d Eilts. 
Mar. Tis true, Wench. 
For here and there, and yet they painted well too, 


One might diſcover, where the Gold was was. 


Their Iron Ages. 
Clau. If my Judgment fail not, 2-24 

They' have been ſheath'd like rotten Ships. 
- Mar. It may be. a 
| Clan. For if ye mark their Rudders, they- hang weakly, 
Mar. They*ve paſt the Line belike : - Would'R thou live, 
Claudia, | | 

Till thou wert ſuch as they are? . 
CIu. Chimney- piece. n 


Pd 
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(13) I'd rather make a drallery till thirty, 
While ] were able to endute a Tempeſt, - 
And bear my Fights out bravely, till my Tackle OE | 
Whiſt led Pth* Wind, and held 4 all Weathers, 
While I were able to bear with my Tires | 
And fo diſcharge em, I would willingly 
Live Marcellina; not till Barnacles 
Bred in my Sides. 
Mar. Thou art i'th' right, Wench: 2 | 
For who wou'd live, whom Pleaſures had Forſakcen; © | 
To ſtand at Mark, and cry a Bow ſhort guy Va | 
Were there not Men came hither too? e 
Clau. Brave Fellows. 6 E WA 
I fear me Bawds of five th* Pound. 
Mar. How know you? | 140 | 
Clan, They gave me great lights to it. n | 
Mar. Take heed, Claudia; "BY | 
Clay, Let them take heed, he Spring c comes on. 
Mar. To me now, 
They ſeem'd as noble Viſants. 
Clau. To me now, —- ai e e 
Nothing leſs Marcellina, for 1 m—_ em, W 
And by this honeſt Light, for yet tis Morning P 
Saving the Reverence of their 10 Doublets * 
And Millan Skins — © 1 
Mar. (Thou art a ſtrange Wench, Claudia.! 
Clay, Ye are deceiv'd) they ſhew'd to me direBtly". 
Court Crabbs that creep a-ſide- way for their living, 
I know 'em by the Breeches that they begs nag 
Mar. Pee, Non 
My Lady comes; what may chat be? © * 


Enter Lucina, and Lycias, the Eunith,, 


Clau, A Sumner : ils ben bart La 
That cites her to appear. gator gag 04 
Mar. No more of that, Wale rig e 
Eun, Madam, what anſwer to your Lord? 5 
(13) 1 had rather make a drallery till ibi, What ths: Word 
Drallery ſignifies, if genuine; or if corrupt, what may be the true 


one, is beyond Mr. Sympſon's and my Reach. The Context requires | 
the Name of ſome Ship. | 
| T 3 Tuc. 


ES 
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Luc. Pray tell him, | | 
Pm ſubje& to his Will. 4 
Eun, Why weep you, Madam n eis 27% 
Excellent Lady, there are none will hurt you. 
Luc. I do beſeech you tell me, Sir. 
Eun, What, Lady ? 
Luc. Serve ye the mi eg | MF 5 
Eun. I do. TANG), Fa Ar 
Luc, In what Place ? | 8 | = 
Eun, In's Chamber, Madam. 
Luc. D' you ſerve his Will too? 
Eun. In fair and juſt Commands. 
Luc. Are ye a Roman? 
Eun, Yes noble Lady, and a Mantuan, 
Luc. What Office bore your Parents? 
Eun, One was Pretor. 
Luc. Take heed then how you ſtain his e 
Eun, Why, worthy Lady ? | 
| Luc. If ye know, I charge ye, 
 Ought in this Meſſage, but what Honeſty, | | | 
The Truſt and fair Obedience of a Servant, 
May well deliver, yet take heed, and help me. | | 
Eun, Madam, 1 am no Broker; MY 


Clau. I'll be hang'd then. 


Eun, Nor baſe Procurer of Mens Luſts ; Your Hutband 
Pray'd me to do this Office, I have done i 1555 
It reſts in you to come, or no. 
Las Lal, Su, er 
| Eun. If ye miſtruſt me, do not. 
| Luc. Ye appear 
| So worthy, and to all my 'Senſe ſo honeſt, = 
And this is ſuch a certain ſign y have ante a . 
| That I believe. | an” 
Eun, Why ſhould 1 cozen you? 
Or were I brib'd to do this gon? | = 
Can Mony proſper, or the Fool that takes it, 
When ſuch a Virtue falls? 
| Luc. Ye ſpeak well, Sir ? 


Wou' d all the m_ that ſerve the Emperor 
Had but your * 


—— — 2 2 os. 992 


dau. And fo they have ad unguem 


Luc. Pray tell my Lord, I have 2 8 bis Toten, | 


And will not fail to meet him; yet, good Siry: thus mince 
Before ye go, I do beſeech ye too, 11 
As little notice as ye can, deliver 
Of my Appearance there. nil . 

Eun. It ſhall be, Madam, 
And fo I wiſh you Happineſs... 


Luc. I thank pe” as en hs | [ [Exeint, 


s C N rn, 


Tumult and Noiſe within. Enter Akcius pur ſuing 1 Pontivs 
| the Captain, and Maximus <6, 


Max. Temper yourſelf, Mitius; 

Pon. Hold, my Lord.. 
I am a Roman, and a Soldier. 

Max. Pray, Sir. 1 2: 
 Aezcius, Thou art a lying Villain, and a Traitor 15 

Give me myſelf, or by the Gods, my Friend. 
You'll make me dangerous; how dar'ſt thou Pluck 

The Soldiers to Scdition, and I living, a L061 
And ſow Rebellion in em, and ev*n then 
When I am drawing out to ian te 10" 

Pon. Hear me. 

Max. Are ye a Man? 5 

Azcius. I am true 1 r 17281 
And if the Villain live, we are diſnonour'd. 

Max. But hear him what he can lay. . 

Azecius. That's the way 
To pardon him; I am fo eallenaiur'd} a1 u 
That if he ſpeak but humbly I forgive im. 

Pon. I do beſeech ye, noble General. 

Accius. H'as found the way already, give me dance, 
One ſtroke, and if he *ſcape me then, h'as Mercy. 

Pon. I do not call ye Noble, that I fear ye, 
I never car'd for Death; if ye will kill me, 
Conſider firſt for what; not what you can do; 


'Tis true, I know ye for my General 
"BW > And 
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And by that great Prerogative wm kill: 
But do it juſtly then. 
Aecius. He argues wich me: > OLUE 300 
By Heav*n a made up Rebel. o 08 2 
Max. Pray conſider, ' E>,n 6D 
W hat certain grounds ye have for this. TENG 
Atcius. What grounds? 1 
Did I not take him preach ing to the Soldiers. 
How: lazily they liv'd ? and what 7 
It was to ſerve a Prince ſo full of Woman 
'Thoſe were his very Words; Friend. 
Max. Thele, Aeècius; > 
Though they were rafhly ſpoke, which was an Error 
(A great one Pontius) yet from him that hungers 
For Wars, and brave Imploy ment, might be pardon'd. 
The Heart, and harbour'd [ Thoughts of Dh 0 Traitors, 
Not ſpleeny Speeches. 
Aecius. Why ſhould you protect him? 
Go too, it ſhews not honeſt, | 
Max; Taint me not, 
For that ſhews worſe, Azcins : All your Friendſhip, 
And that pretended Love ye lay upon me, 
Hold bas my Honeſty, is like a Favour 
You do your Slave to day, to morrow hang Ban! 
Was 1 your Boſom- piece for this? 
Aetius. Forgive me; 
The Nature of my Zeal, and for my Country, 
Makes me ſometimes forget myſelf; for khan, 5 
Though I moſt ſtrive to be without my Paſſions, 
I am no God : For you, Sir, whoſe Infection 
Has ſpread itſelf like Poiſon through the Army, 
And caſt a killing fog on fair Allegiance, COUT © 
Firſt thank this noble Gentleman, ye had dy'd elſe. "Y 


Next from your Place, and honour of a Soldier, 
I here ſeclude vou. 


Pon. May I peak yet? | 
Max. Heat him. 
Accius. And while Au, holds a Ridotitioin- 
At leaſt Command; ye bear ng Arms for Rome, Sir, 
7 Aa — her 1-ſhall ons The . Man 


Has 


, 
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Has yet that privilege to ſpeak, my Lords e 


Law were not equal elſe N by 
Max. Pray hear, Attiuy,” 3.71 9 1 
For happily the fault he has e 993 0 


Though T believe it mighty, yet confiderd, | 
If Mercy may be thought upon, will prove.” 3 
Rather a haſty Sin, than heinous. EVP Lat 4 

Atecius: Speak.” oo | 

Pon. *Tis true, my Lord, ye tow me Ow with Peace, 
My Words almoſt as ragged as my Fortunes: | 
1 true, I told the Soldier whom we ferv'd, * 
And then bewail'd, we had an Emperoer 
Led from us by the floutiſhes of Fencers 3 3 | So 
| blam*d him too for Women. 

Ateitis, To the ret, Sir. 

Pon. And like enough, I bleſt a chen as Soldiers. 
Will do ſometimes : *T'is true I told em too, 5 
We lay at Home, to ſhew our Country 5 
We durſt go naked, durſt want Meat, and Mony; 
And when the Slave drinks Wine, we durſt be chirſty :/ 
| told 'em this too, that the Trees and Roots 4 
Were our beſt Pay-maſters; the Charity _ 

Of longing Women, that had bought our Bodies, 
Our Beds, Fires, Taylors, Nurſes; nay, I told em, 
(For you ſhall hear the greateſt Sin, T faid, Sir) pa 
By that time there be Wars again, our Bodies 3 
Laden with Scars and Aches, "ang ill Lodgings, 

Heats, and perpetual Wants, were fitter Prayers, 

And certain Graves, than cope the Foe on Crutches: 
Tis likely too, Tebunfebd em to tun | 
Their warlike Pikes to Plough-ſhares, their ſure Targets 
And Swords hatch'd with the Blood of many Nations, 
To Spades, and pruning Knives, for theſe get Mony, 
Their warlike Eagles, into Daws, or Staflings, 
To give an Ave Cæſar as he paſſes, 

And be rewarded with a thouſand Drachmas. 

For thus we get but Years and Beets. 

Azcius. What think you, | ; 
Were theſe Words to be ſpoken by a Captain, | 
Oae that ſhould oi ah Aa 
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Max. Twas too much. 

* Pow. My Lord, I did not woo *em from the Empire 

Nor bid 'em turn their daring Steel gainſt Cæſar; 

The Gods for ever hate me, if that Motion 

Were part of me: Give me but Imployment, Sir, 

And way to live, and where you hold me vitious, 

Bred up in Mutiny ; my Sword ſhall tell ye, 

And if you pleaſe, that Place I held, maintain it, 

*Gainſt the moſt daring Foes of Rome, Pm Doge. 

A lover of my Country, one that holds 

His Life no longer his, than kept for Cæſar. 

Weigh not (I thus low on my Knee beſeech you) 

What my rude Tongue diſcover'd, twas my Want, 

No other part of Pontius: You have ſeen me, 

And you, my Lord, do ſomething for my Country, . 

And both beheld the Wounds I gave. and ory 

Not like a backward; Traitor. + _. | 
Accius. All this Language 

Makes but againſt you, Pontius, you are aſt, 

And by mine Honour, and my Love to Ceſar, . | 

By me ſhall never be reſtored; in my Camp 

I will not have a Tongue, though to himſelf,” 


Dare talk but near Sedition ; as I govern, 


All ſhall obey ; and when they want, their Duty . 
And ready ER ſhall redreſs their Needs 
Not prating what they would be. 7 
Pon, Thus I leave ye, 
Vet ſhall, my Prayers till, alchough my Fortunes | 
Muſt follow you no more, be till about ye, 
Gods give ye, where ye fight, the Vier, 
Le cannot caſt my Wiſhes. 
Aecius, Come my Lord, 1 | | 
Now to the Field — 3 
Max. Alas poor Pontius! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE 


] 
\ 
| 
1 


The 2 of Valentinian, 499 55 
e 


Enter LAOS at one Door, Li icinius and Balbis 
Rn OTE nber. * 
Lic. How now? OY WIT 1 _ 29 
Chi. She's com. nee Ba 
Bal. Then PII to the e -— Exit. 
Cbi. Do; Is the Muſick plac d well? T7 
Lic. Excellent. A 
Cbi. Licinius, you and N receive her ie 21 
In the great Chamber, at her Entrance, 
Let me alone; and do you hear Licinius, 0 
Pray let the Ladies ply her further off, 444101 2 
And with much more Diſcretion: : One Word more. 
Lic. Well. 


Chi. Are the Jewels, and thoſe ropes of Pearl, | 
Laid in the way ſhe paſſes? _ 


| Enter Emperor, Balbus and Proculos. | y 
Lic. Take no care, Man. [Exit Licinius 
Emp, What, is ſhe come? 4; | 
Chi. She is, Sir; but *twere beſt _ 
Your Grace were ſeen laſt to her, 88550 N 
Emp. So I mean; N 
Keep the Court empty, ee 103 5 WU e 
Pro. Tis done, Sir. Ef, 
Emp. Be not too ſudden to her. n 2 
Cbi. Good your Grace a © 
Retire, and Man yourſelf ; let us alone 7 
We are no Children this way: Do you hear, Sir? 
Tis neceſſary that her Waiting · women 
| Be cut off in the Lobby, by ſome * 
t, They'd break the buſineſs elſe. ot marr, OF 
Emp. *Tis true, they ſhall. 36s 25 --2 21 40351 
Chi. Remember your 1 Proculus. 
Pro, I warrant ye. [ Exeunt Emp. Balb. and Pro. 
. Enter Lucina, Claudia, and Marcellina, 


Chi. She enters; who are Waiters there? The Emperor 


ay 


„ 
117 


OI 
— 4 
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Calls for his Horſe to-air himſelf, "7 

Luc. Pm glad © 
I come ſo happily to take him abſent, N 2180 
This takes away a little fear; I know . 
Now I begin to fear again: Oh Honour, 
If ever thou hadſt Temple in weak Woman, 
And Sacrifice of Modeſty burnt to thee, 
Hold me faſt now, and help me. 
. Chi. Noble Madam 555 9 
Ye're welcome to the Court, mol nobl welcome, | 


14 


Te are a Stranger, Lady. 


Luc. I deſire ſo. SOME 
Chi, A wondrous Stranger ber, 


Nothing fo ſtrange: 
And therefore need a Guide, I unk. 


Luc. I do, Sir, Hp ; oy: 
Chi. My Service, Lady, 2 een . Bk 


Shall be your Guard in this place: on pray tell me, 


Arc ye reſolv'd a Courtier ? 1 
Luc. No, T hope, Sir. A 
Clau. You are, Sir. nod con 3” 
Chi. Yes, my fair one. 

Clau. So it ſeems, © 


| You are fo ready to beſtow yourkelf. © ny 
Pray what might coſt thoſe Breeches? = N 


Chi. Would you wear em? 


Madam, ye have a witty Woman.” 


Mar. Two, Sir, 


Or elſe ye underbyy us. 


Luc. Leave your hg: N 
But is my Lord here, I beſeech ye, Sir? 

Cbi. He is, ſweet Lady, and muſt take this dan, | 
Exceeding kindly of ye, wondrous kindly, _. 
Ye come ſo far to viſit him: I'Il guide ye. 

Luc. Whither ? . 

Chi. Why, to your Lord. 

Luc. Is it ſo hard, Sir, 


To find him in this place without a Guide? 


For I would willingly not trouble you, 


Chi. 
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Chi. It will be fo for you that are a Sg»). 
Nor can it be a trouble to do ſervice- . 
To ſuch a worthy Beauty, and beſides 
Mar. I ſee he will go with us. 
Clau. Let him amble. 


Chi. It fits not that a Lady of your W 


Should paſs without Attendants. 
Luc. I have two, Sir. | 


Chi. I mean without a Man: You'l fe the Emperor 


Luc. Alas, Pm not fit, Sir. 

Chi. You're well enough ; 

He'll take it wondrous kindly : : Hark. 
Luc. Ye flatter 5 0 

Good Sir, no more of that. 
Chi, Well, I but tell ye. 


* 1 


Luc, Will ye go for wand ; ſince 1 maſt b Nats, 


Pray take your Place. 

Clau, Cannot ye Nan us too, Sir = 

Chi, Give me but time. 

Mar. And you'll try all chings? 88 

Chi, No, | a. 
I make ye no ſuch promiſe. 

Claud, If ye do, Sir, | 
Take heed ye ſtand to't. 21 3 3 

Chi. Wondrous merry Ladies, ; 


4 9 8 (sir 
Luc. The Wenches are N pay keep you way, 


¶Exeunt. 


Emter Licinius, Proculus, and Balbus. 


Lic. She's coming up the Stairs; z Now the Muſick ; 
And as that ſtirs her, let's ſet on: Perfumes there. 


Pro. Diſcover all the W 


Lic. Peace. Ts 0 LMuſick. 


8 0 N G 
Now the luſiy Spring is ſeen, 
Golden Yellow, gaudy Blue, 
Daintily invite the view, 
Every where, on every Green, 
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Roſes bluſhing as they blow, ' 
And inticing Men to pull, © 
Lillies whiter than the Snow, © 
Woodbines of fuveet Hony full. 
. All Love's Emblems, and all cory, 
Ladies, if not Pluck d we die. 


Tet the luſly Spring bath ftaid, 
_ Bluſoing red and pureſt whites. 
Duaintily to Love invite, 
Every Woman, every Maid; 10 
Cherries kiſſing as. they grow, ' - 2 
And inviting Men to taſte, 3 
Apples even ripe below, © + 
End inding gently to the waſte, 1 
Al Love's Emblems, and all a 
Ladies, if not Nuct d we die. 


SECOND. 


Hear ye, Ladies, that deſpiſe, „„ | 
What the mighty Love has done, N 2 | 
Fear Examples, and be wiſe, ' © __ | 
Fair Caliſto was a Nun, 
Læda ſailing on the Stream, 
20 deceive the hopes of Jan” 
Love accounting but a Dream,- 
Doated on a ſilver Swan. 
Danae in a Brazen Tower, 


74 bere 0 Love was, 0 a Shower. | 


* Hear ye Ladies that-are coy, © 
N hat the mighty Love. can do: 
Fear the fierceneſs of the Boy, 
The chaſte Moon he makes to woo : 
Veſta kindling holy Fires, 
1 Circled round about with Gin, 
| . Never dreaming looſe Deſires, © 
| | Doating at the Altar dies. 
Vion in a ſhort Hour higher, 
He can build, and once more fire. 


Enter Chilax, Lucina, Claudia, and. Marceilina, 


Luc. Pray Heav'n my Lord be here, for now I fear i i, 
Well Ring, if thou bee'ſt counterfeit, . or ſtol'n, Fra 
As by this Preparation I ſuſpect it, 
Thou haſt betray d thy Miſtreſs : __ Ak forward, 
| would fain ſee my Lord. ) 

Chi. But tell me, Madam, 

How do, ye like the.Song?. I or os 

Luc. I like the Air well + in FP o va 
But for the Words, they are aſcivious. Elk 
And over-light for Ladies. 7 | 

Chi. All ours love em. | 

Luc. Tis like enough, for yours are ts Lad 

Lic. Madam, ye're welcome to oh Court, Who — 
Attendants for this Lady, x. 

Luc. Ye miſtaken $4; 0: only $is wo 3 att 
bring no Triumph with mee... 91 

Lic. But much Honour. 

Pro. Why this was nobly done, and like a N cighbours 
So freely of yourſelf to be a Viſitant. 

The Emperor ſhall give ye thanks for tis. 


— 


Luc. O no, Sir; ten 97 volt » . 


There's nothing to deſerve em. 
Pro. Yes, your Preſence. 


Luc. Good Gentlemen be ad believe ; 25 


come to ſee my Husband, on Command too, 
] were no Courtier elſe. | 

Lic, That's all one, Lady, 
Now ye are here, you're welcome; and the Emperor, 
| Who loves ye but too well 

Luc. No more of that, Sir, 
I came not to be Catechiz'd, 
Pro. Ah, Sirrahz - 
And have we got you here? faith, Noble Lady, 
We'll keep ye one Month Courtier. | 

Luc. Gods defend, Sir, 6 
I never lik'd a Trade worſe, 

Pro. Hark W 

Luc. No, Sir 1 


Pro. 
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Pro, Ve're grown og frag en. 7 
Lic. How ? 5 128 f ] ta 
Pro. By Heav'n. 2 + v0) 
Tis true I tell ye, and you'll find i a 1 RY Yo 
Luc. 1? a 2 Ya $f Th 
I'll rather find my Grave, and 90 n bm. LOT Yc 


Pro. Is it not pity, Gentlemen, this Lady + | 
_ (Nay, I'll deal roughly with ye, yet not hurt ye) 
Should live alone, and give ſuch Ly W 
Only to Walls and l pre * 1 

Luc. Good Sir, Patiencgc˖sge 30] 
Jam no Wonder, neither come to that end, 1 2 
Ye do my Lord an injury to ſtay me, | 
Who, though you are the Frinetes, ye dare tel ye, 
He keeps no Wife for your ways. 0 

Bal. Well, well, Lady; Bide 13) eee 
However you are pleas'd to think of us, a 


Ye're welcome, and ye ſhall be Welcome. +. ON, Ane 
Luc. Shew it CL ! 
In that I come for then, in leading me i YAY ds 
Where my loy'd Lord is, not in fanery: 4 
[Fewel few 
. Nay ye may draw the Cartaia. 1 havs ſeen” 3 « 


But none worth half my Honeſty. 
Clau. Are theſe, Sir, | | 

Laid here to take? 4. e 
Pro. Ves, for your Lady, Gentlewomen. ty, 
Mar. We had been doing elſe. 3a OM AE 


Bal. Meaner Jewels l „ 
Would fit your 'Worths. | m 116 8 

Clau. And meaner Cloaths your Bodies. n 

Luc. The Gods ſhall kill me firſt. . 


Lic. There's better dying 


I 'th' Emperor's Arms; go to, but be not angry . 
Theſe are but Talks, ſweet Lady. 


Enter Phorba and Ardelia, 


Pbor. Where is this Stranger ? Ruſhes, lade Robe, 
Ruſhes as green as Summer for this Stranger. . 


Pro. Here Ladies come to ſee you. | = 
uc. 
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Luc. You are gone then? 
| take it *tis your Cue. 

Pro, Or rather Manners; | | 
You're better fitted, Madam, we but tire ye, | 
Therefore we'll leave ye for an Hour, and ig, | 
Your much lov'd Lord unto you. Kb, 

Luc. Then I'll thank ye. | 
I am betray'd for certain; well Lucina, 

If thou ol fall from Virtue, may the Earth, ..- -- 

That after Death ſhould ſhoot up Gardens of 3.” 

Spreading thy living Goodnels into Branches, 

Fly from thee, and the hot Sun find thy Vices. 
Pbor. Y ou are a welcome Woman. 

Ard. Bleſs me Heav'n, 

How did you find the way to Court! ? 

Luc. I know not; 

Would I had never trod it. 

Phor. Prithee tell me, | 
Good Noble Lady, and good. ſince Heart love us, 
For we love thee extreamly z is not this Place. 

A Paradiſe to live in? | 
Luc. To thoſe People 

That know no other aradiſe but Pleaſure ; - 

That little I enjoy contents me better. | 
Ard, What, heard ye any Muſick yet? 

Luc. Too much. | 

Phor. You muſt not be thus. froward ; | what, this 

Gown A -- 
Is one o'th' prettieſt by my Troth, Ardelia, 

Tever faw yet; 'twas not to frown in, Lady, 

Ye put this Gown on when ye came. 

Ard. How do ye? 

Alas poor Wk, how cold it is! 

Luc. Content ye; 

I am as well as may be, and as temperate 

If ye will let me be ſo: Where's my Lord? 

For there's the buſineſs that I came for, Ladies. 
Phor, We'll lead ye to him, he's Pth* Gallery. 
Ard. We'll . ye all the Court too. | 
Luc. Shew me him, 

o 


— — I 
— —UU— — — r — _ = 
= 
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And ye have ſhew'd me all I come to look on. 


bor. Come on, we'll be your Guides, and as je go, 
We have ſome pretty Tales to tell ye, Lady, 
Shall make ye merry too ; ye come not 15 


} 

( 

| 

; TY be a Tad Latina. | | 

Luc. Would I might hot. lien, ] 

Ener Chilax and Balbus. | 

Chi. Now the ſoft Muſick; Balbas run. 1 8 8 | 

Bal. I fly, Boy. Exit Balbus, | 

Chi. The Women by this time are worming of her. | 
Tf ſhe can hold out them, the Emperor [ Muſick. 

Takes her to task: He has her; hark the Muſick, 


„ Ener Emperor and Lucina. 
Luc. Good your Grace, | 0 


Where are my Women, Sir? 


. Emp. They are wile, beholding it 
What «you think ſcorn to look on, the Court's Bravery: 
Would you have run away ſo ily, 5 
And not have ſeen me? 
Luc, I beſeech your Majeſty, 
Conſider what 1 am, and whoſe. | 
-Emp.il.do Jo. eee of 221 | 
Luc. Believe me, I ſhall never ak a a White, Sir, 
Emp. A Friend ye may, and to that Man hax loyes Jes 
More than you love yout Virtue: | | 
Luc. Sacred Ceſar. | 
Emp. You' ſhall not kneel to me, Sweet. | 
Luc. Look upon me, 7 
And if ye be Pede t6 abuſe me,. 
Think how the Gods will take it; Does this Beauty 
AMict your Soul? 1'Il bide it from you ever, 


Nay more, [ will become ſo leprous, | 
Thar ye ſhall curſe me from ye: My dear Lord 


Has ſerv'd ye ever truly, fought your Battels, | 
As if he daily long'd 15 die for Cæſar ;; 
Was never Traitor, Sir, nor never tainted / 
In all the Actions of his Life. En r eee 

Emp. I know it. „in em Ws e 
5 3 ; 0 | F = . i ' i Luc. 


30, 


uni. 


failing Crs as a to his Fame ang 
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Luc. His Fame and Family have grown together; ; 
And ſpread together (14) like two failing Cedars, SS 
Over the Roman Diadem; oh let not, r 
As ye have any Fleſh that's human in uu. 
The having of a modeſt Wife decline him -- 
Let not my Virtue be the Wedge to break kun 511 ART 
Ido not think ye are laſcivious, N 
Theſe wanton, Yen belye ye, you are ear, 4 4 
Which is the Father of the Empire's Honour, . 
Ye are tan nean the Nature of the Gods. 5 
To wrong the weakeſt of all Creatures, 5 

Emp. I dare not do it here. Riſe fair Toe | 
I did but try yeur Temper, ye are honeſt, * EY 44 
And with the Commendatians wait on that 
Pll lead ye to your Lord, and ye to him: 
Wipe your fair Eyes: He that endeavours Ill, 


* well en r DEF: FO Hell, —— 


AC wy wm. 5 50 EK E 5 5 
Enter Chilik, Licinius, Proculus, and Balbus: 
Chi. 18 done, Li | 12 


. FL - 
” * 
ig. How? 1 | rien of 
# 1 1 ” 
; 


chi. I ſhame to tell it. 
If there be any Juſtice, we are Villins 
And muſt be-fo rewarded, | 
Bal. If i it be done, 
I take it *tis no time now to repent it; 
Let's make the beſt o th Trade. 
Pro. Now Vengance take it. 
Why ſhauld-not he have ſettled on a 


Whoſe Honeſty ſtuck in a piece of Tide, 


Or one a Ring might rule, or ſuch a one 


| That, _y an i Husband to be honourable, 


> 114) —— Hike to ſailing Cedars,) Mr, Sympſon juſtly, roads tao 
Family. 


blot | | Wa h Ant 


— — 
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And Ground to get it: If he muſt have Women, 5 
And no allay without 'em, why not thoſe 
(15). That know the Myſtery, and are beſt able 
To play again with Judgment? Such as ſhe is 
Grant they be won with long Siege, endleſs Travel, 
And brought to Opportunity with Millions, 100 
Vet when they come to Motion, their cold Virtue 
| Keeps em like Cakes of Ice; Pl melt a Chriſtal, 
And make a dead Flint fire himſelf, e'er they 
Give greater Heat, than now-departingy aaron 
Give to vid Men that watch em. 
Lic. A good Whore | 
Had ſav'd all this, and happily as a bib 
Ay, and the thing once done too, as e wy „ 
But this ſame Chaſtity forſooth. 1 190 yl 
Pro, A Pox or't.- 0374 Ut Tu 0% 
Why ſhould not Weiden be as gen as he, a] Y 
They are, but not in open, and far freer, 
| Aud the more bold ye bear yourſelf, more Welcome; 
| 55 there is nothing ye dare ſay, but Tinth. 
But they dare hear. 


Futer Emperor and 3 5 


Chi. The Emperor Away, 
And if we can repent, let's Home and pray. ¶ Excuni. 
Emp. Your only Virtue now is Patience, 
Take heed, and ſave your Honour; z if you talk 
Luc. As long as there is Motion in my Body, 
And Life to give me Words, Pll cry for Juſtice. 
Emp. Juſtice ſhall never hear ye, I am Juſtice. 
Luc. Wilt thou not kill me, Monſter, Raviſher, 
Thou bitter Bane o'th' Empire, look upon me, 
And it thy guilty Eyes dare ſee theſe Ruins, 
Thy wild Luſt hath laid level with Diſhonour 3 - 
The Sacrilegious Razing of this Temple, | 
The Mother of thy black Sins June; have bluſh'd at; 


(15) That know the 8 The aſs Miſtake of Miſery 
for Mates has run through the former Editions. It not only occurr'd 
to myſelf, but. Mr. Sygp/or and another Friend both ſent it me as 
their Conjecdure, and I tind Mr. Theobald had prevented as all. 


Behold 


— —— —— . , — ·1— —- > 


—. 


. 
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Behold and curſe thyſelf; the Gods will find thee, 
That's all my Refuge now, for they are Righteous, 
Vengeance and Horror circle thee ; the Empire, * 
In which thou liv'ſt a ſtrong continued Surfeit, 
Like Poiſon will diſgorge thee, good Men raze thte 
(16) For ever being read again; all virtuous 

Women, and fearful Maids, make Vows againſt dads P. 
Thy own Slaves, if they hear of this,” ſhall-hate thee 30 


And thoſe thou haſt corrupted, firſt fall from thee; 


And if thou let'ſt me live, the Soldier, = 
Tir'd with thy Tyrannies, break through Obecirree, 
And ſhake his ſtrong Steel at thee. | | 
Emp.” This prevails not; 
Nor any Agony ye utter, Lad. #114. Bo] 
If I have done a Sin, curſe her that drew me, n 
Curſe the firſt Cauſe, the Witchcratt that abus'd me, 
Curſe thoſe. fair Eyes, and curſe that heav” = yy 
And curſe your being good doe TD | 
Luc, Glorious Thief, 2 121 
What Reſtitution canſt thou nicks to ſave me 18 N Ba 
Emp. I'll ever Love, and Honour you. 2 
Luc. Thou can'ſt not, 11 2 
For that which was mine Honour, thou haſt murder. 


And can there be a Love in Violence? 


Emp. You ſhall be only mine. 

Luc. Let I like better 
Thy Villany, than F lattery, that's thine own, 
The other baſely counterfeit ; fly from me, 
Or for thy Safety ſake and Wiſdom kill me, 
For I am n than mw art; thou ep 1 


(16) Hr « ever 4 read again... but vicious 

Nomen, and fearful Maids, make Vows agaiif Art Thos 
ſtood the old Text, and, I believe, whoever conſiders it will agree that 
by an odd Confuſion of Ideas, the Word vicious is put inſtead of its 
Reverſe, virtuous. And it is not very unnatural for a Tranſcriber or 
Printer to put ſome Word into the Context that is accidentally raiſed 
in his Mind by a Glimpſe of the true one: And Words as often raiſe 
an Idea of their direct Oppoſites, as of thoſe Words that have an Af- 
finity to them, Thus Black and White, Virtue and Vice, Wiſdom, 
and Folly, Trath and Falſhood, &c. by their very Oppoliuan have a 


U3- | | And 


' near Connexion i in our Ideas, 
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And ſo recover Grace; 'm loſt for ever, 5 ag! 
And if thou let*ſt me live, thouꝰ rt Joſt thyſelf too. 
Emp, I ſear no Loſs but Love, J ſtand above it. 
Luc, Call in your Lady Bawds, and gilded gt Bi 
And det them triumph too, and ſing to Cſar, 
LTucina's fallen, the chaſte Lucina's conquer d; 
Gods, what a wretched Thing has this Man —_ _ ; 
For I am now no Wife for Maximus, ; | 
No Company for Women, that are virtuous, - 
No Family I now can claim, nor Country, [LP 
Nor "Jian but Cæſar's Whore z O ſacred = 18 
(For that ſhould be your Title) was your Empire, 
Your Rods, and Axes, that are Types of — i 
Thoſe Fires that ever burn, to beg you 38, 
The Peoples Adoration, Fear of Nations, 
What Victory can bring ye Home, what elſe 
The uſeful Elements can make your Servants, 
(17) Even Light itſelf, and Sons of Light, Truth, Juſtice 
Mercy, and Star-like Viety, ſent to yu, 
And from the Gods themſelves, to ravith Women? 
The Curſes that I owe to Enemies, 
Even thoſe the Sabines ſent, when Num 7 
(As thou haſt me) ravifh'd their noble Maids, - 
Made more, and heavier, light dn thee, 
Emp. This helps not. | 
Luc. The Sins of Tarquin be 11 thee, 
And where there has a chaſte Wite been abus?d, Þ_ 
Let it be thine, the Shame thine, thine the Slaughter, 
And laſt for ever, thine, the/fear'd Example. 
Where fhall poor Virtue live, now 4 am fall'n? 


What can your Honours now, and Empire make me, 
But ore glorious Whore? 


67) Nur Light 227 and Sans of Light, Truth, Fullice, w 
Mercy, and Star-like Piety, 1 1 This noble Paſſage ſcemg, 


if I may be allow'd the Expreſſion, obſcur'd by too much Light; Part 
of which, I believe, is not genuine. To call Truth, Juſtice, and Piety 
Suns may be allow'd, but Suns of Light is both {tiff and tautological ; 


and after they are call d Fung, the additional Epithet of Star- lile is 
an uſeleſs , e. 25 doubt not but that the true De Was 
Sons of Light, | 


EF © a ” : 
* 
* « ” 
- : fe - > * 
4. 4 Y 7 7 
* 


Emp. A better Woman 70 


But if ye will be blind, and ſeorn it, "who can * ic? 


Come leave thele Lamentations, they do a . 
But make 2 Noiſe, Jam the fame Man ſtill, 
Were it to do again; therefore be wWiſ et, 
By all this holy Light, I ſhould attempt it, 
Te are ſo Excellent, and made to raviſh, 
There were no Pleaſure in you. alle 

Luc. Oh Villain! 
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Lend 


Emp. So bred for Man's a amazement, that my Reaſon 


And every help to hold me right has loſt me; 
The God of Love himſelf had been before me, 
Had he but Power to fee: ye ; tell me juſtly, 

How can I chuſe but err then? tt ye dare, - 


Be mine, and only mine, for ye're ſo precious, 


I envy any other ſhould enjoy ye, 
Almoſt look on ye; and your daring Husband | 


K 


> & 


Shall know h'as kept an Off' ring fram the Empires 55 
Too Holy for his Altars; be the mightieſt. 


More than myſelf I'll make it: If ye will not, 


Sit down with this, and ſilence; for which Wiſdom * + | 
Ye ſhall have Uſe of me, and much Honour ever, 


And be the ſame you were; if ye divulge 1 ity 
Know I am far above the Faults Ido. 

And thoſe I do, I am able to forgive too 
And where your Credit in the Knowledge of i its - 
May be with Gloſs enough ſuſpected, mine 
Is as mine own Command ſhall make it: Princes, 


Though they be ſometime ſubject to looſe W hiſpers, / 


Yet wear they two-edg'd Swords for open. Cenſures:. 


Your Husband cannot help ye, nor the Soldier; 
Your Husband is my Creature, they my Weapons, 
And only where I bid 'em, ſtrike ; I feed em. 
Nor can the Gods be angry at this Action, 


For as they make me moſt, they mean me appel. 


Which I had never been without this Pleaſure: 
Conſider, and farewel: You'll find your Women 


At Hame before ye, they have 1 e too, 
But are more thankful for it. 1 . 


Luc. Deſtruction find ch 
04 4 


Now 
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Becauſe they're Honeſt, and defire to be ſo, 


Now which way muſt I go? My honeſt Houſe. . 


Will ſhake to ſhelter me, my nem oy me, 
My Family, 


Muſt not endure me, not a Neighbour, know me : 
What Woman now dare ſee me without Bluſhes, 
And pointing as I paſs : There, there, behold her, 
Look on her little Children, that is ſhe, | 
That handſome Lady, mark. O my ſad Fortier! 1 


Is this the end of Goodneſs, this the Price 


Of all my early Prayers to protect me? 


Why then I ſee there is no God but Power, 


Nor Virtue now alive that cares for us, 
But what is either Lame or Senſual, 


How had I been thus wretched elſe ? 


Enter Maximus and Aecius, 


aſe Let Titius 
Command the Company that Pontius loſt, 
And ſee the Foſſes deeper. 
Max. How now ſweet Heart, h 
What make you here, and thus? 
Aecins, Lucina weeping ? © 
This muſt be much Offence. - 
Max. Look up and tell me, 


| Why are youthus? MyRing? OF fen. Pre found | it! 


Ye were at Court, Sweet ? 
Luc. Yes, this brought me thicher. | 


Max. Riſe, and go Home: I have my F cars, Arcs: 
Oh my beſt Friend, I'm ruin'd ; go Lucina, 


Already in thy Tears, I've read thy Wrongs, 


| Already found a Cæſur; go thou Lily, 


Thou ſweet drooping Flow'r: Go ſilver Swan; ft 


And ſing thine own fad Requiem: Go Lucina, 
And if thou dar'ſt, out- live this Wrong. 


Luc. I dare not. 


Aecius. Is that the Ring ye loſt. 
Mas. That, that, Atcinus, 


That curſed Ring, myſelf, and all my Fortunes: 
£5 has pleas'd the Pn, my noble Maſter, 


For 
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For al my Services, and Dangers for him, 

To make me mine own Pandar ; was this Juſtice 

Oh my Aecius, have 1 liv'd to bear this Fo 
Luc. Farewel for ever, Sir. 

Max. That's a ſad ſaying; 

But ſuch a one becomes ye well, Lucina: 

And yet methinks we ſhould not part ſo lightly, 

Our Loves have been of longer growth, more rooted 

Than the ſharp Word of one Farewel can ſcatter. 

Kiſs me: I find no Ceſar here; theſe Lips 

Taſte not of Raviſher in w Opinion. 

Was it not ſo? 
Luc. O! Yes. | - 
Max. I dare believe thee, | 

For thou wert ever Truth itſelf, and Sweetneſs: 

Indeed ſhe was, Aecius. 

Accius. So ſhe is ſtil]. 


Max. Once more: O my Ladies 0 my 8 


The Bleſſing of my Youth, Life of my Lite. 

Atcius, I've ſeen enough to ſtagger my Obedience; 
Hold me ye equal Gods, this is too ſinful, > 

Max, Why wert thou choſen out to make a Whore of : 
To me thou wert too chaſte: Fall Chriſtal Fountains, 
And ever feed your Streams you riſing Sorrows, 
Till you have dropt your . into * 
Now go for ever from me. | cp 6s 
Luc. Long farewel, Sir. 

And as I have been Loyal, Gods think on me. 

Max. Stay, let me once more bid Farewel, Laces 
Farewel thou excellent Example of us, _ _ 
Thou ſtarry Virtue, fare thee well, ſeek Heav*n, 
And there by Cafhopera ſhine in Glory, © 
We are too baſe and dirty to preſerve thee. 


Accius. Nay, I muſt kiſs too: Such a Kiſs again, 7 


| And from a Woman of ſo ripe a Virtue, 

Aecius muſt not take: Farewel thou Phenix, 
If thou wilt die, Lucina'; which well weigh*d 
If you can ceaſe a while*from theſe _— Thoughts, 
I wiſh were rather alter'd. 

Luc, No. 


Alias. 
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If the were any thing to me but Honour, 
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Accius. Miſtake not. 52 nn; 
1 would not ſtain your Fiasden for FUR 


Nor any way decline you to Diſcteliny | 
Tiis not my fair Profeſſion; but a Villain* 952 

I find and feel your Loſs as deep as you d ke 

And am the ſame Wd#rus, ill as Honeſt, © 

The fame Life I have ſtill for Afaxmus, | 


The fame Sword wear for you, where Juſtice wills e, 
And 'tis no dull one: Therefore miſconceive not: and} 
Only I'd have you live 4 little 21 5 7 1 7.5m 
But a ſhort Year. 

Max. She muſt not. 

Luc. Why ſo long, Sir, 


Am I not grey enough with Grief y 2 


Accius. To draw from that wild Man a tweet Repentanc, 
And Goodneſs in his Days to come. 
Max. They are ſo, | 
And will be ever coming, my Aicius, TS 
Aecius, For who. re but che ſight of you, pre- 


ſentiog 
His ſwoln Sins at tho fall, af your fair Virtnes, 


May like a fearful Viſion fright his Follies, 
And once more bend him right again, which Blefling © 


(If your dark Wrongs would give you leave to read) 


Is more than Death, and the Reward more glorious : | 
Death only eaſes you; this, the whole Empire: 
Beſides compell'd, and forc'd with Violence, ' . 
To what ye ve dene, the Deed is none of yours, 

No nor the Juſtice neither; ye may live, 

And ſtill a worthier Woman, ſtill more bonour'd': 

For are choſe Trees the worſe we tear the Fruits from 1 


Or ſhould the Eternal Gods deſire to periſn, 
Becauſe we daily violate their Truths, 


Which is the Chaſtity of Heav'n? No, Lady, = : 
If ye dare live, ye may: And as our Sins 2 


Makes them more full of Equity and Juſtice, - 


So this compulſive Wrong makes you more perlect: i 
The Empire too will bleſs ye. . 
Max. Noble Sir, 


And 
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And that that's wedded to me wo, laid in. apt bob. 
Not to be worn away:without my Being; 4 flache 
Or could the Wrong be hers alone, or mine; oil 
Or both our Wrongs, not ry d to after Iſſues —» 
Not born ane w in all our Names and Kindreds, 791561 
| would deſire her live s nay more, compel her: 
Bur ſince it was not Touth, but Malice did itz 
And not her own, nor mine, but both our Loſſes, Eres 
Nor ſtays it chere, but that our Names muſt find it, 
Ev'n theſe to come 3 and when they read, ſhe liv'd, 
Muſt they not ask how often The was ravilh'd, . 

And make a doubt ſhe lov'd that more. than Wodlock > 
Therefore ſhe muſt not live. + | 
icius. Therefore ſhe muſt live,, 1 
0 To teach the World ſuch Deaths % are e ſuperſtitious. 4 
4 Luc. The Tongues of Angels cannot alter me; 
| For could the World again reſtore my Credit, ML 

As fair and abſolute as firſt I bred It, 1 nA 
e. That World I ſhould not truſt again. The Empire ö 
8 By my Life can get nothing but my Story,, A 
Which whilſt I Breathe muſt be — his Abuſes: 
And where ye counſel me to live, that Ca. 


May ſee his Errors, and repent, Eil tell ye, 9648 
His Penitence is hut Encreaſe of Pleaſures, 5 Fi i 
His Prayers never ſaid but to deceive us; + i H 


And when he weeps, as you think for his Vices, © © 
'Tis but as killing Drops from haleful Eugh- Trees 41 
That rot their haneft;Neighbour.: If the can grieve, | 55 
As one chat yet deſires his tee Converſion, 
And almoſt glories iv this Penitence, | 2 
Il leave him Robes to monm in, y fad Aſhes. 
Azcius, The farewels then of tappy Soul be with e 
And to thy Memory be ever ſung 
The Praiſes of a juſt and conſtant 
This fad Day whilſt I live, = Saldwor's Tear 
Ill offer on thy Manument, and 
Full of thy noble {elf with Tears umold yer, 
Many a _ Wife, to weep thy Nuin. 


Max, All that is Chaſte, upon thy Tomb ſhall bort. 
All N Epitaphs be thine; Tame, Story, 


And 
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And what is left behind to piece our Lives, 
Shall be no more abus'd with Tales and Tube 0¹90 
But full of thee, ſtand to Eternity. 1009 4 
Aecius. Once more farewel, go find Ehſun, 230d * 
There where the happy Souls are crown*d with Bleſſings, 
There where 'tis ever Spring, and ever Summer. | 
Max. There where no bed. rid OI comes; Truth, 
Honour, 
Are Keepers of that bleſſed Place; go chither, 
For here thou liveſt chaſte Fire in rotten „Tinte. 
Alecius. And ſo our laſt Farewels. 
Max. Gods give thee Juſtice. PL [Exit Lei 
_  Aecius, His Thoughts begin to work; I fear him, yet 
He ever was a noble Roman, but 
I know not what to think on't, he hath fffer'd 63K q 
Beyond a Man, if he ſtand this. 
Max. Aectus, + © | | 
Am U alive, or has a dead Sleep ſeiz'd 187 
It was my Wife the Emperor abus'd thus 
And I muſt ſay, Pm glad T e | 
Muſt I not, my Aecius ? 
Alccius. I am ſtricckeen | 
With ſuch a ſtiff Amazement; 80 no Anſwer = 
Can readily come from me, nor no Comfort: 
Will ye go Home, or go to my Houſe? = 
Max. Neither: E 
I have no Home, and you are mad, Ai, 26 WOE 
To keep me Company, I am a Fellow f 
My own Sword would forſake, not ty'd unto me: 
A Pandar is a Prince, to what Pm ae Worin 
By Heav'n I dare do nothing. 14:9 
Aecius, Ye do better. e 3 
Max. I'm made a branded Slave, Au A 
And yet I bleſs the Maker; TO! 
Death O' my Soul, muſt I endure this mel? Fn 
Muſt Maximus be mention'd for his Tales? 
I am a Child too; what ſhould I do railing? 
1 cannot mend myſelf, tis Ceſar oy" it, 
And what am I to him? 
Alicius. Tis well conſider'd; 


» 
W 1 


2 2 


— 
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However you are tainted, * no Traitor $51 4155 3:0) * . 
Time may out- wear the firſt, the laſt Ws ever. 1 
Max. O that thou wert not living, and my Friend. 
Aicius. I'll bear a wary Eye upon your 1 
| J fear ye Maximus, nor can I blame'thee” oo 
f thou break'ſt out, for by the Gods thy ſongs 
th, Deſerves a general Ruin: Do ye love me? 
Max. That's all I have to live on. 


Aicins, Then go with nme. v6 m 
Ye ſhall not too own Houſe, cute a 03 24 85 
ya Max. Nor to any} wn 


My Griefs are greater far than Wills ca x compaſs | 
ö And yet I wonder how it happens with me, 
am not dangerous, and O' my Conſcience 
Should I now ſee the Emperor i'th* heat ont, 
] ſhould not chide him for't, an Awe runs e me, 
I feel it ſenſibly; that binds me to it, 
'Tis at my Heart now, there it ſits and rules, en 
And tis methinks a Pleaſure to obey it. ak 
Accius. This is a Mask to cozen me; I know ye, 
And how far ye dare do; no Roman farther, 
Nor with more fearleſs Valour; and i watch ye: | 
Keep that Obedience ſtil], 
Max. Is a Wife's loſs Wo 
(For her abuſe, much good may do his Grice, 
I'll make as bold with his Wife, if I can) © 
More than the fading of a few freſh Colours, 
More than a luſty Spring loſt ? | 
Aecius. No more, Maximus, | | 
To one that truly lives. Max. Why chen ! care nor, - 
I can live well enough, Azcius.... 
For look you, Friend, for Virtue, and thoſe Trifles, 
They may be bought, they fay.. 
Aecius, He's craz'd a little, 
His Grief has made him talk things from his Nature. 
Max. But Chaſtity is not a thing, I take it, 
To get in Rome, "unleſs it be beſf 1 
A hundred Vear before; is it 2 7 | 
Bye Lady, and well handled too Uth? breeding. 
Ver "Rh Will ye go any way? $5 
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Max. I'll tell thee, Friend, 209955 Dat 
' . Tf my Wife for all this ſhould ak We nas, 7 In 
A kind of kicker out of Sheets, twould vex me, | At 
For I'm nat angry yet; the Emperor In 1 
Is young and handſome, and the Woman Fleſh, 4 
And may not theſe tuo couple aide bare, If 
Aecius. Alas, my noble Frnd 1 12 
Max: Alas not me, EH 
I am not wretched, for Niel 00 Man jb A 
But he that makes himſelf fac: * 1 
Accius. Will ye walk yet? 0 
Max. , Comes > CAME, ſhe dare noe die, Friend, thats th 
| trut 0 ts. 
She knows the inticing Ywoets and Neliezcies: 
Of a young Prince's pleaſures, and I thank har | B 
She's. made a way for Maximus to riſe by: A 
Will't not become me bravely ? Why do you dine E 


She wept, and ſaid ſhe-was Ravin d 2 4 it here . 

And PII diſcover to uu]. 
Atcing NT : {i 0550 of Zeal & vt . \ 

Marx. She knows ha 

I love no. bitten Fleſh, ada out of that hone oy 

She might be from me, ſhe contriv'd this 6 Knarery 22 ( 

Was it not monſtrous, Friend? 
Aecius. Does he but ſeem ſo, | 

Or is he mad indeed? ele grim | | 775 
Max. O Gods, my Heart! 0 ib G | 
Aeccius. Would it on fairly bre. 7 
Max. Methinks Pm W wilder Fg Iy 8 

And yet I thank the Gods I know my Duty. ; 


Enter Claudia, 


Clan. Nay ye may Tpare phe Ti Tears; ſhe's wy ſhe is 
Max. Why ſo it ſhoul How ?.. 
Clau, When firſt ſhe enter'd | 

Into her Houſe, after a world of weeping, 

(18) And bluſhing like the N that we ſaw her; 1 


of 18) And Buſhing like the Sun-ſet, as we "ſee erg 6 The latins Part 
of this Line ſeems a meer Fill- ier but, I believe, was à noble Senti- 
ment in the Original, which I hope is now reſtored, Lucina _ 


S 2 @ 


is of ſmall Conſequence whether we read as or t. 
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Dare I, faid ſhe, defile this Houſe with Nr who 
In which his noble Family has flouriſh'd? - 7 
At which ſhe fell, and ſtir?d no more; we rub'd her. 1 
Max. No more of that; be Sr Nor my Aecius, 
' F Exit Claudia. 
If thou wilt do me «:plcafers weep a Venle;! li urn 601 
] am ſo parch'd I cannot: Your Example 
Has brought the Rain down now: Now — me, ran. 
And as we walk together, let's 2 7 nm n ba 
I may not fall from Faith, - - | odT 
Aicius. That's nobly ſpo ken. 971 
Max. Was I not wild, Accius? FWO, ii Ban 
Accius. Somewhat trouble. 0 
Max. I felt no Sorrow then: Now PII go ah ye, 
Bur do not name the Woman: Fye, what Fool 
Am I to weep thus? Gods, Lucina, take thee, a 
For thou wert ev'n the beſt, and worthieſt Lady. 
Asrius. Good Sir, no more, I ſhall he melted with. ic, 
Max. I've done, and good Sir dene a 
Would there were Wars now. © 
Atcius, Settle your Thoughts, come. n 
Max. So I have now, Friend, 4 4 89 J 
Of my deep Lamentations here's an n end. [Exeant. 


Enter Pontius,  Phidias, and we” | k 


Phi. By my Faith, Captain Pontius, beſides pi ty 

Of your fall'n Fortunes, what to ſay I know wc 

For 'tis too true the Emperor deſires not, 130 

But my beſt Maſter, any Soldier near him. | 
Are. And when he underſtands, he caſt your Fortunes 

For Diſobedience, how can we incline him | 

(That are but under Perſons to his F avours) 

To any fair Opinion? Can ye Sing? 1120 
Pon. Not to pleaſe him, Aretus, for my Sobge 8 

Go not to the Lute, or Viol, but to th? 1 | 


by led eenidncy ink | ame woah te fon all its 


ae « If the, old Reading may be thought to give this Idea, 
and the Reader thinks he could have collected it from 10 without the 
Change, I am willing to ſubmit; ſo that the true Senſe be retain'd, it 


My ; 


* 
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My Tune kept on a Target, and my Subject 
The well- ſtruck Wounds of Men, not Love, or Women 


Phi. And thoſe he underſtands; not. 
Pon. He ſhould, Pbidias. 


Are. Could you not leave this killing way 4 like? " ae 


You muſt, if here you'd plant yourſelf, and rather 
Learn as we do, to like what thoſe affect 0 
That are above us: Wear their Actions 
And think they keep us warm too: What they has, 
Though oftentimes they ſpeak a little — 
Not ſtay to conſtrue, but prepare to execute, 
And think however the end en oe nen 
Cannot run empty-handed. | 

Phi. Can ye flatter, 2 gpoght a 
And if it —_ put to you, lie « little 2; 

Pon. Yes, it it be a Living. 

Are. That's well ſaid then, 


Fon. But muſt theſe Lies and Flatterie be beliy', | 


then? 
_ Phi. Oh yes, by any means. 
Pon. By any means then, 


3 lie, ner flatter. n or l 


Are. You muſt ſwear too? 
If ye be there. | 
Pon. I can ſwear, if they move me. 
Phi. Cannot ye forſwear to. 
Pon. The Court for ever, 
If it be grown ſo wicked. 

Are. Lou ſhould procure a little too. 

Pon. What's that? | 
Mens honeſt ſayings for my Truth? 25 

Are. Oh no, Sir: 

But Womens honeſt Actions ar your trial 

Pon. Do you do all theſe N P 

Phi. Do you not like em? 

Pon. Do ye ask me ſeriouſly, or trifle with me? 
| 1 am not ſo low yet, to be your Mirth, _ 
Are. You do miſtake us, Captain, for ſincerely, 
We ask you how you like em? 

Fon. Then ſincerely 


— 


2 — s reren nen 


d, 


] 
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] tell ye I abhor *em : They are ill ways, | 
And { will ſtarve before I fall into m. 
The doers of em Wretches, their baſe hungerts 
Cares not whoſe Bread they eat, nor how r get it. 
Are. What then, Sir? 
Pon. If you profeſs this Wickedneſß, lied an 
Becauſe ye have been Soldiers, and born Arms, I. 
The Servants of the brave Azcius, | 
And by him put to tt! Emperor, give me leave, 
Or I mult take it elſe, to ſay ye're Villains 
For all your Golden Coats, debauſh'd, baſe Villaing | 
Yet I do wear a Sword to tell ye fo. 2175 
Is this the way you mark out for a Soldier, 
A Man that has commanded for the Empire, 
And born the Reputation of a Man ? | 
Are there not lazy things enough call'd Fools nd Comards, 
And poor enough to be preferr'd for Pandars, 
But wanting Soldiers muſt be Knaves too ? ha: 
This the trim courſe of Life: Were not ye born Bawds, 
And fo inherit but your Rights? I am poor, 
And may expect · a worſe ; yet digging, pruning, 
Mending of broken Ways, carrying of Water, 
Planting of Worts, and Onions; any thing 
That's honeſt and a Man's, Pll rather chuſe; 
Ay, and live better on it, which is juſter, 
Drink my well-gotten Water with more Pleaſure, 
When my Endeavour's done, and Wages paid me, 
Than you do Wine, eat my courſe Bread not curſt, 
And mend upon't, {Your Diets are Diſeaſes) — * 
And ſleep as ſoundly, when my Labour bids me, 
As any forward Pandar of ye all, | 
And riſe a great deal honeſter; my Garments; 
Though not as yours, the ſoft fins of the Empire, 
Yet may be warm, and keep the biting Wind out, 
When every ſingle Breath of poor Opinion 
Finds you through all your Velvets. 
Are. You have hit it, =” 
Nor are we thoſe we ſeem; the Lord Aecius | 
Put us good Men to th' Emperor, ſo we have ſerv'd him, 
Though much neglected for it: So dare be ſtill; _ 
Vo I. IV. X Your 
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Your Curſes are not ours: We've ſeen your Fortune, 
But yet know no way to redeem. it: Means, 
Such as we have, ye ſhall not want, brave Pontius, 
But- pray be temperate, if we can wipe out 
The way of your Offences, we are yours, Sir 
And you ſhall live at Court an honeft Man too. 
Phi. That little Meat and Means we have, we'll ſhare it, 
Fear not to be as we are; what we told ye, 
Were but meer trials of your Truth: Vou' re worthy, 
And ſo we'll ever hold ye; fuffer better, S 
And then ye are a right Man, Pontius ; 
If my good Maſter be not ever angry, 
Ye ſhall command again. 
Pon. L have found two good Men: 
Uſe my Life, 


For itis yours, and alt I have to than ye. FExemt, 
r N en 
Bur Maximus. 


Mas. There's no way elſe to doit, be muſk die, 
This Friend muſt die, this Soul of Maximus, 
Without whom I am nothing but, wy aum. 
This perfectneſs that keeps me from Opinion, 

Muſt die, or I muſt live thus branded ever: 

A hard choice, and 2 fatal; Gods ye have given me 
A way to credit, but the Ground: to go on, 

Ye _ levell'd with that precious; Life love moſt, * 
Yet I muſt on, and through; for if I offer | 
To take my way without him, like a Sea 

He bears his high Command, *twixt me and Vengeance, 
And in my own- Road finks me. He is honeſt, 
Of a moſt, conſtant Loyalty to Ceſar, 

And when he ſhall but doubt, I dare attempt him, 
But make a queſtion of his Ill, but ſay FL 
What is a Cæſar, that he dare do this, 


(19) Dead-ſure he cuts-me off: Ascius dies, 


1 Dead fore he cuts meoff : — ] I read Dead. ſure with a Hyphen, 
Or 


9 5 it the common Expreſſion, Hs ſure as Death. 
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Or I have loſt myſelf : Why: ſhould I kill him? 
Why ſhould I kill myſelf? for tis my killing. 
Aicius is my Root, and wither him 
Like a decaying Branch, I fall to nothing. 
Is he not more to me, than Wife; than Ceſar 
Though I had now my ſafe Revenge upon him: 
(20) Is he not more than Rumour, and his Friendſhip 
Sweeter than th“ love of Women? What is Honour 
We all ſo ſtrangely are bewitch'd withal ? | 
Can it relieve me if I want? he has 
Can Honour, *twixt the incenſed Prince, and Envy, 
Bear up the Lives of worthy Men? he has; 
Can Honour pull the Wings of fearful Cowards, 
And make em turn again like Tigers? he has, 
And I have liv'd' to fee this, and preſerv'd fo ; 
Why ſhould this empty word incite me then 
To what is ll, and cruel ? let her periſh: 
A Friend is more than all the World, than Honour ; 
She is a Woman, and her Loſs the leſs, 4b. 
And with her go my Griefs: But hark ye, Maximus, 
Was ſhe not yours? Did ſhe not die, to tell ye 
She was a Raviſh'd Woman? Did not Juſtice 
Nobly begin with her, that not deſerv d it; 
And ſhall he live that did it? Stay a little, 
Can this Abuſe die here? Shall not Mens Tongues 
Diſpute it afterward, and fay I gave 
( Affecting dull Obedience, and tame Duty, 
« And led away with fondneſs of a Friendſhip) 
The only Virtue of the World to Slander ? 
Is not this certain, was not ſhe a chaſte one; 


* | (20) I he not more than Rumour,—— ] Mr: Theobald and 
Mr. Symp/on both ſuſpe& the Word Rumour, and think that Honour 
was probably the Original. But as Honour, in this Place, muſt fignify 

exactly the ſame with Ramour, the Poets ſeem to have judici | 
aſcertained the true Meaning of what follows, by ufing Ramour here. 
As our Poets muſt os Kos had in'view Fa/faf's comick Cate - 
chiſm concerning Honogr, ſo they ſeem to have imitated the Sublimi 
of a Paſſage in Ciceros Philippics, where the Satire againſt Aug, 

exaggerated by Queſtion and Anſwer in hke manner. They were 
not, therefore, deterred from a beautiful Turn of Oratory, meorly be- 

en, WW Cauſe it had been before uſed in Burleſque; | 


Or Xs - And 
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And ſuch a one, that no compare dwelt with her, 
One of fo ſweet a Virtue, that Azcins, 

Ev'n he himſelf, this Friend that holds me from it, 
Out of his worthy Love to me, and Juſtice, 
Had it not been on Cæſar, he'd reveng'd her? 
* Heavy” n he told me ſo; what ſhall I do then? 


Enter a Servant. 


Can other Men affect i it, and 1 cold A 
I fear he muſt not live. 
Serv. My Lord, the General 
Is come to feck ye. 
Max. Go, intreat him enter: 

O brave Aicius, I could wiſh thee now 
As far from Friendſhip to me, as from Fears, : 
That I might cut thee off, like that I weigh'd not. 
Is there no way without him, to come near it ? 
For out of honeſty he muſt deſtroy me 
If I attempt it ; he muſt die as others, 

And I muſt loſe him; *tis neceſſity, 

Only the time, and means is all the difference gi. 
But yet I would not make a Murther of him, 
Take him directly for my doubts ; he ſhall die, 
I've found a way to do it, and a af one; 

It ſhall be Honour to him too: I know not 
What to determine certain, I'm fo troubled, 

And ſuch a deal of Conſcience preſſes me; 
Would I were dead 5 


Enter Accius. i 
Atcius. You run away well; 
How got you from me, Friend ? 
Max. That that leads mad Men ; 
A ſtrong Imagination made me wander, 
Aecius. I thought ye'd been more ſettled, 
Max. I am well, 


Bur you mult give me leave a little ſometimes | 
:Þ o have a buzzing in my Brain. 


Accius. (Ye're dangerous, [ Aſide. 
But Pl] prevent it if I can.) Ye told me 3 Z 
. | | % cu? 


; 


le, 
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You'd go to th' Army. 
Max. Why, to have my Throat cut, 
Muſt he not be the braveſt Man, Accius, 
That ſtrikes me firſt ? 
Accius, You promis'd me a Freedom 
From all theſe Thoughts, and why ſhould any ſtrike you? 
Max. I am an Enemy, a wicked one, 8 
Worſe than the Foes of Rome, I am a Coward, 
A Cuckold, and a Coward, chat s two cauſes 
Why every one ſhould beat me. 
Aecius. Ve are neither; 
And durſt another tell me ſo, he dy'd for'e t. 
For thus far on mine Honour, I'll aſſure you | 
No Man more lov'd than you, and (21) for your Valour, 
And what elſe may be fair; no Man more follow'd. 
Max. A doughty Man indeed: But that's all one, 
The Emperor, nor all the Princes living 
Shall find a flaw in my Coat; I have ſuffer'd, 
And can yet; let them find Inflictions, _ 
II! find a Body for *em, or Pl! break it. 


T is not a Wife can thruſt me out; ſome look'd for't, 


But let em look till they are blind with looking, 
They are but Fools ; oo there is Anger in me, 
That I would fain diſperſe, and now [ think on't, 
You told me, Friend, the Provinces are ſtirring, | 
We ſhall have ſport I hope then, and what's dangerous , 
A Battel ſhall beat from me. 

Accius. Why do ye eye me 


| With ſuch a ſettled look? 


Max. Pray tell me this, | 
Do we not love extremely ? I love you . 
Accius. If T ſhould ſay I lov d not you as truly, 
I ſhould do that I never durſt do, lie. 
Max. If I ſhould die, would i it not 5 at you. mach FE 
Aecius, Withow al dec. Hf 


(21) — for your WW | e | 
And what ye may be, fair; 20 10 more Fallin, J This 

does not ſeem. intelligible, but the ya nge of a Monoſy!lable will give 

a Senſe agreeable to the Context. For your J ours and whatever, elſe 


i fair or prarſe* worthy, mo Man is mare follow. 


X 3 Max. 


wh 
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Max. And could you live without me? 
Accius. It would much trouble me to live wkhout ve. ye, 

Dur Loves, and loving Souls have been ſo us d | 

But to one Hoyſhold in us: But to die 
Becauſe I could not make you live, were Woman, 
Far much too weak; were it to ſave your Worth, 
Or to redeem your Name from rooting out, 
To quit you bravely fighting from the Foe, | 
Or fetch ye off, where Honour had ingag'd ye, 
I ought, and would die for ye. | 
Max. Truly ſpoken, 
W hat Beaſt but I, that muſt, could hurt this Man now ? 
Would he had rants me, I would have paid him, 
I would have taught him ſuch a Trick, his Eunuchs 
Nor all his black-ey'd Boys eier dreamt of yet; 
By all the Gods I'm mad now; now were Ceſar 
Within my reach, and on his glorious 
The Pile of all the World, he went to nothing 5 
The Deſtinies, nor all the Dames of Hell, 
Were I once grapl'd: with him, ſhould relieve him, 
No not the hope of Mankind more; all periſhed ; 
But this is Words, and Weakneſs. [Aſide 
Aecius. Ye look ſtrangely. * 
Max. I look but as I am, I am a Stranger, 
Atcius, To me? 
Max. To every one, I am no Koons 
Nor what I atn do I know. 
2 Then Pl! leave ye. 
Max. I find I am beſt fo, if ye meet Maximus 
Pray bid him be an honeſt Man for my ſake, 


You may do much upon him; for his Shadow, 
Let me alone. 


Atcius. Ye were VA wont to talk thus, | 
And to your Friend; ye have ſome Danger in you, 
That willingly would run to Action. 


Take heed, by all our love take heed, 
Max. I, Danger? 


-b willing to do any thing? I dig ? 
Has not my Wife been dead two Days already ? 
Are not my Mowrnings by this time a Fair 


Are 


B ·ůhh 


Ws 
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Are not her Sins diſpers'd to other Women, 

(22) And many a one een raviſh'd to relieve her? 

Have I ſhed Tears theſe twelve Hours? ; 
Aecius. Now ye weep. 813705. 5-940 

Max. Some lazy Drops that ſtay*d behind, 
Aztins, III tell ye, 2 

And I muſt tell ye Truth, were it not hazard, 

And almoſt certain Loſs of all the Empire, 

(23) I would whine with ye: Were it any Man's 

But his Life, that is Life of us, he loſt i 

For doing of this Miſchief : I would take it, 

And to your reſt give ye a brave Revenge: 

But as the Rule now ſtands, and as he rules, 

And as the Nations hold in Diſobedience, 

One Pillar failing, all muſt fall; I dare not: 

Nor is it juſt you ſhould be ſuffer d in it, 

Therefore again take heed : On foreign Foes 

We are our own Revengers, but at Home 

(24) On Princes that are Eminent and ours, 

"Tis fit the Gods ſhould judge em: Be not raſh, 

Nor let your angry Steel cut thole 8 not; 

For by this fatal Blow, if ye dare ſtrike it, 

As I ſee great Aims in ye, thoſe unborn yet, 

And thoſe to come, of them and theſe ſucceeding, . 
| Shall bleed the Wrath of Maximus: For me, 

As ye now bear yourſelf, I am your Friend ſtill, 

If ye fall off I will not Aatter ye; _ 

And in my Hands, were ye my Soul, you periſh'd: 

Once more be careful, ſtand, and ſtill be worthy, . | 


\ 


(22) And many one raviid] Former Editions. 
(23) 1 would win with ye: | The firſt Folio reads quyne, and the 
changes it to join, and the Oftavo into ix. 75 is good 
Senſe, but ci being nearer the Trace of the old Reading, and 
you Senſe, ſeems the true Word. Por to whine, or participate 
with him in the ſame Paſſion of Grief, implies 4 Deſign of joining 
with him in the ſame Revenge. LN 
(24) On Princes that are Eniuent #hd burs, © 
'Tis fit the Gods ſhould jullge us:] The Doctrine of Paſſive 
Obedience to Princes, ſo much encourag'd by King Famty the Firſt, 
and which is A#ci«s's chief Heroiſm in this Play, evidently requires 
the flight Change I have here made. | minha... ; 
2 3 „ | II 


— — 


j 
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I'll leave ye for this Hour. [Exit 
Max. Pray do. Tis done: 


And Friendſhip, fince thou canſt not hold i in Dangers, 
Give me a certain Rin, 1 So an Fang 1 it. [Exit, 


AG TV. -'8:C-E No Biol, 
Enter Emperor, Licinius, Chilax, and Balbus, 
Emp. EAD? 
Chi. So *tis thought, Sir. 
Emp. How? 
Lic. Grief, and Diſgrace, 
As People ay. 


Emp. No more, I have too much on't, 
Too much by you, you whetters of my Follies, 
Ye Angel formers of my Sins, but Devils: 
Where 1s your cunning now ? You would work r | 
There was no Chaſtity above your Practice, 
You'd undertake to make her love her Wron 
And doat upon her Rape: Mark what I — 17 


If ſhe be dead 
_ Alas, Sir ! 
Emp. Hang ye Raſcals, 2 
Te blaſters of my Youth, if ſhe be gone, 
*T were better ye had been your Fathers Camels, - 


(25) Ground under daily weights, of Wood and Water— 
(Am I not Ceſar ? © 


Lic. Mighty, and our Maker.) 


(25) Ground under daily tights of Wood and Water. 1 Mr. Symp/or 


thinks that we ſhould read groan'g , which I cannot admit, as to be 


. ground under a Weight is ſtronger and more poetical than barely f 
groan under it. But in the Beginning of the third Act he has made 
the ſame Change, and I believe he is She | 

— or ſuch à One 


That had an n Hasband * be . 
And A fo £47 n 


He reads, en: 0 
foe 383 to get it. 
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| Emp. Than thus have given my Fan to en 
Look ſhe be living, Slaves. | 
Lic. We are no Gods, Sir, „ 4 
If ſhe be dead, to make her new again. | 
Emp. She cannot die, ſhe muſt not die; are thoſe _ 
plant my Love upon but common 38 | 
Their Hours, as others, told em? Can they be Aſhes?» 
Why do ye flatter a Belief into me 
That I am all chat is, The World's my . 
« The Trees bring forth their Fruits when I fay Summers 
The Wind, that knows no limit but his wildneſs, 
« At my Command moves not a Leaf; the Sea 
« With his proud Mountain Waters envying Heav'n, 
« (26) When I ſay, ///, runs into chriſtal Mirrors? 
Can I do this and ſhe die? Why ye Bubbles 
That with my leaſt Breath break, no Op We ag) 
Ye Moths that fly about my. F lame and riſh, 
Ye golden Canker-worms, that cat my | onours, 
Living no longer than my Spring of Favour: 
Why do ye make me God that can do nothing? 
Is ſhe not dead ? , P 
Chi. All Women are not with her. | | | 1405 
Emp. A common Whore ſerves you, and far above 5 ye, = 
The Pleaſures of a Body lam'd with Lendpeh., 4 | | | 
A meer perpetual Motion makes ye happy: = 
Am Ja Man to traffick with Diſeaſes? = 
Can any but a Chaſtity ſerve Cæſar? 
And ſuch a one the Gods would kneel to pu urchaſe ? 
You think, becauſe you've bred me up to leaſures, 
And almoſt run me over all the rare ones, 
Your Wives will ſerve the turn: I care not for S 
Your Wives are Fencers Whores, and ſhall be Footmens. 
Though ſometimes my nice Will, or rather Auger 
Have made ye Cuckolds for variety; 
T would not have ye hope, nor dream, ye pour * 
Always fo great a Bleſſing from me; go 
Get your own Infamy hereafter, Raſcalss 
Ve done too nob]y for ye, ye enjoy 


„ 


(26) Thee 1 ſay, fill, run into chriflal Mirrors] Fowler ditions. _ 
| 1 Each hh 


Ss 


2 330 The Travedy of Valentinian. 7 
Each one an Heir, the royal Seed of Czar, 


And I may curſe ye for't ; your wanton Gennets, 


That are fo Proud, the Wind gets em wich Fillies; 
Taught me this foul Intemperance : Thou 
Haſt ſuch a Mſeſſalina, fuch a Lais, 


The Sweat of fifty Men a 4 4 not 
Lic. Your Grace but jeſts, I hope. 
Emp. *Tis Oracle. 5 

The Sins of other Women = by hers 

She off like Sanctities: Thine's a Fool, Chilax, 

Yet ſhe can tell to twenty, and all Lovers, 

And all lien with her too, and all as ſhe is, 

Rotten and ready for an Hoſpital. 

Yours is a holy Whore, Friend Balbas. 

Bal. Well, Sir: 


hing. 


Emp. One that can pray away the Sins ſhe ſuffers, 


But not the Puniſhments : She's had ten Baſtards, 
Five of em now are Lictors, yet ſhe prays; 


She's been the Song of Rome, and common Pa/quil ? 


Since I durſt ſee a Wench, ſhe was Camp Miſtreſs, 
And muſter d all the Cohorts, paid em too, | 
They have it yet to ſhew, and yet ſhe prays.; 

She's now to enter old Men that are Children, 

And have forgot their Rudiments: Am I 

Left for theſe wither*d Vices ? And but one, 


| Enter Proculus. 
Emp. Slaves. | 

Lic. Good Proculus. | 

Pro: By Heav'n you ſhall not ſee it, 

It may concern the Empire. 


Emp. Ha! What ſaid'ſt thou? 


Litinins, | 
'The Backs of Bulls cannot content, nor Stallions, 


JJ... TT 


Is 


> O=—= 
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; ſhe not deddꝰ 
Pro. Not any one I know, $6. 3 
come to bring your Grace a Letter, here 
Scatter d belike Pth* Court: Tis ſens to > Maximus, 
And bearing Danger 1n it. h 
Emp. Danger ? Where? 
Double our Guard. 4 | 
Pro. Nay no where, but th* 15 | 
Emp. What an afflifted Conſcience do I live wh” 
And what a Beaſt I'm grown? I had forgotten 
To ask Heav'n Mercy for my Fault, and Was now 
Ev'n raviſhing again her Memory. - 
I find there muſt be Danger in this Deed : 
Why do I ſtand diſputing then, and whining 
For what is not the Gods to give? they cannot, 
Though they would link their Powers in one, do miſchief. 
This Letter may betray me; get ye gone; [Exeunt. 
And wait me in the Garden, guard the Houſe well, 
And keep this from the Empreſs. The Name Maximus . 
Runs through me like a Fever; this may be 
Some private Letter upon private Buſineſs, 
Nothing concerning me: Why ſhould I open*t? 
I've done him Wrong enough already; yet „ | 
It may concern me too, the Time fo tells me; Frag = 
The wicked Deed I've done, affures me tis ſo. 1 
Be what it will, PU fee it, if that be not ; 
Part of my Fears, among my other Sins, | 
u purge it out in Prayers: Ig 
How? What's this? | Lea read. 
Lord Maximus, you love Acius, 
* And are his noble Friend too; bid him be leſs, 
„ mean leſs with the People, Times are dangerous: 
„The Army's his; the Emperor in Doubts 
* And as ſome will not ſtick to ſay, declining; _ 
% You ſtand a conſtant Man in either Fortunes; 
* Perſwade him, he is loſt elſe : Though Ambition 
* Be the laſt Sin he touches at, or never; | 
et what the People mad with loving him, 
And as they willingly deſire another, 


: 66 * May tempt him too, or rather force his Goodneſs, 15 
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Is to be doubted mainly: He is all, 3 4 
* (As he ſtands now) but the meer Name of Cæſar, 
* And ſhould the Emperor inforce him lefler, © 
« Not coming from himſelf, it were more dangerous: 
* He's Honeſt, and will hear you: Doubts are ſcatter 
« And almoſt come to growth in every Houſhold : 
« Yet in my fooliſh Judgment, were this maſter d; 
« The People that are now but Rage, and his, 
«<< Might be again Obedience: You ſhall: know me 
„When Rome is fair again; till when I love you.“ 
No Name ! This may be cunning, yet it ſeems not; 
(27) For there is nothing in it but is certain. { 
* Beſides my Safety Had not good Germanicus, 

That was as Loyal, and as ſtraight as he is, 
If not prevented by Tiberius, | | 


Been by the Soldiers forc'd their Emperor ? 5 
He had, and tis my Wiſdom to remember it. - 
And was not Corbulo, even that Gorbulo, | 3 


That ever Fortunate and living Roman, 
That broke the Heart Strings of the Parthians, 
And brought Arſaſes line upon their Knees, * 
Chain'd to the Awe of Rome; cauſe he was thought 
(And but in Wine once) fit to make a Cæſar, | 
Cut off by Nero? I muſt ſeek my Safety: 
For tis the fame again, if not beyond it: Ts WM 
I know the Soldier loves him more than Heav'n, 
And will adventure all his Gods to raiſe him; 
Me he hates more than Peace : What this may breed, 
If dull Security and Confidence \ | 
Let him grow up, a Fool may find, and laugh at. 
But why Lord Maximus, I injur'd ſo, | 
Should be the Man to counſel him, I know not; 
| More than he's been my Friend, and lov'd Allegiance: 
What now he is I fear, for his Abuſes N 
Without the People dare draw Blood. Who waits there? 


(27) For there is nothing in it but is certain, * 
Bede my Safety.) As this has been hitherto pointed it is ab- 
* ſolutely inco: ſiſtent with the Context, which evidently requires the 
Change now made. E 1 


A\ 
* 


Euler 


Enter a Servant. 
Servant. Your Grace. 4 
Emp. Call Phidias and Aretus hither : | 
pl find a Day for him too; times are dangerous 
The Army his, the Emperor in doubts: 
I find it is too true; did he not tell me 
(28) As if he had. intent to make me odious, 2 
And to my Face; and by a way of Terror, TRY 
W hat Vices I was grounded in, and almoſt 
Proclaim'd the Soldiers hate againſt me? Is not 
The ſacred Name and Dignity of Ceſar + 
(Were this Azcius more than Man) ſufficient 
To ſhake off all his Honeſty ? He's dangerous 
Though he be good, and though a Friend, a fear d one, 
And ſuch I muſt not fleep by: Are they come yet? 
do believe this Fellow, and I thank him; N 
'Twas time to look about, if I muſt per in,, 
Yet ſhall my Fears go foremoſ. 
Euter Phidias and Aretus. 
Phi. Life to Cæſar. „ 
Emp. Is Lord Aocius waiting? 
Phi, Not this Morning 
I rather think he's with the Army. 
Emp. Army? PR 
I do not like that Army: Go unto him, 
And bid him ſtraight attend me, and do ye hear, 
Come private without any; I have Buſineſs 
Only for him. + | 
Phi. Your Grace's Pleaſure. | 2 [ Exit Phidias. 
What Soldier is that ſame, J have ſeen him often, 
That keeps you Company, Avretus ? | 
Are. Me, Sir? e 
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| 


. (28) 1. 4 Fg he _ intent to make me as, 

2. And to my Face; and by a ay of Terror,] Here a margi- 
nal Direction how to place the Lines has a Ark into the Text, 
and continued through all the three Editions. Mr, Theobald and 

Mr. Symfſen concurr'd with me in obſerving this. 5 


Emp. 
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Emp. A y, you Sir. 
Are. One they call Pb, 
An' t pleaſe your Grace. 
Emp. A Captain? 
Are. Yes, he was 1 
But ſpeaking ſomething roighty in ki Want, 
Eſpecially of Wars, the noble General 
Out of a ſtrict Allegiance caſt his Fortunes. 
Emp. Fas been a valiant Fellow, | 
Are. So he's wy PMs _ | 4 5 
Emp. Alas, the Ge m have pardon” ollies 
Soldiers will talk ſometimes. 8 
Are. I'm glad of this. 


Emp, He wants Preferment, as I take it. 


Are. Yes, Sir: | | T 
And for that noble Grace his Life thall ſerve. | 

Emp, I have a Service for him: FRI Is 

I ſhame a Soldier ſhould een 217 25 d 


J like the Man, Aretus. 
Are. Gods protect ye. 

' Emp. Bid him repair to Proculus, and there 
He ſhall receive the Buſineſs, and Reward for't : 
I'll fee him ſettled too, and as a Soldier; 
(29) We ſhall want ſuch, 
Are. The Sweets of Heav'n ſtill crown ye. [ Exit, 
Emp. I have a fearful Darkneſs in my Soul, 

And 'till I be deliver'd, till am dying. [ Exit. 


. 


Enter M aximas alone. 


Max. My way has taken: All the Court's in Guatd, 
And Buſineſs every where ; and every Corner 


Full of ſtrange Whiſpers : tam leaſt | in * 


(29) We all want ſuch. 
The Sweets of Haun till crown ye, 
1 have à fearful Darkneſs &c.] It is e that the middle 
Ling belon to Aretus, tho' made a Continuation of the Emperor's 
peech in t , old Folio and Octavo. The ſecond Folio, Mr. 7 obald 
— Mr. Synp/on 882 with me in the Correction. Bur 
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Enter Accius and Phidias. 


And ſo ru keep myſelf. Here comes Acius, 
I ſee the Bait is ſwallow'd: If he be loſt 
He is my Martyr, and my way ſtands open, 
And Honour on thy Head his Blood is reckon'd. 
Aicius, Why how now Friend, what ' make ye here 
unarm'd ? | 
Are ye tyrn'd Merchant? 
Max. By your fair perſwaſions, 
And ſuch a Merchant trafficks without e 5 
I have forgotten all, Acius, 
And which is more, forgiven. 
Aecius. Now I love ye, 
Truly I do, ye are a warthy Remi 
Max. The fair yo as of my Prince to me 
Is more than Sacrifice of Blood and Vengeance; 
No Eyes ſhall weep her Ruins, but mine on. 
* — ye take more Love from me: Virtuom 
PFrien 
E 
y in me y' are poor, 
Only in being yours: "Bat / Bur why your Ms 
Have ye been hurt, Acivs 
| Ale. Bruis'd a little; 
My Horſe fell with me, Friend; which till anten 
I never knew him do. 
Max. Pray Gods it bode well; 
And now I think on't better, ye ſhall back, 
Let my Perſwaſions rule ye. Js. 
ximus ? 


erin. Back ! why, | 
The Emperor commands me come.. 
Max. I like not Ne 


At this Time his Command. 
Aecius, I do at all Funes, 
And all Times will obey it, why not now then? 
May, I'll tell ye why, and as 1 have been govern'd,, 
Be you fo, noble Friend: The Court's in Guard, 
Arm'd ſtrongly, for what Purpoſe, let me. fear; 
I do not like your going. | 


Acius, 
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Accius. Were it Fire 
And that Fire certain to — this Body, ; | 
It Cæſar ſent, I would go; never fear Man, ih Ot, 
If he take me, he takes his Arms away. 1 Set 
I am too plain and true to be ſuſpected. 
Max. Then T have dealt i. 
Aecius. If the Emperor, 
Becauſe he meerly may, will have my Lit, 0 
That's all he has to work on, and all ſhall have: 
Let him, he loves me better: Here I wither, | 
And happily may live, *cill ignorantly 
I run into a Fault worth Death : Nay more, Diſhonour, 
Now all my Sins, I dare ſay thoſe of Duty 
Are printed here, and if I fall ſo happy, 
I bleſs the Grave I lye in, and the Gods 
Equal, as dying on the 18 
Muſt take me up a Sacrifice. | 8 
Max. Go on then, 3 9743 
And Pl! go with ye: | n 
Accius. No, ye may not, Friend. ' 
Max. He cannot be a Friend, bars me Artur; F265 
Shall I forſake ye in my doubts? 
Atcius, Ye muſt. _. | 
+ Max. I muſt not, nor I will not; - have I liv'd' 
Only to be a Carpet Friend for pleaſure ? ? 
I can endure a Death as well as Cato. 
Aecius. There is no Death nor Danger in my going, 
Nor none muſt go along. 
Max. I have a Sword too, ä 
And once I could have us'd it for my Friend. 
Aecius. I need no Sword, nor Friend in this, pray 
leave me; 
And as ye love me, do not over-love me; 
I am commanded none ſhall come: At Supper 
I'll meet ye, and we'll drink a Cup or two; 
Ve need good Wine, ye have been ſad: Farewel. 
Max. Farewel my noble Friend, let me embrace ye 
E'er ye depart ; it may be one A 
Shall never do the like again. 
Aecius. Ves often. 


ry | | Max. 


T 
T 
V 
B. 


— — 2 
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Max. Farewel, good dear Aicius. | | 
Acrius. Fareweel Maximus, F911 : 
Till Night: Indeed you doubt too much [Exit 
Max. I do not: | 

Go worthy Innocent, and 5 the nber 

Of Cæſar's fins ſo great, Heav'n may want nee. 

I'll hover hereabout to know what paſſes: 1 
And if he be fo dev'liſh to deſtroy the, 1 
In thy Blood ſhall begin his Tragedy. "655 e. a 


8 C RUN 11 ba 
Enter Proculus, and Pontius. 


Pro. Beſides this, if you do it, you enjoy © * 

The noble Name Patrician + More than that too, 

The Friend of Cæſar ye are ſtiPd : there's nothing, 

Wichin the hopes of Rome, or preſent being, 

But you may ſafely ſay 1s yours. A 
Pon, Pray ſtay, Sir; | 

What has AHércius done to be ceſtroy a? , | 

At leaſt d have a colour. 
Pro. Ye have e e | 

Nay all that may be given, he's a Traitor, | 

One, any Man would ſtrike that were a Subject. 
Pon. Is he fo foul ? | 
Pro. Yes, a moſt fearful Traitor: 58 5 
Pon. (A fearful Plague upon cher, for thou o lyeſt 5 


[4 de. 


Lever thought the Soldier would 0 him 
With his too much Affection. 

Pro. Ye have hit it, I 
They've brought him to Ambition. 

Pon. Then he is gone. 

Pro. The Emperor, out of a fooliſh pity, 
Would ſave him yet. | 

Pon. Is he ſo mad? 

Pro. He's madder ! 
Would go to th* Army to him. 

Pon. Would a ſo? i 5 

Pro. Ves, Pontius; but we conſider 

. po 
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Pon. Wiſely. 5 
Pro. How elſe, Man? — that the State les in it. 
Pon. And your Lives too. 59151 
Pro. And every Man' s. | 
Pon. He did me 

All the Diſgrace he could... 
Pro. And ſcurvily. 

(30) Out of a Miſchief meerly: Did you mark it? 
Pon. Ves, well enough. | 


Pro. Now ye have means to quit it 3 
The Deed done, take his Place. 2 
Pon. Pray let me think on't, 
»Tis ten to one I de it. e 
Pro. Do, and be happy. Exit Pm 
Pon. This Emperor 1 is made as GER * miſchief, 
Sure, Murder was his Mother: None to lop, _ 
But the main Link he had? Upon my Conſcience 
The Man is truly honeſt, and that kills him; 
For to live here, and ſtudy to be true, 
Is all one to be Traitors: Why ſhould he ted. 
' Have they not Slaves and Raſcals for their OF rings 
In full abundance ; Bawds more than Beaſts for ſlaughter! 
Have they not ſinging Whores enough, and -Knaves 100, 
And millions of ſuch Martyrs to fink Charon 
But = beſt Sons of Rome muſt fail too? I will ſhey 
im 
(Since he muſt die). a way to do it truly : 
And though he bears me hard, yet ſhall he = | 
I'm born to make him blels me for a Blow. (Ex, 


_ (30) Pon. Out of a Miſchief _ Did you mark: 4? 
Yes, well enough. 

Pro. Now ye have neun, to quit i ; ] Thus the firſt Folio ut 
Odavo have confounded the 8 — here. The fecond Folio {ar 
the Confuſion, and gives the Hemiſtic and the laſt Line to Proculu. 
I think che firſt Line is a Continuation of the former Speech of Pre 
culus, and that the Hemiſtic only belongs to e and have 6 


ictormed the Text. 
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8 C E N E Iv. 
Enter Phidias, Aretus and Aﬀcias. 


| Phi. Yet ye may *ſcape to th* Camp, we'll hazard mich 5 ye. 
Are. Loſe not your Life fo baſely, Sir: Ye arearm'd, 
And many when they ſee your horas and know why, 
Muſt follow. your Adventure. 
Aecius. Get ye from me: 
Is not the Doom 54. Cæſar on this Body, 
Do not I bear m its now ſent me? 
Am I not old "ua ever dying ? 
You think this Tenderneſs As Love you bring me, 
pro. Dis Treaſon, and the ſtrength of Diſobedience, 
ef, And if ye tempt me further, ye ſhall feel it: 
I ſeek the Camp for Safety, when my Death 
Ten times more glorious than my Life, and laſting 
Bids me be happy: Let the Fool fear dyiog, 
Or he that . a Woman for his Honour, 
Dreaming no other Life to come but Kiſſes ; 

_ Aecius is not now to learn to ſuffer : 145 
nter If ye dare ſhew a juſt Affection, kill me, | ; 
600 1 tay but thoſe that muſt : Why do ye weep 7 ? | 
| Am I ſo wretched to deſerve Mens Pities ? 4 
ſhey MW Go give your Tears to thoſe that loſe their Worths, 

Bewail their Miſeries, for me wear Garlands,  - | 
Drink Wine, and much; ſing Peans to my Praiſe, 

I am to triumph Friends, and more than Ce/ar, 

Eu. For Cæſar fears to die, I love to die. | 85 
Phi. O my dear Lord | 
Aecius. No more, go, go, I lays | 

As Shew me not ſigns of Sorrow, I deſerve oe; 

„ h Dare any Man lament, I ſhould die nobly ? 

oculu, Am I grown Old to have ſuch Enemies ? 

r When I am dead, ſpeak honourably of me, 


ave i That is, preſerve my Memory from dying; 
There if you needs muſt weep your ruin'd Maſter, 
A Tear or two will ſeem well : This 1 charge ye, 
(Becauſe ye ſay. you yet love Old Accius) 
See my poor Body burnt, and ſome to fing _ 
NE ö Y 2 About. 
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About my Pile what I've done and ſuffer'd, 
It Cæſar kill not that too: At your Banquets, 
When | am gone, if any chance to number 
'The Times that have been fad and dangerous, 
Say how I fell, and *tis ſufficient : | 
No more I ſay, he that laments my End 
By all the Gods diſhonours me; be gone 
And ſuddenly, and wiſely from my Dangers, 
My Death is catching elſe. 

Phi. We fear not dying: 5 
Accius. Yet fear a wilful Death, the juſt Gods hate it, 
I need no Company to that, that Children 
Dare do alone, and Slaves are proud fo purchaſe ; 

Live *till your Honeſties, as mine has done, 

Make this corrupted Age fick of your Virtues, 

Then die a Sacrifice, and then ye know 

The noble Uſe of dying well, and Roman. 
Are. And muſt we leave ye, Sir? 

Accius. We muſt all die, | | 
All leave ourſelves, it matters not, where, when, 
Nor how, ſo we die well: And can that Man that does ſo 
Need Lamentation for him? Children weep 1 * 
Becauſe they have offended, or for Fear, 

Women for want of Will, and Anger; is there 2 
In noble Man, that truly feels both poiſes 
Of Liſe and Death, ſo much of this wet Weakneſs, 
Jo drowa a glorious Death in Child and Woman? 
1 am aſham'd to ſee ye; yet ye move me, 
And were it not my Manhood would accuſe me, 

For covetous to live, I ſhould weep with ye. 

Phi. O we ſhall never ſee you more. 

Atcius. *Tis true; . 
Nor I the Miſeries that Rome ſhall ſuffer, 
Which is a benefit Life cannot reckon : + 
But what I have been, which is juſt and faithful; 
One that grew old for Rome, when Rome forgot him, 
And for he was an honeſt Man durſt die, 
Ve ſhall have daily with ye: Could that die too, 
And I return no Traffick of my Travels, 
No pay to have been Soldier, but this Silver, * ip 


$6 


No 


1 ama little. thirſty, not for fear, 


The Fragedy of Valentinian,” 
No Annals of Aecirs, but he liv'd, 


My Friends ye had cauſe to weep, and een 3 7 


The common Overflows of tender Women, 
And Children new-2orn crying, were too little 
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To ſhew me then moſt wretched : If Tears .muſt be, 


I ſhould in Juſtice weep *em, and for you, 
You are to live, and yet behold thoſe ien 


The dry and wither'd Bones of Death would bleed at: 


But ſooner, than I've time to think what muſt be,” 
I fear you'll find what ſhall be; if ye love me, 


Let that Word ſerve for all; be gone and leave mes” 


have ſome little: practice with my Soul, 

And then the ſharpeſt Sword is welcom' lt; go, 

Pray ye be gone, ye have obey'd me living, 1 

Be not for ſhame now ſtubborn; ſo I thank ye, 
And fare ye well, a better Fortune guide ye. 

[ Exeunt ae: and 


And yet it is a kind of fear, I ſay ſoz 

Is it to be a juſt Man now again, | 

And leave my Fleſh unthought of? *Tis departtd | 
] hear 'em come, who ſtrikes firſt? I ſtay for yo - 


Enter Balbus, Chilax, and Licinſus. 
Yet I will die a Soldier, my Sword drawn, 


* i 


Are. | 


But againſt none: Why do ye fear? Come forward. 


| Bal. You were a Soldier, Chilax. 

Chi. Yes, I muſter'd, 
But never ſaw the Enemy. 

Lic. He's drawn, 
By Heav*n I dare not do it. 

Aecius, Why do ye tremble ? WY 
am to die, come ye not now from Ceſar, | 
To that end, ſpeak ? Tt 


Bal. We do, and we muſt kill ve, | oy | 


'Tis Ceſar's. Will. 

Chi. 1 charge ye put your Sword up, 
That we may do it . 2 

Aelius. Ha, ha, ha. | 
WT Sword ” handſomly? where were yel bred? "7 


3 


* 7 
Y 
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Te! are the merrieſt Murderets, my Maſters, 
I ever met withal; come forward Fools, 


Why do ye ſtare? Upon mine Honour, Bawds, 
I will not ſtrike ye. 


Lic. I' not be firſt, 
Bal. Nor I. 
Chi. You'd beſt die quietly : The "RAD 8 An 
Sees how you bear yourſelf. 
Aecius; I would die, Raſcals, 
If you would kill me quietlj ). | Or 
Bal. Of Proculus, r | 


He promis'd us to bring a Captain hither, 
That has been us'd to Kill. 
Accius. I'll call the Guard, | 
* Unleſs you'}l kill me quickly, and proclaim - 
W hat beaſtly, baſe, and cowardly Companion. 1 
The Emperor has truſted with his Safety: 
* Nay VI! give out, ye fell of my fide, Villains, 
Strike home, ye bawdy Slaves. 
Cbi. By Heav'n hell kill us, 


I mark'd his Hand, he waits but time to reach us, | 
Now do you offer. 


Aeccius. If ye do mangle me, 
And Kill me not at two Blows, or at three, 


Or. not ſo ſtagger me, my Senſes fail me, 
Look to yourſelves, 


Chi. I told ye. 
Accins. Strike me manly, 
And take a thouſand Stro 15. 


; Enter Pontius. 


Bal. Here's Pontius. 256 
Pon, Not kill'd him yet? | 
Is this the Love ye bear the Emperor ? 5 
Nay then, I ſee ye are Traitors all, have at ye. 


[Lic. run apa). . 
Chi. Oh I am hurt! 
Bal. AndIamkilld, + [Excun Chi. and Bal. 


Pon. Die Bawds; 
As ye have liv'd and deni. 


Bs. Means, 
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Aicius, Wretched Fellow, 
What haſt thou done ? 
Pon. Kill'd them that durſt not Kill, 
And you are next. 63 | 
Atcius. Art thou not Pentivad 0 Lig 
Pon. I am the fame you caſt, Accs, 
And in the Face of all the Cainp difarac'd. | 
Atcius. Then ſo much nobler, as thou wort a Sold, A 
Shall my Death be: Is it Revenge Os e 
Or art thou hir'd to kill me? ; \ 
Pon. Both. - * N 
Accius. Then do it. 4 POT l 
Pon. Is that all? | : 207] 
Azcius. Yes. 
Pon. Would you not live 2 | T wönt © 
Accius. Why ſhould I, iir bail 
Ty thank thee for my Lie? ec MET oe bill 
Pon. Les, if I ſpare it. 51 
Aecius. Be not deceiv'd, I was not made t to  chank. 
For any Courteſie, but killing me, 
A Fellow of thy Fortune; do thy Dary, 
Pon. Do not you. fear mer | 
Aecius. No. 
Pon. Nor love me for it? 1 
Aecius. That's as thou doſt thy abel. t 
Pon. When you are dead, * 
Your Place is mine, Accius. 
Atcius, Now I tear thee, | 
And not alone thee Pontius, but the Empire 
Pon. Why, I can govern, Sir. 
Accius. I would thou could'ſt, 
And firſt thyſelf: Thou canſt fight well, and; 8 
Thou canſt eridure all Dangers, Heats, Colds, h 
Heav'n's angry Flaſhes are not ſuddener 
Than I have ſeen thee execute; nor more mortal; 
The winged Feet of flying Enemies 
P've ſtood and view'd ther mow away like nale. 
And ſtill kill the Killer: Were thy Mind 
But half ſo ſweet in Peace, as rough in Dangers, | 
I dy'd to leave a happy Ny" 8 
4 
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I dare not give thee fo much Vantage of me, 
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Againſt your Enemy? 
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Come rike, and be a General. 

Pon. Prepare then: 
And for I ſe: your Honour cannot leſſen, 
And *twere a ſhame for me to ſtrike a dead N 
Fight your ſhort Span out. 

Aecius. No, thou know'ſt I muſt not, 


As Diſobedience. 
Pon. Dare ye not defend ye, 


Aeccius. Not ſent from Cæſar, 
I have no Power to make ſuch Enemies; 
For as I am condemn'd, my naked Sword 
Stands but a Hatchment by me; only held 
To ſhew I was a Soldier. Had not Cæſar o 
Chain'd all Defence in this Doom. Let him die, 
Old as I am, and quench'd with Scars, and Sorrows,  . 
Yet would I make this wither'd Arm do I, 808 
And open in an Enemy ſuch Wounds 
Mercy. would weep te look on. 

Pon. Then have at ye, 


And look upon me, and be ſure ye fear not: ba. 


Remember who you are, and why you live, 
And what I have been to you: Cry not hold, 
Nor think it baſæ Injuſtice 1 ſhould kill * 


. Aecius, I am prepar'd for all. 


Pon. For now, Accius, . 
Thou ſhalt behold and find I was no Traitor, 


And as I do it, bleſs me; die as I do. I Pon. kills bimſelf. 


Aecius. Thou haſt deceiv'd me, e and 1 thank 
thee z . | 


By all my hopes in Heav'n, thou art a Roman. 


Pon. To ſhew you what)you ought to do, this is not; 
For ſlanders ſelf would ſhame to find you Coward, 
Or willing to out · live your Honeſty: 
But noble Sir, ye have been jealous of 3 
And held me in the Ranks of dangerous Perſons, 
And I muſt dying fay it was but Juſtice, . 
Ye. caft me from my Credit; yet believe me, 
For there is nothing now but Truth to ſave me, 1 
| 6 N n 
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And your Forgiveneſs, though ye held me hainous, 
And of a troubled Spirit, that like Fire 
Turns all to Flames it meets with, ye miſtook me; 
If I were Foe to any thing, twas Eaſe, -» „ 
Want of the Soldiers Due, the Enemy; 
The Nakedneſs we found at home, and wg | 
Children of Peace, and Pleaſures; no regard 
Nor comfort for our Scars, but how we got em, 
To ruſty Time, that eat our Bodies up, | 
And even began to prey upon our Honours, x 
To Wants at home, and more than Wants, Abuſes ; 
To them, that when the Enemy invaded 
Made us their Saints, but now the Sores: of ade, * ACA 
(31) To ſilken Flattery, and Pride plum'd over, ö 
Forgetting with what Wind their Feathers fail, ' _ - 
And under whoſe Protection their ſoft Pleaſures ve. 5 
Grow full and numberleſs : To this I'm Foe, 7 
Not to the State, or any point of Duty: 800 0 
And let me ſpeak but what a Soldier rk * bnoyatt 
Truly I ought-to be ſo; yet I err'd, 1 
Becauſe a far more noble Sufferer | 
Shew'd me the way to Patience, and I loſt i it: 
This is the end I die, Sir; to live baſely, 
And not the Follower of him that bred me, br fe 
In full account and Virtue, Pontius dare not. 
Much leſs to out- live what is good, and flatter. 

Azcius, I want a Name to give thy Virtue, Soldier, RT 
For only Good is far below thee, Pontius, 
The Gods ſhall find thee one; thou'ſt faſhionꝰd Death, 
. In ſuch an Excellent and Beauteous manner, 
I wonder Men can live: Canſt thou ſpeak once more, 2 
For thy Words are ſuch imo +. a _ ( 
Would chooſe to fly to Heaven in. | 


a 


69 To filken Flattery, and Pride plain d over, 


Forgetting with what Wind their Feathers fail, ] Tho Pride b 


plain'd over is a juſt Metaphor, taken ſingly, yet plum'd beipg near 
| the Trace of the Letters, leſs vulgar, and perſectly confiltent with 
the Context, which the other is not, I hope the Reader will permit 
the Inſertion of 1 it in the 3 as moſt an the true e 
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346 The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
Pon. (32) Farewel: 9 5 
' © Good noble General your Hand, forgive me, 

And think what ever was diſpleaſing you, 

Was none of mine: Ye cannot live. - 

Accius. I will not: 2 2 
Yet one Word more. 

Pon. Die nobly : Rome farewel: 10 par 
And Valentinian fall, (33) thou'ſt broke thy Baſis, 
In joy ye've given me a quiet SITY = 
I would ſtrike more Wounds, if I had more Breath, 

| DIES ati: | a ö 46.47 Dies. 
Acecius. Is there an hour of Goodneſs 8 
Or any Man would out- live ſuch a dying, ; 
Would Ce/ar double all my Honours on me, 
And ſtick me o'er with Favours, like a Miſtreſs ; 
Yet would I grow to this Man: I have lov'd, 
But never doated on a Face till now: 


O Death,thou'rt more than Beauty, and thy Pleaſure Fe 


Beyond Poſterity : Come Friends and kill me; 
Czſar be kind, and ſend a thouſand Swords 
The more, the greater is my fall: Why ſtay ye? 
Come, and I'll kiſs your Weapons: Fear me not, 
By all the Gods PII honour ye for killing: 


Appear, or through the Court, and World, I'll ſearch ye: ö 


My Sword is gone; ye're Traitors if ye ſpare me, 
And Cæſgar muſt conſume ye; all baſe Cowards? 

I'll follow ye, and ere I die proclaim ye, a 

The Weeds of Italy; the Droſs of Nature. | 1 
Wbere are ye, Villains, Traitors, Slaves? [ Exit, 


Enter Proculus, and three others running over the Stage. 


Pro. I knew __ 4 
Fad kill'd the Captain. 


(32) A Farewel: ) The Change of this Subſtantive into a Verb, 
ſeems not only to 1t more natural, but would give infinitely more 
Dignity in the Action. | ag ak; 2648 

(33) ——thou - broke thy baſes.) Thus the firſt and laſt Editions, 
J had alter'd it to the fingular Number, which confines it to Aecius as 
the Ba who alone had {upported Valanti nian. And in this Cor- 

reclion I find myſelf prevented by the ſecond Folio. 

. ew A 8 | ; x 1 Here's 


* a 4 
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1 Here's his Sword, 

Pro. Let it alone, *cwill fight itſelf oY F ends 
An hundred Men are not enough to do it, 
Ill to the Emperor, and get more Aid. 


Aicius, None ſtrike a poor condemn d Man! ben. 
Pro. He is mad: 


Shift for yourſelves, my Maſters: | 2:1 39 "By ao 
Enter AW 3 2 


Auecius. Then Aecius, MJ 4 R 
See what thou dar'ſt thyſelf ; hold ay 4 Sword, 

Thou haſt been kept from Blood too long, I'll kiſs Mates 7 
For thou art more than Friend no, my Preſeryer, © 
Shew me the way to Happinels, I ſeek it: n B12 
And all you great ones, that have fall'n as J do, 

To keep your Memories and Honours living, 

Be preſent in your Virtues, and aſſiſt me, 

That like ſtrong Cato,'T may put away 

All Promiſes, but what ſhall crown my Aſhes * 
Rome, fare thee well: Stand long, and know to 1 5 ier 
Whilſt there is People, and Ambition: * 

Now for a Stroke ſhall turn me to a Sur: 
come ye bleſſed Spirits, * me ns 
To live for ever in Elyſium mm LR be. 
Do Men fear this? O that Pottery | 

Could learn from him but this, that loves his Wound, 
There is no Pain at all in dying well, 

Nor none are loſt, but thoſe that make: their Hell, bor. 


Enter Proculus and two others. 


1 [Wi thin.) Hess dead, draw in the Guard again. 
Pro. He's dead indeed; | 

And Jam glad he's gone; he was a Devil: . 

His Body, if his Eunuchs come, is theirs 3 

The Emperor, out of his Love to Virtue, 


Hag given em that: Lay no 1 ſtop their . 


Eu Phidas and Atetus. 


* | my moſt noble Lord ! Look here Aren, moe 
Here's 
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Here's a ſad Sight. „ 
TH” oc O Cruckry! O Ceſar! © 


O Times that bring forth nothing but Deſtruction, | 


And Overflows of Blood! Why waſt thou kill'd ? 
Is it to be a juſt Man now again, 
(As when Tiberius and wild Nero reign d) 
Only aſſurance of his Overthrow? 

Phi. It is Aretus : He that would live now, 
Muſt, like the Toad, feed only on Corruptions, 


And grow with thoſe to Greatneſs : Honeſt Virtue, 


And the true Roman Honour, Faith and Valour, 
That have been all the Riches of the Empire, 

Now like the fearful Tokens of the Plague, 

Are meer fore-runners of their ends that owe 'em. 
e Never en lamented Lord: Dear Maſter. 


Enter Maximus. 


Of whom now Gall we learn to live like Men ? yes 
From whom draw out our Actions juſt and worthy? 


Oh thou art gone, and gone with thee all Goodneſs, 
The great Example of all Equity, 

O thou alone a Roman, thou art periſh'd, 

Eaith, Fortitude, and conſtant N Tobleneſ;; ; 


Weep Rome, weep Italy, weep all that knew _ 48 


And you that fear'd him as a noble Foe, 
05 Enemies have honourable Tears) 
this decay d Accius fall'n, and ſcatter d— 
57 ul and baſe Suggeſtion. 
th O Lord Maximus, 
This was your worthy Friend. 
Max. The Gods forgive: me : 


Think not the worſe, my Friends, I ſhed 1 not Tears, | 
Great Griefs lament within; yet now I have found em: 


Would I had never known the World, nor Women, 
Nor what that curſed Name of Honour was, 

So this were once again Aecius: us n 
But I am deſtin'd to a mighty Action, | 

And: beg thy pardon, Friend, my. Vengeance taken, 
I will not be Jong from thee : Ye've a great _ 
158 W it * yet to ſay Truth, 


2 0 0 
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In Juſtice tis not ſufferable: I am next, 

And were it now, I would be glad on't: : Friends, | 
Who ſhall preſerve you now? _ © 242 
Are. Nay, we are loſt to. * 884 

Max. I fear ye are, for likely fich as — 5 0 
The Man that's fall'n, and — been nouriſh'd by him, 
(34) Do not ſtay long behind: Tis held no Wiſdom. 

I know what I muſt do, O my Fe 4 
Canſt thou thus periſh, pluck*d up by the Roots, 
And no Man feel thy Worthineſs Fn From Sale 25 
He bred you both, I thin. 2% 

Phi. And from the pooreſt. - E 

Max. And lov'd ye as his ons e970 th, 

Are. We found it, Sir. | 3 

Max. Is not this a loſs then? = 

Phi. O, a loſs of loſſes ; on . 2.4 
Our Lives, and ruins of our Families, * Coy 
The utter being nothing of our Names, 

Were nothing near it. 
* As I ith it too, 

e put ye to the Emperor. 

5 He did ſo. 2 8 

Max. And kept ye {till in Credit: We ts | 

Phi. Tis moſt true, Sir. 8 | 

Max. He fed your Fathers too, and made them Means 
Your Siſters he prefer'd to noble Wedlocks, 

Did he not, Friends ? 

Are. O yes, Sir. 

Max. As I take it 
This worthy Man would not be now forgotten, 

I tell ye to my Grief, h* was baſely murder'd ; h 
And ſomething would be done, by thoſe that lov'd him: 
And ſomething may be: Pray ſtand off a little. 

Let me bewail him private. —O my deareſt. 


« 


; 


72 
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(34) Do not flay long 305174. — Mr. Hope would read 
Dare not flay——- As if Maximus hag aſſerted, that all that lov'd 
Aecius durſt not live after fo great a Loſs. But the old Reading im- 
plies the Danger they were all in, as being ſuſpected by the Emperor 3 
and this is uſed as a Motive to Pug the two brave Eunuchs to un- 

dertake the Emperor's Death. 

Phi. 
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Phi. Aretus, if we be not ſudden, he out-does un, 
I know he paints at Vengeance; we are cold, 
And baſe ungrateful Wretches, if we ſhun it: 
Are we to hope for more Rewards or Greatneſs, 
Or any thing but Death, now he is dead? 
Dar ſt thou reſolve? n 
Are, Pm perfect. 
(35) Phi, Then like Flowers 
That grew together ſtill, we'll fall together, 
And fall with that that bore us: When tis done, 
The World ſhall ſtile us two deſerving Servants: 


? 


I fear he'll be before ss. 
Are. This Night, Phidias. 
Phi; No more.” 7 4% +5, 
Max. Now worthy Friends ve done my mourning, 
Let's burn this noble Body : Sweets as many - HY 
As Sun-burnt Meroe breeds, I'Jl-make a Flame of 
Shall reach his Soul in Heav'n: He that ſhall live 
Ten Ages hence, but to rehearſe this Story, 
Shall with the ſad Diſcourſe on't darken * 
And force the painful Burdens from the Wombs 
Conceiv'd a- new, with Sorrow: Ev'n the Grave 
Where mighty Sy//a fleeps ſhall rend aſunder 
And give her Shadow up, to come and groan 
About our Piles, which will be more, and greater 
Than green . Ida, or old Latmus . 
Can feed with Cedar, or the Eaſt with Gums, 
Greece with her Wines, or Theſaly with Flowers, 
Or willing Heav'n can weep for in her Showers. [ Exeunt. 


(35) Phi. Then like Floners 
Dat grew together all aue fall together, 
And with vs that that bore us: As Phidias and Artis 


mean only their own Deaths, without a Junftion with Maximu:, 


inſtead of all I read fill. The laſt Line ſeems to be much more cor- 
rupt. They ſay, that that bore them ſhould fall with them; but 
Atcius was already fall'n, and they would not call Valentinian the 
| Root or Stalk that bore them. This Character only belongs to Aeciui. 
I ſuppoſe a Monoſy llable loſt in the Manuſcript, and that the Line 
there ſtood thus ; ; N | 
| And with that that hore uu ; 

In correcting this, I ſuppoſe, the Editors to have repeated the as, 
when they ſhould have repeated the Fall from the former Line. 


A T 
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ACT. V. SCENE 15 


Enter Phidias + bis Dazger in him, ard 1 a 
- Poiſon d. 77 Wy r 1 ſ R 


e LS EE, 
1 Phi. Then come the worſt of TIES 
Azcius, to thy Soul we give a Caſar; 

How long is' t ſince ye gave it him? 

Are. An hour, 1 
Mine own two hours before him: How it boils me! 
Phi. It was not to be curd, I hope, 

Are. No, Phidias,, 

dealt above his Antidotes : Phyſicians 28 

May find the Cauſe, but where the Care?” 

Phi. Done bravely, 7 | | 

We're got before his Tyranny, Aretns. 1 
Are. We'd loſt our worthieſt end elſe, Phidias. 

Phi, Canſt thou hold out a while? 
Are. To torture him 1 54 

Anger would give me leave, to Ne e yet; 

That Man is poorly ſpirited, whoſe Ti yet 

Runs in his Blood alone, and not in's Wiſhes. 

And yet T fwell and burn like flaming ina, 

A thouſand new found Fires are kindled in me, 

But yet I muſt not die theſe four Hours, Phidias. 
Phi. Remember who dies with thee, and deſpiſe Death. 
Are. I need no Exhortation; the Joy in me, 

Of what I ve done, and why, makes Poiſon Pleaſure, 

And my moſt killing Torments, Miſtreſſes. 

For how can he have time to die, or pleaſure, 

That falls as Fools unſatisfied, and ſimple? | 
Phi. This/that-conſumes my Life, yet keeps it in me, 

Nor do I feel the danger of a dying, 

And if I but endure to hear the Curſes * 

Of this fell Tyrant dead, Pve half my Heav'n. 

Are, Hold thy Soul faſt but four hours, Phidias, 

And thou ſhalt ſee to Wiſhes * ours, 


Nay | 


8 
* 
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Nay more, beyond our Meanings. 
Phi. Thou haſt ſteel'd me: 
Farewel Aretus, and the Souls of good "wy 
That as ours do, have left their Roman Bodies 
In brave Revenge for Virtue, guide our Shadows. | 
I would not-faint yet. 
Are, Farewel, Phidias, E 
And as we have done nobj Ps Gods look on us. 


[Excunt ſeoraly 
8 0 E N E 3 


Enter Lycias, and Provulus. 


Lyc. Sicker and ſicker, Proculus: FG 

Pro, O Licias, | 

What ſhall become of us? Would we had dy 4 
With happy Chilax, or with Balbus Bed-rid, 

And made too lame. for Juſtice. 


Enter Licinius. 2 


Licin. The ſoft Muſick 5 PC 
And let one ſing to faſten Sep n upon him: : 


Oh Friends, the Emperor! 


Pro. What ſay the Doctors? 
Licin. For us a moſt fad Gig, he i is 1 
Beyond all Cure too. 
Lyc. Who? il 
| Lien, The Wretch Aretuß, 
That moſt unhappy Villain. 
_ Ly.. How do you know it? 


Ligin. He gave him drink laſt : Let's diſperſe ant 


find him ; 
And ſince he'as open'd Miſery to all, F 
Let it begin wth him firſt : Softly he ſlumbers. 


. 


Enter Emperor fick in a Chair, with _ the 
Empreſs, Phyſicians, and Attendants. © + 


Muſick and Song. 


Care-charming Sleep, thou Eaſer of all Wie, d 
(36) Brother to Death, fweetly thy Life dieſe 

On this afflifted Prince, fall like a Cloud 
In gentle Showers, give nothirig that 1s loud 5 
Or painful to his Slombers z ea ſie, ſect; 

Aud as a purling Stream, thou Son f ets. 

; Paſs by bis troubled Senſes; Ving his Pain 
Like hollow murmuring Wind, or ſilver Rain. 
Into this Printe gently, ob gently idr, 
And kiſs bim into Slumbers like a Bride. 


Emp. Oh! Gods, Gods, Gods : Drink, Dit, Bi 5 


colder, colder 
Than Snow on Seythian Mountains : :0 my Hare 
Eud. How does your Grace | 
Phyſ. The — ſpeaks, . 
Emp. Dying, 


Dying, Eudosia, dying. 0 
Pha. 1 Sir, Patience. 
Eud. What have ye given him? 
Pbyſ. Precious Things, dear Lady, 
We Ag ſhall comfort him. 
Emp. O flattered Fool, 
See what thy God-head's come to: E 2 


6) Brother to Death geb thy Life a; 
6 07 th Hhit a tt Ince) * 125 8 She 1. me 


bald reject the — Life here, the former would ſublitute; //f; and 
the latter Gift inſtead: of it: But as Sleep is the great |Reltarer of 


4 


Health and Preſerver of Life, Poetry may call its falutary Effects 
its Life. Beſide, the Poets ſeem here to deſign an 1 is, V Þ1 
Li 


Tho” Sleep is the Brother of Death, it is atfo the Giver' of 


After I had wrote this, a Confirmation of my Interpretation occurr'd - 


in the very next Play, Monſtegr . in the third 0. n 


of the Bottle, ſays, : 
There be as many Lives in't, as a Cat carries. ity 


110 Ls {4 
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Euter Proculus, Licinius with Aretus, - 


Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir. 
Emp. Danubius _. 
P!1 have brought through ty Body. 
Eud. Gods give Comfort. 
Emp. And 7 olga, on When Face the Nonh Win 
freezes, 
(37) Jam an hundred Hells, an hundred Piles; 
Already to my aner are r M MV 
Shall I not drink? wy W 
Phy/. You muſt not, sir. 
Emp." By: Mw nt a 
T1! let my Breath out that mall Raw 10 — 3 
If ye ceny me longer; Tempeſt blow. me, 
And Liundations that have drunk up Kingdoms, 
Flow over me, and quench me: Where's the Villain? 
Am ! immortal now, ye Slaves? by Numa 
If he do 'ſeape : Oh! ch? oh 
ud. Dear Sir. 7 EN. os eee 
Emp. Like Nero, e 4 - 443 4 
But far more terrible, * full of laughter, 4 
Pth* midſt of all my Flames PII fire the Empire: 
A thouſand Fans, a thouſand Fans to cool me: 
Invite the gentle Winds, Eudoxia, | | 
—̃ — | | 
Emp. Oh do not flatter me, am Kat Flt, 
A Mag, a mortal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces ;. 
What can your Doſes now do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridates ? If I do die, 
You only Words of Health, and Names of Sickneſs, 
Finding no true Diſeaſe in Man but Montes 
That talk yourſelves into Revenues, oh! 
And ere you kill your Patients, a Wa 
wh have Je flea d, and eee 85 


2 wh mY 1 find an . Hells] The o'd/ Folio reads, 
J and an hundred Hell;,— 
The late Editions chang'd this into good Senſe; but aut to Te fallen 


much ſhort of the Spirit and Energy of ile ti ue Reading, 
VS Iam an ne wi Hells, wm 


Ener 


E 
N 
( 
| 


nd 
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un 1 : 3th | any 

Zan Proculus with. 9 5 RY 
| 1 769, on 47 

Pro. The Villain, Sir: oY e e 
The moſt accurſed Wretch. 7194, C 
Emp. Be gone, my Mee, , e 


This is no ſight for thee: Go to the - Veſta}! ts 
Caſt holy Incenſe in the Fire, and offer 


4" 


One powerful Sacrifice to free thy oo: 1 5 lis / 
Pro. Go, go, and be happy. bear ze oxi, 4 


Are. Go, but ive no Eaſe, 


The Gods have ſet thy laſt BAR „ a0 


Thou art but Man, a bad Man too, a Beaſt, | 0 a, 


And like a ſenſual bloody Thing thou dieſt, 5 
Pro. Oh Traitor! . 1 * a 
Are. Curſe yourſelves, ye Flatterers, PLOVY 2M £ 

And howl your Miſeries to come ye Vreetes, + i work 

You taught him to be poiſon d. n 
Emp. Let no Comfort? Tel! 


Are. Be not abus'd with Prieſts, nor ebe, 
They cannot help thee: Thou haſt now to live 
A ſhort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes: * 


gave thee Poiſon for Atcius ſake, | 1 * wy 
Such a deſtroying Poiſon would kill Nature; 1 1 
And for thou haſt not die alone, I took it. Ar N 


If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder, | 
No more to People Earth again, the Wings 
Of old Time clipt for ever, Reaſon loſt, f 
In what I had attempted; yet, O Char, ; 0 PO 
To purchaſe fair Revenge, I'd poiſon'd them too, 
Emp. Oh Villain: I grow hotter, hotter.” 3 
Are. WS i : NN NE 
But not near my Heat yet; what thou feel now, 
Mark me with horror Cæſar, are but Embers : 
Of Luſt and Lechery thou haft committed: ee WAL 


„ 
# 


But there be Flames of Murder. * 13% 


Emp. Fetch out Tortures. | * 
Are. Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, ph bad thee 
Thy Tortures to what now [I ſuffer, Cæſar, 
At which thou muſt arrive too, ere thou-dy'(k,* 

Are lighter, and more full of Mirth than La b 
2 2 ing, 


* N 


— — — — 


— 


22 


Ĩhe miſeries of Souls deſpiſing Heav'n, 
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Emp. Let em alone: 1 muſt drink. 
Are. Now be-mad 3 2 

But not near me yet. re 

Emp. Hold me, hold me hold me, 

Hold me; or I ſhall burſt el | | 

Are. See me Cæſar, 

And ſee to what thou muſt come for thy Murder "A 

Millions of Womens Labours, all 
Ep. Oh my afflicted Saul too! 

Are. Womens Fears, Horrors, 


Deſpairs, and all the Plagyes the Foe g bee 
mp. Atcius, O Ari, O TLucina 


tre Are but my Torments Forms}. 


Emp. Hide me 4 88 4» 


The Gods have found my 8 
Now break. 


Are. Not yet, Sir; 
Thou haſta pult beyond all theſe. 


Me Oh Hell! 
ain, curſed Villain! 

wy O brave Villain, N 
My Poiſon dances in me at this deed: 
Now Cæſar, now behold me, this is Torment, 
And this is thine before thou dieſt, I am Wildfire: 
The brazen Bull of Phalaris was feign'd, 


But Emblems of my Torments. | | 

mp. Oh! Quench me, quench me, W N we. 
Are. Fire a Flattery 

And all the Poet's Tales of ad Aver nis, 18 

To my Pains leſs than Fictions: Vet to ſhew tbhee 

What conſtant Love I bore my murder'd. Maſter; 

Linke a South · wind, I've. ſung through all theſe Tempeſls 

My Heart, my wither'd Heart, fear, fear thou Monſter, 
Fear the juſt Gods, I have my peace | ti 

Emp, More Drink, 

A thouſand April Showers fall, in my Vea: 301 

How dare ye let me be tormented, thus? 

Away with that prodigious Body. Gods, 

_ let me ask ye what * ye la 


3 
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All your inflictions on me ; hear the, hear mne 
I do confeſs I am a Raviſher, On 

A Murderer, a hated Czſar r 
Are there not Vows enough, and flaming Altars, 
The Fat of all the World for Sacrifice, . 
And where that fails, the Blood of thouſand Captives, = 
To purge thoſe Sins, but T mult make the Incenſe ? | 


- " #* 
+: $4 CS h51-#4 
"© FS | 7 


Ido deſpiſe ye all, ye have no Mercy, _. - 
And wanting that, ye are no Gods, your Parole 
Is only preach'd Abroad to rhake-Fools fearful, 
And Women made of Awe, believe your Heavn: L 
Oh Torments, Torments, Torments, Pains above Pains, 
If ye be any thing but Dreams, and Ghoſts, _ © : 
And truly hold the Guidanc b Things mortal? 
Have in yourſelves times paſt, to come, and preſent, 
Faſhion the Souls of Men, and make Fleſh oe em, 
Weighing our Fates, and Fortunes beyond Reaſon; 
(38) Be more than all ye Gods, great in Forgiven 3 
Break not the goodly Frame ye build in Anger; 
For you are things, Men teach us, without Paſſions ;. 
Give me an hour to know ye in: Oh r 
But fo much perfect time ye make a Soul in 
Take this Delkruction from me.— No ye cannot, 
The more I would believe ye, more I ſuffer, _. 
My Brains are Aſhes, now thy Heaft, my Eyes, Friends, 
Igo, I go, more Air, more Air; I am mortal. [ He dies. 
Pro. Take in the Body: Oh Licntus,, 8 
The Miſery that we are left to ſüffer; 
No pity ſhall find uss. 
Licin. Our Lives deſerve none: 
Would I were ctiain'd again fo ſlavery, 
With any hope of Life. 


+ us. 
F , 
OY 


Pro. A quiet Grave, ella 35) ; a7 
Or a Conſum̃ption now, Licinias, 


I have made will clear it. 210 

De more than all, ye C : Oo 
1. e. If you are great in creating and governing un, be enter ſtiſl 
in ſorgiving us. R — | 


23 ©... 


(38) Be more thats all the Gods, great int 7 ; ] IF this be 
the true Reading the Senſe ſeems very obſeute; Night C lange 


* 


* 
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That we might be too poor to kill, were nde 5 
Licin. Let's make our beſt uſe, we have Mony, Proculus, 
And if that cannot fave, us, we have Swords. S 88 
Pro. Ves, but we dare not P 
—— . 
There's. other Countries then. 
Pro. But che fame hate ſtill, I 1% ph dg r= 
Of what we are. | R 
Lic. Ins any thing, II follow.”” : 5 


pak TE 


a — 7 a 1 

3 = 

LE A ' I 

6 Enter a Maſriger. Ei Wing 3 
-+H 


8 How now, what News? 
 Meff. Shiſt for yourſelves, ye' re loſt aſe: 7 | 
The Soldier is in Arms for great Aecins, | 
And their Lieutenant- Genera Aa ſto p'd * da 
Cur in a thouſand pieces: They hah hither : | 
Beſide, the Women of the Town have murder*d 
Phorba, and looſe Ardelia, Cæſar's She-Bawds. 8 
Licin. Then, here's no ſtaying, Proculus Po Z A 
Pro, O Cæſar, % , R 
That we had never known thy Luſts: Let's . L; ] 
And where we find no Woman s Man let's die. [Bret 


T 

p N 

N {GC 55 Bb NR im. 47 f 

ht l [nt Maximus 8 | 
Max. Coch, N Sluice of Blood have I kt open! N 


My happy Ends are come to birth, he's dead, 

And I reveng'd; the Empire s all a Fire, 

And Deſolation every where inhabits : - . 

And ſhall I live that am the Author of it, 
To know Rome from the Awe o'th* World, FY Pity; 35 
My Friends are gone before too, of my ſending, | 
And ſhall I ſtay? is ought elſe to be liv'd for? 3 | 
Is there another Friend, another Wife, 6 ES | 
Or any third holds half their Worthineſs, 

To linger here alive for? Is not Virtue 

In their two everlaſting Souls departed, - | 

And in their Bodies firft Flame fled to Heav' n? 

Can any Man diſcover this, and love me? 


i 8&3 For 


= — we A * " tb 


"4 +4 


For though my Juſtice were as white as Truth, TY, 


My way was crooked to it; that condemns” me: 
And now Atius, and my honour'd Lady, 0 
That were Preparers to my. Reſt and Vier, | F | 
The Lines to lead me to E. 1 um "hs ; 


Lou that but ſtept before me, on Alliance 


J would not leave your Friendſhip rc, p 
Firſt ſmile upon the Sacrifice I've ſent ye, 
Then ſee me coming boldly... Stay, I am fooliſh, ” 
Somewhat too ſudden to mine own Deſtruction, 
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* 
„ 


7 
4 


This great End of my Vengeance may grow. gfeater : 
Why may not I be Cæſar? Yet no dying; 


Why ſhould I not catch at it? Fools and Children : 


Have had that Strength before me, and obrain*d'it,. 


And as the Danger ſtands, my. Reaſon bids me, 


T z 8 


I will, I dare 3 my dear Friends pardon me, 

I am not fit to die yet, if not Czfar; - 

I am ſure the Soldier loves me, and the 1 
And I will forward, and as goodly Cedars _ 14 
Rent from Oeta by a ſweeping Tempeſt 

Jointed again, and made tall Maſts, eps 
Thoſe angry Winds that ſplit *em, ſo will U 
New-piece again, above the Fate of Wenn, | 
And made more perfect far, than growing 7 
Stand and defy bad Fortunes : If I riſe, 


My Wife was raviſh'd well: Tf then | fall, 


"> BE. 
„ 


My great Attempt honours my F F uneral, —_ aj 18 


S C E NE Iv. * $4 


223 


Exter three Senators and Afﬀranius. 


1 Sen. Guard all the Poſterns to the Camp, Aﬀranins, 


And ſee 'em faſt, we ſhall be rifledelſe ; © 
Thou art an honeſt, and a worthy Captain, 

2 Sen. Promiſe the Soldier any thing. lt 

3 Sen, Speak gentlyy /, X | 67 


And tell *em we are now in-Council for em, 


Labouring to chuſe a Cz/ar. fit for: th: be, 
A Soldier, and a Giver. 
1 Sen. a em further. 
2 4 


Their 
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Their free and liberal Voices ſhall go with us. 
2 Sen, Nay more, a Negative fay we allow em. 


3 Sen. And if our Choice diſpleaſe em, they ſhall I 
jj ˙ e Let 
1 Sen. Promiſe three Donatives, and large, Afranius, ll 
2 Sen. And Ceſar once elected, preſent Foes, | 'Tis 


With Diſtribution of all Neceſſaries, 
Corn, Wine and Oil. 

3 Sen. New Garments, and new Arms, 3 
And equal Portions of the Provinces 5 4 
To them, and to their Families for ever. 4. j 

1 Cen. And fee the City firengthoed. 5 4 

Ara. 1 ſhall do it. [Exit Afranius, An 

2 Sen. Sempronius, theſe are woful Times, He 

3 Sen. O Brutus! | = 
We want thy Honeſty again; theſe Cæſars, 
What noble Conſuls got with Blood, in Blood 
Conſume again, and ſcatter. 5 

m Sen Which way, ſhall we? . 
28 Sen. Not any way of Safety I can think on. f H 

3 Sen, Now go our Waves to Ruin, and our Daughters, 

And we Beholders, Fulvius. 4 by 

1 Sen. Every thing . Ic 
Is every Man's that will. | 

2 Sen. The Veſtals nor 
Muſt only Feed the Soldier's Fire of Luſt, | 

And fenſual Gods be glutted with thoſe Offerings, 
(39) Age, like the hidden Bowels of the Earth, 


(39) Age, like the hidden Brwels of the Earth, 
| Open d with Swords for Treaſure.) I ſhould not have ex- 
plained this Paſſage, but that it appears to Mr. Symp/on utterly inex- 
plicable ; to me an extreme poetical Sentiment, The Bowels of the 
Qi Earth are often. ript up (in the Language of Poetry) for the 
reaſures hid in them. Thus M. In | 3 | 
Rifle the Bawels of their Mather Earth 
For Treaſures better hid. n 
What, therefore, can be a more beautiful Simile to the Soldiers forcing 
old Men to diſcover their Wealth by Wounds and Cruelties? Poetic 
Language often draws the Outlines of a Sentiment which the Reader's 
own Imagination muſt ſa with. intermediate Ideas. It is this 
that chiefly diſtinguiſhes it from Proſe : It forms the very Nerves and 
Sinews of Poetry, 10 
ö Open 


. 
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Open'd with Swords for Treaſure. Gods defend: . 


We're Chaff before their * ell. 
1 Sen. Away, | | 


Let's to the Temples... We 11 Fa 5 J 
2 Sen, To the IT 5 80 
'Tis not a Time to pray now, let's be fizengrhen'd. 


Enter Affranius. 


3 Sen. How now Afranins : ; What good New ? 
Afra. A Cæſar. 


1 Sen. Oh! Who? Lb . r S $i 


Afra. Lord Maximus is with the Ke 
And all the Camp p rings Cefar, Calas, Se 
He forc'd the Empreſs with him for more Honour. 


2 Sen, A happy Choice : Let's meet him... 
3 Sen. Blefled Fortune. 1 


x Sen. Away, away, make Room there, Room 3 


ROom. Exeunt Senators. Flouriſh. 
Within. Lord Maximus i is ( zar, . N 3 


Hail Cæſar Maximus. 
Afra. O turning . f 
Oh People excellent in War, a RF} ag 


In bc: ws raging (40) than 5 urious n, 


When | 
(40) = than he far tom M [3646+ 
When be ploughs up the Sea, and makes him ina z! Mr. 
Sympfon tells ma, that this Paſſage puzzled him even to Vexationy 
and ſomething like it happen'd to me. In Concluſion; we both retain 
the old Reading, but differ ere ca/o in the Explanation. He ſa 
Brine in the Sava fignives Fire and allowing, therefore, its genu 41 0 
Signification, that the Sentiment is noble. 1 think his Solution ex» 
tremely ingenious, but that our Authors Koala not uſe a common 
Word and apply it to its common Subject; (as Brine was as much 
uſed in their Age for Sea- Water, as it is at preſent) and deſign it to 
de underſtood in its old and totally-obſvlere Stgnification. 1 therefore, 
tho perhaps from Self-Partiality, prefer the Solution which, occur'd to 
me I receiv'd this. Every one knows that the $ pray of = 
Sea in ſtormy Weather tinges o whole ny "oihs, ere, and 
makes it taſte ſalt and briny. I ſuppoſe, therefore, the Poets by a 
ſmall Grammatical Inaccuracy to have made the Relative him in * . 
laſt Line relate to the North Mind, and not to its immediate Antecedent 
the Sea; ſo that the Senſe will then be full as nervous and poetical, 
— raging than the North-Wind, when be ploughs up the Sta, 
and turns nip and the whole Air into. Brine, For ao common 


1 
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When he'ploughs'up the Sea, and makes him Erine; 5 And 


Or the loud Falls of Nie; I muſt” give way, Wel 
Although I neither love nor (41) hoped this. And 
Or like a rotten Bridge that dares a Current, Sons 


(42) When he is ſwell'd and high, crack ad farewel, . Ion 
Enter Maximus, Eudoxia, Senators and "Soldiers, ; 
Sen. Room for the Emperor. 

Sold, al 8 ice en ne 
Ara. Hail Cz/ar Maximus. 
Emp. Max. Your Hand, Affranius.., | 

Lead to the Palace, there my Thanks in general, 

I'll ſhower among ye all: Gods give me Life, 

Firſt to defend the Empire, (43) then you "at 

And valiant Friends, the Heirs of Strength and Virtue, _ 

_ The Rampires of old Rome, of us the Refuge; 

Jo you I.open this Day all 1 have, 

Even all the Hazard that my Youth hath buche d. 

Ve are my Children, Family, and Friends, * 

And ever ſo reſpected ſhall be. Forward. 

(44) There's a Proſcription, grave Sempronius, 

»Gainſt all the Flatterers, and lazy Bawds 1 

Led looſe-liv'd Valentinian to his Ya | 

See i it effected. Lr 1. 

_ * Sen, Honour wait on Cæſar. 

Sold. Make room for Cz/ar there. 8 all- but Affra. ; 
Ara. Thou haſt my Fears, A 

But Valentinign keeps my Vows : Oh Gods! _ E 

Why do we like to feed the greedy Ravin 

Of theſe blown Men, that mult before they ſtand, 

And fix in Eminence, caſt Life on Life, ; | F 


fuck ſmall Gee Inaccuracies are to our Poets and to Shale. 

. IE (and I may here add, to almoſt all Eng/i Writers whatever) 
be a remarkable Inſtance at Note 1 , in the 42 French e 

(40 Hope i,] Former Editions. Fg | 
© (42) - — mmm — that dares a Current, 

Whenhe is favelPd and high craft, and faremvel. 1 Former 
Editions. Mr. Theobald and Mr. 90e both Fa with me in 
che Correction. | 

© (43) — — then you Fathers, | | 

And waliant Friendi,] The Pointing of former Editions. 
al Thert's @ Preſcription, ] Former 2 8 corrected by al 

e Ihree. 
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The Air will fall-the. ſweeter. 
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And trench their Safeties in with Wounds, and Bodies 2 
Well froward Rome, thou wilt grow weak with HIT 
And die without an Heir, that Joy ſt to breed 

Sons for the killing hate of Song; For *. 7. 

| only live to find an e eating 1 be 


. 11 nn, nab 
Enter Paulus, @ Poet; and Licippus, 'a | Gentleman, 


Pau. When is the ap ＋ 8 CE > 26 bak 
Pau. *I will: be ſhort time. A. 1 Le 4 f * 1 1449 


„ 7 


Licip. Any Device that's handſom. C4 BY 


1 4 


A Cupid, or the God o th* Place will do it, > baA 

Where he muſt take the Faſces. 1 wy \ 
Pau. Or a Grace. 44 il ys 10 eee "Sa 
Licip. A good Grace has no Felony 5 nid 
Pau. Let me ſee; inn aA (=) 


Will not his Name nie ſomethih 2. Sima! 200 
By th' way of Sando Pvefound-out e ot bn 
Lou kdow he bears the Empire. | 
Licip. Get him Wheels too. 
Twill be a cruel Carriage elle. Rs” 5 
Pau. Some Sengs td nn en 
Licip. By any means ſome . 21 N very — Met 
And honeſt Language Paulus, ben ee 


Pau. A Grace muſt do it. 
Licip. Why, let a Grace ben 
Pau. Yes, it muſt be ſo: 
And in a Robe of Blue too, as 1 take 1 
Licip. This Poct is a little Kin ta th' Painter 
That could paint nothing but a ramping Lion, 
So all his learned Fancies are blue Graces. 
Pau. What think ye of a Sea-Nymph, and a Heav? n? 
Licip. Why what ſhould ſhe do there, Man? There's 
no Water, 


Pau. By th? Maks that's s true, it wü be a Grace, and * 


Methinks a Rain-bow. - 


Licip. And in Blue. 11 35538 MA Fuer 
| | Pau. 
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Pau. O yes! | 
Hanging in Arch above him, and 3 i ' the middle fot 
Licip. A Shower of Rain. 
Pau. No, no, t muſt be a Grace. 
Liddy. Why prithee Grace him then. 
Pau, Or Orpheus, £1 
Coming from Hell. 
| In Blue too. 
Pau, Tis the betten 
And as he riſes, full of Fires. 
8 Licip. Now bleſs us, | 
Will not that ſpoil his Lute-frings, Paulus ? 
Pau. Singing, 
And croſſing of his Arm. 
Licip. How can he play then? | 
Pau. *T ſhall be a _ I'll do i it. 
Licip. Prithee do, | 
(45) And with as good a Grace as thou cart poſtible 
| Good Fury Paulus. Bei thi Morning with me, 
And pray take Meaſure of his Mouth that ſpeaks it. 


[ Exeunt, 
SCENE VI. 5 ba 
Enter Maximus and Eudoxia, "a2 
Max. Come my beſt lov'd Eudbria. Let the Soldier 
Want neither Wine, nor any thing he calls for, 
And when the Senate's ready, give us Notice z 

In the mean time leave us. | | 
O my dear ſweet ! — 5 
Eud. Is't poſſible your Grace 
Should undertake ſuch Dangers for my Beauty, 
If ii n ff FTùũ 

Max. By Heav'n tis all 
The World has . to brag of. 


And with as good a Grace as 575 ; 

(45) Good Fury Paulus, be i it 1 5 with me.} 1 Mr Tee- 
bald changes Fury Paulus to Fairy Paulus. But he ſeems to have loſt 
the Autitkeſix between the Grace and Fury, which indeed the former 
Editions by wrong Points had before done. As the Poet was ſo end- 
e of a Grace, there is great Humour in calling him a Fury. 


Eud. 


I ale at od Beer gs os C-ntG O>Z< Am 


» "wy 1 1 
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Zud. Can a Face 
Long fince bequeath'd to Wrigkles with r my gant 
Long ſince raz d out 0” th' Book. of Youth and Pleaſure, 
Have Power to make 2 geſt Man of th. 2 
Nay the moſt ſtay d, and 4 9 what is Woman. 
The greateſt Aim 25 Perfectneſi M 5 liy d . enn 
The molt true, conſtant Lover of his "OE 
Such a ſtill-blowing Beauty Earth was proud 
Loſe ſuch a noble "Wife, and wilfully ; 7 
Himſelf prepare tha way, nay * Rape? 

Did ye not tell me ſo ? 

Max. *Tis true, Eudoxia, - 

Eud. Lay deſolate his deareſt vas ＋ Pendhip, 
Break the Ro Helm he fleer'd by, ſink that Vir. 
That Valour, that even all the Gods can give us. 
Without whom he. was: nothing, with whom worthieſt ; 
' Nay more, arrive at Cæſar, and kill him too, 

And for my fake ? Either ye love too n 
Or wa, Ao diflemble, Si 5: 

Max. I do'ſo; 

And *till I am more ſtrengthen'd, 00 1 muſt do: : 

Yet would my Joy, and Wine had faſhion'd out 
Some ſafer Lie. f Afde.} — Can theſe things be, Eudonia, 
And I diſſemble? Can there be but Goodneſs 5 
And only thine, dear Lady, any End, 

Any Imagination but a leſt: one,. | 

Why I ſhould run this Hazard? O thou Wirt 

Were it to do again, and Yalentinian, - 

Once more to hold thee, ſinful Valentiman, * 

In whom thou were ſet, as Pearls are in ſalt Op 

As Roſes are in rank Weeds, I would find 8 
Vet to thy ſacred ſelf a dearer 
The Gods know how I honour thee. 

Eud. What Love, Sir, | 
Can L-return for this, but my Cbadience CITE Cr 
My Life, if ſo yau Be "tis too little. 

Max. "Tis too much to redeem the World. 

Eud. From this Hour, : 
The Sorrows for my dead Lord, fare ye well, 

To TI Lord has dry'd ye 3 and in Token, 
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As Emperor | this Day I honour ye, 

And the great Cafter-new of A my Wikies 

The Wreath 40 K. Laurel, that muſt ne 
That ſacred Head, Eudoxia makes for Cæſar: 


"I. 


AA 


CO 


am, methinks, too much in Love with Fortune; "i 


But with you, ever Royal Sir, my Maker, 


The once more Summer of me, Ther in e 1 


Is poor Expreſſion of my Doing. 
Max. Swecteſt. 


Eud. Now of my Troth] ye have Toy me een Sf 
Max, No, 


RR 7 0 90 Mankind. NET go. 0k 
, Enter a Me done 8 
ud. Now 8 n ITS 3603 eee 
el. The Senate waits your Grace 6 TW 30 
Max. Let 'em come on, F 44471 By 


And in a full Form' bring the Gon; 70 uy, 
This Day I am your Servant, Dear, and pray 8 9 


I'll wear your honour'd Favour. 


Eud. May it Prove ſo. pe f 4 85 0 ! [Event 
85 e. E N K. vll. 1 
Emer: Blaſos and Licippus. ao bak 


Ticip. Is your Grace done? e 
& og 5 7 -- + 
Licip. Who ſpeaks ? | 15 5 
Pau. A Boy. ee eee 
Licip. A dainty | blue By; bali? F ph” 3 be" 
Pau. Yes. wats a 
Licip. Have ye view'd_ F 
The Work above? eee e 
Pau. Ves, and all up, and ready. l 
Licip. The Empreſs does you ſimple Mbdots! Pail, 
The Wreath your blue Grace muſt preſent, Tg made. 
But hark ye, for the Soldiers? | 
Pau. That's done too : . e tg 
I' bring dem in, I warrant ye. 
Licip. A Grace too? e 


. PF) 


- 
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pal. The nails Cute ſerves oe both. 
Licip. About it then: 


muſt to the Cup board; and (46) be ſure, good Paal. 
Your Grace be faſting, chat he may hang cleanly: 
If. there ſhould need another Voice, what then! © 

Pau. VII hang another Grace in. a - 

Licip, Grace of with” Je. x 1 l 87 9950 1 


s O EN E vin. 


Enter in State Marius, Fude rs; wih Nu ge 
Gentlemen of Rome, the. 8 e and e and Axes 
borne before them. 2 Phy * 2 

A Synnet witb 175 1 4 i quet r with 

rumpets. an Ma ck, Song, * 


3 Sen. Hail: to thy Imperial Honour ſacred Ceſar, 
And from the old Rome take theſe Withes'; ; 


You holy Gods, that hitherto have held, AL 21K 
As Juſtice holds her Ballance equal pois d. nent Ba 
This Glory of our Nation, this full: Reman, 
And made him fit for what he is, confirm him: 41 Bat 
Look on this Son, O Jupiter, our helper, 1 e 
And Romulus, thou Father of our Honour, 1 

Preſerve him like thyſelf, Juſt, Valiant, Noble, - 

A Lover and Increaſer of his People; 

Let him begin with Numa, ſtand with Cato, - 

The firſt five Years of Vera be his Wiſhes 
Give him the Age and Fortune of Emylius, + 
And * whole Reign, renew a Great ee. 


46) — — — be fare, . 

Your Grace be fuſting, that he may W hans As the 
Grace was to ſing, I at firſt thought that hang cleanly ſhould be twang 
cleanly, or with a clear Voice. But from the Expreſſion that follows, 
—— DP] hang another Grace in the old Reading is probably right, 
and refers to a Cuſtom of ſuſpending their Gods, A Graces, Ofc, 
in Ropes, which might make the Caution of being faſting 1 in order 
to hang cleanly, perſectly — and very humorous. 


pars, eng "Orr SONG, 


00 The Tragedy of Valentinian: 
th e 


Boy. Honour that is ever living, . 
Honour that is ever giving, | 
Honour that ſees all and knows, | 
Both the Ebbs of Man and Flows  . 
Honour that rewards the beſt, 
Sends thee thy rich Labour's Reſt 
Thou haſt ſtudied ſtill to pleaſe 3 
Werefore now ſhe calls thee Cæſar; 
Chorus. Hail, bail, Cæſar, hail and und, 
And th Name out-live the Land, 
Noble Fathers to bis Broms, + 
Bind this Wreath with theuſend Pe ed. 


AI. Stand to Eternity. 

Max. I thank ye, F athers, 
And as I rule, may it till grow of wither: 
Now to the Banquet, ye are all my Gueſts, 
This Day be liberal, Friends; to Wine we give its 
And ſmiling Pleaſures : Sit, my Queen of Beauty; 
Fathers, your Places: Theſe are fair Wars, Soldiers 
And thus I give the firſt charge to ye al;! 
You are my Second, Sweet, to every Cup, 
] add unto — Senate, a new Honour, 
And to the Sons of Mars a Donative. 


G N G. 


Boy God Lycos eber young, 

Ever bonour'd, ever ſung; 
Stain d with. Blood of luſty Grapes, 
In a thouſand luſty Shapes, 
Dance upon the (47) Mazer”s brim, 
In the Crimſon Liquor ſwim ; 

From thy plenteous 3 Hind Divine, 


Lu s River run with Wine; | 
God of Youth, let this Day here 
Enter neither Care nor Fear. whe 
47 ————Mazer's brim,} Mazer Gignifies the old- 
a actes flat ine Cup- 


Bey. 


e Hed 


Tt: p Tr as edy -of- ee 5 ; 


Envy of — Natians, nobly nn 
And to the he Fulneſs of your.y warlike Now... =. i 


And * big Meaſure turn into a ee k - 


x v\ 


aj 4 $,# 


Fes *. Cæſar. *y KL At NW ©7 Js X41 apr; 
Eud. [ have: my. wiſh. ETON on ns 
Afra. Wilt pleaſe y our YO 4 to 8 0 1 
Eud. Yes, but he Sal not. N Lc, Venp. Stir 
The 2 "muſt * — ak 2 Sen. x Torr 
: Grace, Sir, Cæſar. F 
Eud. Did. Nad zr tell you he _ e pub 
Semp, Dead reaſon, guard the ant; tons 3 
Soldiers, 10 out Czſar's NAGA : 
ake no Ming $- 


” . "0G £.+ 1 


: { : : * 4 


I was his Death; that U 
Has made him Earth. 
. Sold. Cut her in "PT? Si . 

Eud. Wiſe Men would know the Reaſon 1 138 di 
Is that I wiſh for, Romans, (48) and your Swords, 
The readieſt way of Death: Vet Soldiers grant me, 
That was your . once, and honour d by ye, 
But ſo much time to tell ye "why I kill'd him, 
And weigh my Reaſons well; if Man be in vou; 
Then if ye dare, do cruelly cos... TEMA 

Afra. Hear ber, ye noble Romans, tis a Woman, 
A e not for Swords but Fr: Renn es 

— and your Ren of 


(48) = 
Th TGA way of Death : Mr. ; and 
Mr. Sympſos both agree with me in dender this Word, the Context 
plainly requiring a Word of almoſt op ification.; and we all 
prefer readieſt as the beſt amongſt fon Wor that have occur'd all 
pretty near the Trace of the Letters, as cen, happic ; and Mr. 
Theobald adds Je Arn 1 ö 


voc. IV. eee 6. 
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If ſhe be-guilty of malicious Murder, ws vol 
Has given us Laws to make Eriinple er ker * 
If only of Revenge, and Blood hid from vs, SN 
Let us conſider firſt, then execute. 
Sem, Speak, bloody Woman. 1 2009 hq) 
Eud. Les: This Maximus, © a Foals 
That was your Cæſar, Lords, and noble Solder, No 
(And if I wrong the dead, 'Heav'n periſh me: 
Or ſpeak to win your Favours, but the Truth) 
Was to his Country, to his F riends, and G 
A moſt malicious Traitor. : 5 
Sem. Take herd, Woman. 
Eud. I ſpeak not for Comp aſfion. Brave lin, 
(W hoſe bleſſed Soul, if"? Wt ſhall afflit' me,) 
The Man that all the World lov*d, you a Pd, 
That was the Maſter- 1 of Arms, and Bounty; 
Mine own Grief ſhall come laſt: This Friend of . 
This Soldier, this your rat Arm, noble Romans, 
By a baſe Letter to the Emperor, 
Stafft full of Fears, and — Sy Selon, 
And by himſelf 'unto himſelf reed, Hp 
Was cut off baſely, TR, cruelly ;/ ; 
O Loſs, oh 37705 ye * ie ph, 
And the poor Stale, my 905505 Lord, that knew not 
More of this Villain,” than his forced Fears, e 
Like one foreſeen to ſatisfy, dy*d for it: 
There' was à Murder too, Rojne would hive draw at; 
Was this Worth wins Cher if or my Patience ? 22 
is Wife, 
By Heaven he told it me in Wine, and n 
And ſwore it deeply, he himſelf prepar d 
To be abüs'd.— How ? let me grieve, not tel ſe; ; 
And weep the Sins that did it: And his End 
Was only me, and Cæſar: But me he ly'd in; 
Theſe are my Reaſons, Romans, and my Soul 
Tells me ſufficient ; and my Deed is Juſtice: 
1 e as I have done well, 25 ill, look on me. 
e What leſs could Nature do, what leſs had we 
.,. 
" Had we Known this before ? Romans, ſhe's 's righteous 
A 


OM oy mY 
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„ Juſtice, Heav'n muſt ſmile on: | 

Bend all your Swords on me, if this diſpleaſe ye, © 

For I muſt kneel, and on this virtuous Hand 

Seal my new Joy and Thanks; thou haſt done truly. 
Semp. Up with your Arms, ye ſtrike a Saint elſe, Romans. 

May'ſt thou live ever ſpoken our Protector: 

Rome yet has many noble Heirs : Let's in i 

And pray before we chuſe, then plant a C A 

Above the reach of Envy, Blood, and Murder. in” 
Afra. Take up the Body, nobly: to his Urn. 

And may our Sins and his 8 r 

. N A dead Arts 
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J k uns d fain pleaſe ye, and as fain be pita d; 
*Tis bat a little Liking, both are eafd:; 

We have your Mony, and you have our Ware, 
And to our Underſtanding good and fai 
Fur your. own Miſdom s ſale, be not ſo mad, 
T” acknowledge ye have bought things dear and bad: 
Let not a brack "th" Stuff, or here and there 

The fading Gloſs, a general Loſs appear : 

We know ye take up worſe Commodities, 

And dearer pay, yet think your Bargain's wiſe z . 
We know in Meat and Wine, (49) ye fling away 
More Time and Health, which is but dearer pay, 
And with the Reckoning all the Pleaſure loſt. 

Me bid ye not unto repenting Coſt: © 

The Price is eaſie, and ſo light the Play, 
' That ye may new digeſt it every Day. | 

Then noble Friends, as ye 'would"chooſe a Miſtreſs, 
Only to pleaſe the Eye a while, and kiſs, 

Till a good Wife he got : So let this Play 

Hold ye a while, unmtilan better may. 


(49) — 9 fling away | 
” More Time and Wealth, which is but dearer pay,] The Chan 
of a Letter ſeems here to have turn'd a beautiful Sentiment into 
groſſeſt Tautology. , As it has hitherto ſtood, the Senſe muſt be, Yu 
take up with worſe Commodities, and pay dearer for them; for you 
ſpend more of your Time and more of your Wealth in Meat and Drink, 
and conſequently ye pay dearer for them, How flat and unneceſ 
is the Concluſion? But if we read Health inſtead of Wealth, as 
doubt not the Poets did, the Senſe will be perfectly poetical: You 
not only fling awvay more Time, but even Health too on Meats and 
Wine ; and this is @ much dearer Purchaſe than that which you buy of 
us for a little Money. The Pleaſure Eatables give is loft the Moment 
you are fill d; whereas the Food we treat with may be a thouſand 
times digeſied, and will never load or diſeaſe the Mind. 
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M E N. 
e 
7 Afentine” 4 Cela, 5 lakdy return 54 So "Trav, 
_ Brother to Alice. 
Monſieur Thomas, his Fellow-T; raveller N 
Sebaſtian, his Father. 
Francis, Valentine's Son, in Love with Cellide. * wy 
Hylas, a general Lover. N | 
Sam, a Gentleman, his Friend, 
Launcelot, Monfieur Thomas his Man. 
Michael, 4 Gentleman, Valentine*s Neighbour. 
Three Phyficians, and 2 | 


* 


w 0'm K N. : 


cs © 


Alice, Valentine's Siftr. 

Cellide, beloved by Valentine, in Love with Francis. 

Mary,  Neice to Valentine and Alice, in * with Motte 
eur Thomas. | 

Dorothea, ng ſeur Thomas bis Sifer. 

Abbeſs, iy pI . 


' # 
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* # 
Der — _ 4 4 £14 


ACT 1 SCENE 45 


4 #3 1 SE # * 


Enter Alice and Valentine, 


# 


ice A L 1 c 2. þ a % GUO 
Cr OS Jl. lien TY . 
SY OW dearly welcome Jou are! „ 


And my beſt Siſter, you're as At to wy ts 
” And oats let this cooirm. i it: How t ve 

me AS 1,4. Hs 

My poor State in my Abſence, how my Servants, | 


I dare, and muſt believe, ( elſe T ſhould wrong 19 
The beſt and worthieſt. 


Alice. As my Woman's Wit, Sir, 5 4 | 
Which is but weak and cr. 
Val. But good Alice, ' GX va . 


it 1 Þþ JJ 


Tell me how fares the gentle Cellide, 
The Life of my Affection, ſince my Provel,/ . 
My long and lazy Travel? Is her Love ſtill : ws Ap 
Upon the growing Hand? Does it not ſtop. ®' 
And wither at my Years? has ſhe not view'd 
And entertain'd ſome younger fmooth n 
Some Youth but in his Bloſſom, as herſelf 1 fi 
There lie my Fears. 1 nk 


4 


Alice. They need not, abr Kiiteve ban 10 
So well you've manag'd her, and won her d MEI 
Ev'n from her Hours of Childtiood to this Rk: 
(And'in your 9 35 by me enforc'd till) ) 

. Aa” 

21 
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So well Kiva your Gentleneſs into her, 9 xy 
Obſerv'd her, fed her Fancy, liv'd ſtill in DE 2 
And though Love be a Boy, and ever youthful, 
And young and beauteous Objects ever aim'd at, 
Yet here ye've gone beyond Love, better'd Nature, 
Made him appear in Years, in grey Years fiery, 
His Bow at full-bent ever; fear not Brother, =Y" 
For chough your Body has been far off from her. 
Yet every Hour your Heart, which is your Goodneſs, 
I have forc'd-into-her, won a Place prepar'd e 
And willingly to give it ever harbour; 


Believe the” s ſo much yours, and wan by Miracle, 1 
Which is by Age; ſo deep a Stamp ſet on her = J 
By your obſervances, ſne cannot alter. km 
Were the Child living now ye loſt at Sea 5 e 
Among the Genoa Gallies, what a Happineſs ! 
What a main Bleſſing! - „ ur 
Val. O, no more, good Sifter, N 3 T. 
Touch no more that String, tis too harſh an jarring, } + iP 


With that Child all my Hopes went, and you oY 
The Root of all thoſe Hopes, the Mer too 
Within few. Days. 1 
Allce. Tis too true, and too fatal, 2 8 
i But Peace be with their Souls. n 
Val. For her Loſs, 6 
L hope the beauteous Cellide, _ 
Alice. You may, Sir, 
For all ſhe is, is yours. 
Val. For the poor Boy's lofs,  ; } . 
I've brought a noble Friend, 1 found. in Travel,” 
A worthier Mind, and a more temperate Spirit, HIER 
If I have fo much. Judgment to hren. ie 
Man yet was neyer Maſter of. 
Alice. What is he? 
Val. A Gentleman, I "is Are e | 
And of a worthy Breeding; though he hide i its 5 
I found him at Valentia, poor and need 
Qaly bis Mind the Maſter of a Treaſuree. 
I fought hi us ee won him by much Vilens, i 
His Honeſty and M eſty ſtil] fearing To 


* 


ar +> + >» 


„ 


Pour fair return. 


Monſiaur Thomas. an 

To thruſt a Charge upon me; how I love him 

He ſhall now know, where Want and he der 

Shall be no more Companions; uſe him nobly, 467 

It is my Will, good Siſter, all I have: 

I make him free Companion i in, and Partner, 19609 Ju 

But only—— _. aneh 
Alice. 1 obſerve. ye, hold your. Right AY 

Love and high Rule allows no Rivals, Brother, 

He ſhall haye fair op ir and all Obſervance. 


Fuer H ylas. flew > 5 8 


Hyl. Vou're . e noble Sir. 5 
Val. What, Monſieur Eylas! -* 


I'm glad to ſee your merry Body well yet. =P 
Hl. Faith 1 are "welcome FROM what News beyond 
Seas? | | Tor 


Val. None, bas new Men expedted, ſuch as you 1 f 
To breed new Admirations'; *tis ny Siſter, 
Pray y' know her, Sir. 1 ar 
Hyl. With all my Heart; your leave, Lady? | 
Alice. Yourhave it, Sir. 1 
Hyl. A ſhrewd ſmart touch, which does progrofticate 
A Body keen and active, ſomewhat old, bo 
But cha s all one; Age brings Experience 8. 4 26? 5 
And Knowledge to Diſpatch : I muſt be better, 15 
And nearer in my Service, with your" leave, Sir, tt 
To this fair Lady. nA 
Fal. What, the old *Squire of Dames ſtill D! 
Hyl. Still the Admirer of their e 3 vich an my 
Heart now, ö 
love a Woman of her Years, a Pacer 5 , rope g 
That lays the Bridle in her Neck, will "Joi | 
Forty; rd ſomewhat fuiſome is a fine A... $57 
Theſe young Colts are too skittiſn. 3 


5 Enter Mary... 8 | [ 
Alice. My Couſin 625 „„ i 
In all her Joy, Sir, congratulate een Te; 


— pans put, — 
44> 


Val. My loving and kind Couſin,” 
3 


ET, 
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A thouſand Welcomes. 3 
Mary. A thouſand Thanks to. Heay'n, 5 "Aa . Ce 
For your gale Vonage, and Return. as 0x 215 ber 
Val. 1 thank ye 1 45 Va 
But where's my blefied Collide? Her e My | 
In Viſitation. Har 
Mary. Think not ſo, dear Uncle e Are 
I left her on her Knees, thanking the C Gods Lon 
With Tears and Prayets. 13 Ver The 
Val. Ye have given me too much — 4A NED To 
Mary. She will not be 00g from on Of a 
Hyl. Your fair Couſin? a REES F 
Val. It is ſo, and a Bait you cannot balk, Sir, IIs Nor 

If your old Rule reign in you, ye may 3 ber. ( 


For this is Handſomneſs, this that that draws us 1 


1 he pooreſt of your Servants vows his 0 - 


(2) Hu. A happy ſtock ye have, right worthy Lady, 


And oblig*d'Faith, _ * A t0 
Mary. O tis a Kiſs you would, LY . 
Take it, and tye your Tongue * „ 
Hyl. Pm an Af 
I do perceive now, a blind Aſs; a Mate. 


Body and Bones: Oh what a mounted Forehead, 
What Eyes and Lips, what every thing about her? 
How like a Swan "ſwims her Pace, and bears 
Her ſilver Breaſts! This is the Woman, ne, 
And only ſhe, that I will ſo much honour: , . 
As to think worthy of my Love, all older 130% 


„T heartily abhor, and give to Gun- powder, 


And all Complexions beſides hers, to Gypſies. . 3 
6 Ent Francis at one Door, and Cellide at another. 8 
Val. my dear Life, my better Heart all h 2 
Diſtreſſes in my Travel, all | Misfortunes,, JOY SE 4 97 
Had they been endleſs like the Hours ge . en] 
In this Kiſs had been buried in Oblivion ” 


— 


How happy have ye made me, truly happy? 


(1) 4 happy flock 6 laue. ] This is made « Continuation i, 
of Valentine's Speech by an Omiſſon of Hylas's Name, in the for- 77 


nn | 0 Rik ths nies A TR ſc 
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cel. My joy has ſo much over-maſtered me, 5 
That in my Tears for your return. _ LENS 
Val. O deareſt ; PR Cn. 
My noble Friend too! What a Bleſſedneſs 1 
Hive I about me now ! How full my Wide 9 
Are come again, a thouſand hearty Welcomes I 1 
once more lay upon ye; all I have, Fwy of 
The fair and liberal Uſe of all my Servants © 7 
To be at your Command, and all the A eee 
Of all within my Po Wer. ee e ee 
Fran. Yee too munificent, N 3 
Nor am J able to conceive thoſe Thanks” _— X* 
(2) Val. Ye wrong my tender Love now.. Even my 
Service, > 
Nothing excepted, nothing ſtuck between us 
And our intire Affections but this e 
This I beſeech ye Friend. | 
Fran. It is a Jewel, ESE. 
do confeſs, would make a L but never 1 050 
Of him that's ſo much yours, and bound Sg Sante, 
That were a baſe Ingratitulle. 
4 are N Ig | vu ; 
'Pray be acquainted with her ; keep your wa - gi - 
My Couſin and my Siſter. _ bes * V FCS. 
Alice. Ye are moſt welcome: vie 


* 


(2) Val. 7 wrong my tender Love now, even my Service,  -- 
Nothing accepted, nothing fluck between us FAN 
And our intire Affections but this Woman,] The firſt 
Line is very obſcure: Whoever confiders the Turn of the Period will 
ſee that it is not to be joined with the ſecond, as if his Modeſty would 
not accept his Service, It is evident that the Word accepred is a 
Corruption, and ſhould be excepted. There are two Ways of folving 
the Difficulty of the firſt Line ; either by «making it no more than 
laying, Ye nwrong my tender Love and: Seruice. But; then the 


enhancing Particle Even is ne I therefore turn this Particle 
into a Verb, and read, 


Ye aurong thy tender Love now. Eben my en 
Nothing excepted, & c. 


i. e. You Hall be ſerved equal with myſelf; or expe a Service 
equal t» that which is pay d to mie. The Expreſſion i 1 [ allow, ob- 
ſcure, but the beſt Poets are not always free from Obſcurity ; Brevity 


is the Soul of Poetry, but it often begets Difficulties of Conſtruction. 
_ Mary, 
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Mary. If any thing in our poor Powers, fair Sir, 
To render ye ontent, and liberal Welco come 85 ' 
May but appear, command it. fa 

ice. Ye ſhall find us 
Happy in our Performance. e 

Fran. The Servant „ WON 214 HOOE I Bye 
Of both your neſſes preſents his Service. 109 21 

Val. Come, no more Compliment ;' Cuſtom has made; it 
Dull, old, and tedious; ye are once more welcome 
As your own Thoughts can make ye, 150 the ſame eyer, 
And ſo we'll in to ratifie it. | 

Hyl. Hark ye, Valentine: uns 
Is wild Oats yet come over? ! pz 01 

„ ar, STE. 7.5 +15 

Mary. How does he bear himſelf 8 

Val. A great deal better e 
Why do you bluſh? The Gentleman will do well.” 
Mary. 1 ſhould be glad on't, Sir. 

Val. How does his Father? 

Hyl. As mad a Worm as er b. v. 

Val. I lookt for't: 


Shall we enjoy your Company? 


Hyl. I'll wait on ye: r e An 
Only a Thought or two. © | | 
Val. We bar all Prayers. TExtunt all but Ho 


Hyl. This laſt Wench ! Ay, this laſt — was 4 
fair one, 


A dainty Wench, a right one; a Devil take it, 


What do I ail? To've fifteen now in liking, 
Enough a Man would think to ſtay my Stomach? 
But what's fifteen, or fifteen Score to m Thotights? 
And wherefore are mine Eyes made, and have Lights, 
But to encreaſe my Objects? This laſt Wench 
Sticks plaguy cloſe to me, a hundred Pound 


1 were as cloſe to her; if I lov'd now, 


As many fooliſh Men a, I ſhould 1 ryn ond... 4 


Y 5 N < 7 
* 
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Enter Ola Be. ib Lee. 10 8 


Seb. Sirrah, no more of your French Sh. adviſe you. 
If you be louſy, ſhift yourſelt. * Da If 
Laun. May i I et your Worſhip, E 
Seb. Only to ſee my Son, my Son, IN Lamel: 5 : 
Your Maſter and my Son; Body O me, Sir, | 
No Mony, no more Mony, Monſieur Launcelot, 
Not a Denier, ſweet Signior; bring the Perſon, 
The Perſon of my Boy, my Boy Tom, Monſieur Thar, 
Or get you gone again, du gata Whee,,, Ar.» 
Baſſa mi cu, good Launcelot, * 1 EEE 
My Boy or nothing rs e 


Laun. Then to anſwer pun&tually. . a ns ip 

Seb. I fay to th* purpoſe, 3 a 8 

Laun. Then I ſay to th purpoſe. 1 . 
Becauſe your W orſhip's vulgar Seger ; 


May. meet me at the neareſt; your Son, my Wager, 
Or Monſieur Thomas, (for fo his Travel ſtiles him) 
Through many foreign Plots that Virtue meets hea 
And Dangers (I beſeech ye give A), 

Is at the Jaſt arriv'd, to ask 


* = {x1 g 


(As th' French Man calls it ſweetly) _ B | nor 
Your Benediction de jour en jour. 


£24 * 


Seb. 7 5 (3), don't conjure me » Sith T4 rac 
Urties. 71 

Laun. Cbe di 22 * Monſteur. 1 

Seb. Che dopa vou, Raſcal; © GG 


| Leave me your rotten Language, and tell me plainly, 


And quickly, Sirrah, leſt I crack your French Crown. 
What your good Maſter means; I have maintain d 


3) — on * comjurt” me with your french Furies. . The old 
Man not underſtanding the Expreſſion de jour en jour, repeats the 
Engliſh Words that are neareſt it in Sound ; and in the old of 
this Play, it is hard to diſtinguiſh whether the lat Word be Furies 
or Furies; I prefer the Former, and think the Similitude of Sounds 
more in Character than Any Allaſion between the Fin and Con- 


tion. © US £ 
* Lou 
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You and your Monſieur, as I make it, Launcolet, 
Theſe two Years at your ditti vous, your jours. 


Four me no more, for not another owes 8 
Shall paſs m FHH... Und 
Laun. Your Worſhip | is erroneous, "4 Utte 
For as I told you, your Son Tom, or Thomas, © D BM ov 
My Maſter and your Son is now arrived: bo 
To.ask your (as our Language bears it neareſt) Ane 
Baer e and he's here in Perſon. cg 5 . - All 
e Thon bom e = 
eb. yi Tom! Boy, welken with all my 1e. No 
Welcome, e Ri thou haſt | gladded me at Soul, Ea ” 
Infinite glad I am. 1 3 pray d too, en 2 Bu 
For you wild Thomas. Tom, I ch 155 1 W 
For coming hom. ce eat ee | Ir 
T5. Sir, 1 do find your Prayers . 
Have much prevail'd above my 8 3 H 
Seb. How's this? - A 
Tho. Elſe certain I had periſh'd NT my NY 
Ere 1 had won myſelf to 85 Diſcretion - MM. 1 
I hope you ſhall hereafter find. andy; In es: > 
Seb. Humh, humh, © 


TY 


Four own Experience in my aber Cin 5 


Diſcretion ? Is it come to that I The 1957 8 Foil 17d. 
The. Sirrah, you Rogue, look for't, for 1 will make the 
Ten times more miſerable than thou thought thyſelf 
Before thou travelPdlt ; thou haſt. told my Father, 
I know it, and I find it, all my Rogueries he. 
N meer way of prevention to undo me. 
Taun. Sir, as I ſpeak eight Languages, 16 
Toſd him you came to ask his 8 on, 
De jour en jour, 
Tho. Bur that T muſt be civil, 
d beat thee like a Dog. Sir, RY 
The Time I have miſpent, may make you doubtful, 
- Nay harden your Belief *gainſt my Converſion— 1 
Seb. A Pox o' Travel, I ſay. 
Tho, Yet, dear Father, 


Enter 


* 
** 
* 


7 
t, 
| 


Þ, & 


Ae Thomas : bs 
Enter Dorothes.: My 4:28 


Seb. Prichee no more, tis ſcurvy ; there's thy Sifter— 
Undone without Redemption; he eats with . 
Utterly ſpoil'd, his Spirit baffled in hi { DAG 
How have I ſin'd that this Afffiction i Taba, 
Should light ſo heavy on me ? I've no! hte Sons; A 
And this no more mine own, no ſpark of Nature 
Allows him mine now, he's grown Tame; my nd Curſo 
Hang o'er his Head that thus transform'd'thee : Travel? 
yl Tock my Horſe to travel next; we Monfreur— — 
Now will my moſt _ dear Neighbours | ” 


* 


But I am ſure this Mani: e this fine een ö wr 2 
Will never be in . 7 like mad Thomas, © 
J muſt go ſeek an Heir, for my Inheritarice © 
Muſt not turn Secretary; my Name and Qualit 
Has kept my Land three hundred Yers! in madneſs, 
And it flip now, wmay*t fink. oO 158 
Tho. Excellent Siſter, a I T 
I'm glad to ſee thee well.; but oberes hy Facher N. A 
Dor. Gone Diſcontent, it ſeems, © NE PB 
Thy.” He did Ill in it, 1 — 
As he does all; for I was uttering "TI 
A handfome Speech or two, I have been fludy bog 
Fer ſince I came from Paris. How glad to Tov Thee! - 
Dor. I'm gladder to ſee you, with more Love too 
I dare maintain it, than my Father's forry ©. 
To ſee (as he ſuppoſes) your Converſionn;k 
And I am ſure he's vext, nay more. I know it, © _ 
Has pray'd againſt it mainly; but it appears, Sr, 2 
You'd rather blind him wich! that poor _ 45 
Than in yourſelf correct it: Deareſt Brother, og 
Since there is in our uniform Reſemblance, | 
No more to make us two but our bare Sexes z 
And ſince one happy Birth produc'd us hither, 
Let one more happy Mind— —— | 
Tho, It ſhall be, Sifter, 
For I can do it when 1 liſt; and yet, Wench, 


TL 
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Be mad too when I pleaſe; I have the Trick on't : 
Beware a Traveller, 
Dor. Leave that Trick too. 


Tho. Not for the World; SE bo al 8. my Miſs Wil 


And prithee ſay how does he? I . te ſee 18 0 I kr 
And preſently : I muſt away. "A vd ve No 
Dor. Then do ſo, | blond? q 
For o my Faith ſhe will not ſee you, Brother, HJ 
Juho. Not ſee me? Ill —; c 
Dor. Now you play your true ſelf; if 1 0 Mas 1 
G Hav vould my Father bs this! I'll aſſure you A 
She will not ſee you; ſhe has heard (and loudiy) 5 


The Gambols that you play'd ſince your departure, | 
In every Town ye came, your ſeveral Miſchiefs, 
Your Rowſes and your Wenches; all your Quarrels, 
And the No- cauſes of em; theſe, I take itt. 
Although ſhe love ye well, to modeſt Ears, _, . 
To one that waited for your Reformation, 01 Gas * 
To which end Travel-was propounded by her Uncle, | 
Muſt needs, and Reaſon for it, be examined. 
And by her Modeſty; and fear'd too light too, 
To fyle with her Affections; ye have loſt her 
For any thing I ſee, exil'd yourſelf. 
Tho. No more of that, ſweet Doll, 1 will be civil, G 
Dor. But how long? . 
Tho. Would'ſt thou have me loſe. my Birch-right 5 
For yond old thing will diſinherit me 2 
If I grow too demure; good ſweet Doll, perle. 
Prithee, dear Siſter, let me ſee. her. | 
L | | Dor. No. 
* Tho. Nay, I beſeech * by this Light. 
| Dor. Ay, ſwagger. _. 1 
Tho. Kiſs me, 2 * be my Friend, we two were Twins | 
And ſhall we now grow Strangers? o 
Dor. Tis not my Fault. 
Tho, Well, there be other Women, and . | 
You, you were the Cauſe of this; there be more e 
And better People in em, fare ye well, 
'And other- Loves ; what ſhall become * me „ 
Arad of my. Vanities, becauſe they grieve ye? | ol. 
*. 


A Thing to be beloy'd ? 
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Dor. Come hither, come, do you: ſea that Cloud — 


flies there? 


so light are you, and blown wich * Fancy: 3 


Will ye but make me hope ye may be civil? 


I know your Nature's ſweet enough, and tender, 3 55 1 


Not grated on, nor curb'd: D' you love your Non 2 
Typo. He lyes that ſays I do not. i nn n 
Dor. Would ye ſee her? 3 
Tho, If you pleaſe, for it muſt; be fo, 
Dor. And appear to her 


The: ES >, 
Dor. Change then | 
A little of your Wildneſs into Wiſdom,.. | 
And put on a more Smoothneſs 3 zz: 9 
Ill do the beſt I can to help ye, yet dr ond v7 
] do proteſt ſhe ſwore, and ſwore it 2 Lunow? 
She would ne'er ſee you more; Where ur Man- 8 Heart 
What, do you faint at f n 
Tho. She is a Woman: | | 
But him ſhe entertains-next for a Servant, Pcs oi nE 
I ſhall be hold to quarter, m ini A HEEL CL) 
Dor. No thought of Fighting; 
Go in, and there we'll talk more ; be but a: 


i 
1 


13 


# if > ; 


And what lies in my Power, ye W ſure of, Lis 


8 O R N m 
Enier Alice, 1 „ 
1 He cannot be ſo wild ſtill. ITE 


Mary. 'Tis moſt certain, 
Te now heard all, and all the Trab. 


Alice. Grant all that; ; 
Is he the firſt that has been giv*n a loſt Man, . | 
And yet come fairly home? He's young and ae: 5 
And fit for that Impreſſion your Affectionn 
Shall ſtamp upon him. Age brings on Diſcretion; 
A Year hence, theſe mad Toys that now poſſeſs him 
Will ſhew like Bugbears to him, Shapes to fright him 3 


Marriage diffolves all theſe like Miſts. 


Vol IV. -- "REM" Mary. 
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Mary. They're grou 
. — in him, . his F ather 
And to his Grave th ** haunt him. 8 
Alice. Tis your | a 
Which is-a wife Part in you yet your Love, 
However you may-ſeem to leſſen it 
With theſe Diſlikes, and choak it with theſe Non, 
Do what you can, will break out to excuſe him, 
Ve have him in your Heart, and planted, Couſin, 
From whence the Power of Reaſon, nor ans 1 
Can ever root him. N 
Mary. Planted in my Heart, Aunt ? 
Believe it no, I never was ſo liberal! 
W hat though he ſhew a ſo-ſo-comely Fellow, 571 
Which we call pretty? Or ſay it may be handſom ? g 
What though his Promiſes may ſtumble at l 
The Power of Goodneſs in him, ſometimes Uſe too? 
Alice. How willingly thy Heart betrays thee ? Couſin, 
Cozen thyſelf no more; thou'ſt no more Power 
Jo leave off loving him, than he that's thirſty 


Nas to abſtain from Drink ſtanding before him; 


(4) His Mind is not ſo monſtrous. For his Shape, 
If I have Eyes, I have not ſeen his better. 
A handſom brown Comptexion. ET 

Mary. Reaſonable, 


BEE Inclining to a Tawny. 


Alice. Had I aid ſo EO 
Jou would have wiſh'd my 8 out; 1 his making. 
Mary. Which may be mended; I have ſeenLegs ſtraighter, 
And cleaner made. 
Alice. A Body too. 
Mary. Far neater, 
And better ſet together. 
Alice. God forgive thee, 
For *gainſt thy Conſcience thou ly't — 
Mary. I grant 'tis neat, enough. 
Alice, Tis excellent, 
And where the outward Parts are fair ad lovely, | 


(9 Hit Mind is not fo monſtrous for his Shops 4 Were Editions 


(Which 


1 wt 5 Cd 
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Put caſe. Youth has his ſwinge, and fiery Nan 

Flames to mad Uſes many times. 4 
Mary. All this | 5 

You only uſe to make me ſay I love him; 

] do confeſs I do, but that my Fondneſs 


Should fling itſelf upon his deſperate Follies. 


Alice. I do not counſel that, ſee him reclaim'd firſt, - 
Which will not prove a Miracle, yet Ma, Won 
I am afraid 'twill vex thee anne 


To ſtay ſo long. 


Mary. No, no Aunt, no, biliews me. 

Alice, What was your Dream to Night? For 1 obſerv'd dye 
Hugging of me, with good dear fweer Tom. | 

Mary. Fie, Aunt,. | 
Upon my Conſcience, © | | 

Alice, On my Word *tis true, Wench 3 
And then ye kifs'd me, Mary, more than once too, 
And ſigh'd, and O ſweet Tom again; nay, do not bluſh, 
Ye have it at the Heart, Wench, 

Mary, I'll be hang'd firſt, 
But you muſt have your way. 


Enter Dorothea, 


Alice, And fo will you too, 
Or break down Hedges for it. Dorothea, | 
The welcom'ſt Woman living 3 how does thy Brother 
I hear he's tarn'd a wondrous civil Gentleman 
Since his ſnort Travel. 
Dor. Pray Heav'n he make it good, Alice. 2 
Mary. How do ye Friend? I have a quarrel to ye, 


Le ſtole away and left my Company. 


Dor. O pardon me, dear Friend, it was to welcome 

A Brother that I have ſome Cauſe to love welI. 
Mary.” Prithee how is he? Thou + OP n 
Dor. Not perfect, 


I hope he will be. 


Mary. Never: H'as forgot me 
I hear , | tay and his hot Lav too. 
Alice. Thou would'ſt howl then. 


B b 2 | | f Mary. 
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(Which are but Moulds o'ch* Mind) what muſt the Soul be? 


388 Do | Monfenr Thomas. 
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Mary. And ] am glad it ſhould be ſo : his Travels 


| Have yielded him variety of . 


Fairer in his Eye far. 
. Alice, O cogging Raſcal! | | 
Mary. I was a Fool, but better Thoughts, I thank 
Heav 'n. 
Dor. Pray do not think ſo, — 8 loves vou dearly, 
Upon my Troth moſt firmly, would fain ſee you. 
Mary. See me, Friend! Do you think it tir? 
Dor. It may be, 1670 i 


Without the loſs of Credit too; he's not 


Such a prodigious Thing, ſo monſtrous, - 


| To fling from all Society. 


Mary. He's ſo much contrary  / 
T o my Deſires, ſuch an Antipathy, 
That | muſt ſooner ſee my Grave. 

Dor. Dear Friend, | 
He was not fo before he went. 

Mary. I grant it, | | 
For then I daily hop'd his fair . ' 

Alice, Come, do not mask yourſelf, but ſee him reel 
'Ye have a Mind. | 

Mary. That Mind PI] maſter then. 1 

Dor. And is your Hate ſo mortal? A 

Mary. Not to his Perſon, _ u 
But to his Qualities, his Mad- cap Follies, 

Which ſtill like Zydra's Heads grow thicker on him, 
I have a Credit, Friend, and Maids of my ſort 
Los where their Modeſties may live untainted. 

Dor. IN up that hope then; ; | noe th for your Friend's 

a | 
If I have any Intereſt within ye, | 
Do but this Courteſic, accept this Letter, 

Mary. From him ? 

21 The ſame ; *cis but a Minute's madig, 
And as we look on Shapes of painted Devils, 
Which ſor the preſent may diſturb our Fancy, 
But with the next new Object loſe em, ſo 
If chis be foul, ye may forget it, * ha 

Mary. Have ye ſeen it, Friend? 


Dor. 
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Dor. I will not lye; I have not, 
But I preſume, ſo much he honours you, 
The worſt part of himſelf was caſt away 
When to his beſt Part he writ this, 
Mary. For your fake, - 
Not that I any way ſhall like his Seribling. 
Alice. A ſhrewd diſſembling . 
Dor. I thank ye, dear Friend, 
I know ſhe loves him. 
Alice. Yes, and will not Joſe FO 
Unleſs he lap into the Moon, believe that, | 
And then ſhe'll ſcramble too; young Wenches Loves 
Are like the courſe of Quartans, they may ſhift 
And ſeem to ceaſe ſometimes, and yet we ſee 
The leaſt Diſtemper pulls em back again, 
And ſeats *em in their old Courſe ; fear her not, 
Unleſs he be a Devil. 
Mar. Now Heav'n bleſs me. 
Dor. What has he writ? 
Mary. Out, out upon him. 
= Ha, what has the mad Man done f 
Mary. Work, worſe, and worſe ſtil]. 
Alice. Some Northern Toy, a little broad. 
Mary. Still fouler? 
Hey, hey Boys, — 3 keep me; Oh. | 
Dor. What ail ye | 
Mary. Here, 44 your Spell again; it burns my Finger | 
Was ever Lover writ fo ſweet a Letter, | 
So elegant a Stile? Pray look upon't; 
The rareſt Inventory of rank Oaths 
That ever Cut- purſe caſt, 
Alice. What a mad Boy is this? 
Mary. Only Pth* bottom 
A little Julip gently ſprinkled over 
To cool his Mouth, leſt it break out in Buſters, 
Indeed law, Yours for ever. | 
Dor. I am ſorry. 
Mary. You ſhall be welcome to me, come when you, 
pleaſe, . | 
And ever may command me vertuouſiy R 
| | Bb I But 


| 
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But for your Brother, you muſt pardon me, 
Till I am of his Nature, no 3 Friend, 
No word of Viſitation, as ye love me, | 
And fo for now I'll leave ye. Exit. 
Alice. What a Letter c 
Has this thing written, how it roars like Thunder ? 


Wich what a State he enters into Stile? 
Dear Miſtreſs. 


Dor. Oat upon him, Bedlam, 


Alice. Well, there be ways to reach her yet: Such 
likeneſs 


As you. two carry, methinks. 

Dor. I am mad too, ; 

And yet can apprehend ye : Fare ye well, 

The Fool ſhall now fiſh for himſelf, 
Alice, Be ſure then 


His tewgh be tith and ſtrong : And next no ſwearing, 
He'll catch no F iſh elſe: Farewel, Dol. 


Dor. Farewel, Alice, |  [Exeunt; 


— 


— . — a | _ Cy 


KT: IL SCENE IL 


Enter Valentine, Alice, and Cellide, 


Cel. I Ndeed he is much chang'd, extremely alter'd, 
His Colour faded ſtrangely too. 
Val. The Air, ee 6 
The ſharp and nipping Air of our new Climate 
I hope is all, which will as well reſtore | 
To Health again th' affected Body by it, 
And make it ſtronger far, as leave it dangerous; 
How does my Sweet, our bleſſed hour comes on now 
Apace my Cellide, it knocks at Door; 
In which our Loves, and long Deſires like Rivers 
Riſing aſunder far, ſhall fall together, 
Within theſe two Days, Dear. 
Cel. When Heav'n, and you, Sir, 
Shall think it fit: For by your Wills I'm govern'd. 
3 G good _ Preparation, ad 1 
5 ater 


Enter Francis. Nor] N Bo 5 * 
Val. All that may be: 4 11 BY 
It ſhall be no blind W edding: And all os yu wo 


Of all our Friends I hope: He looks worſe PRES 3 
How does my Friend, myſelf? He ſweats too lh 
His Pulſe, like the low dropping of a Spout, .. 
Scarce gives his Function: How ist Man 8 Sir, 
You look extreme . ill: Is it any atk 10 
The weight of which — 
Fran. N one, gentle Sir, that [ Lil 
Your Love 1s too too tender, MET 4G | * 8 
Nay, believe, Sir. 7 
Cl. You cannot be the Maſter of: your FFI au 
Either ſome Fever lies in wait to catch ye, BOS 
Whoſe Harbingers already in your Face 
We ſee preparing: Or ſome Diſcontent, et 414] 
Which if it lie in this Houſe, I dare $a | 
Both for this noble Gentleman, and all 34 75 baA | 
That live within it, ſhall as readily” 8 
Be purg'd away, and with. as much care ſoften = 
And where the Cauſe is. | g 
Fran. Tis a Joy to be ill, 
Where ſuch a virtuous fair Phyſſeian 
Is ready to relieve : Your noble Cares | 
I muſt, and ever ſhall be thankful for, : 
And would my Service (I dare not look upon cher) 
But be not fearful, I feel nothing dangerous. 
A grudging caus'd by th* Alteration 
Of Air, may hang upon me: ey Heart” s whole, 
(I would it were). | 
Val. I knew the Cauſe to be ſo. £ 
Fran. No, you ſhall never know it. 
Alice. Some warm Broths. ' 
To purge the Blood, and keep, I. Bed a Day, Sits: 
And ſweat it out. T5 
Cel. I have ſuch Cordials, } 57 
Thar if you will but promiſe me 7 12 ,, „ 
Indeed you ſhall be well, and very quickly, 
I be your Doctor, N ſee yon figely - 


a. 


o 


; rn 


I'll fetch ye up again. 
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Val. He ſweats extremely: 1 
Hot, very hot: His Pulſe beats like 4 Drum | now, 
Feel Siſter, feel, feel Sweet. 
Fran. How chat touch ſtung me? 
Val. My Gown there. * 
Cel. And thoſe Julips in the Window. 
Alics. Some ſee his Bed made, +. 
Val. This is moſt unhappy, 
Take courage Man, *tis nothing but an a. 
Cel. And this ſhall be the laſt Fit. 
Fran. Not by Thouſands: 
5 Now what *tis to be truly miſerable, 
I feel at full Experience. . 4 
Alice. He grows fainter. | 
Val. Come, lead him in, he ſhall t to Bed: A Vomit, 
PI! have a Vomit for him. | 
Alice. A Purge firſt, 
And if he breath'd a Vein. 
Val. No, no, no Bleeding, 
A Clyſter will cool all. 
Cel.. Be of good chear, Sir. | 
Alice. He's loth to ſpeak. : 
Cel. How hard he holds my Hand, Aunt? 
Alice, 1 do not like that Sign, 
Val. Away to's Chamber, 
Fd or he's full of Pain, be diligent 
"ow all the Care ye FOE? Would 1 had ecu'd' him. 


| [ Exeuni, 
s E N E II. 
Enter Dorothea, and Thomas. 


Dor. Why do you rail at me? Do I dwell i in her 

| To force her to do this or that ? Your Letter, 

A Wild-fire on your Letter; your ſweet Letter; 

Lou are ſo learned in your Writs : Ye ſtand now 
As if y* had worried'Sheep : You muſt turn Tippet, 

And ſaddenly;. and truly, and diſcreetly . 


| at on che Shape of * and Humanity, , 


ry 
* 


— 
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Or you muſt marry Malkyn the May Lady : | 
You muſt, dear Brother: Do you make me Carrier 
Of your Confound-me s, and your Culverings ? 
Am Ia ſeemly Agent for your Oaths ? 
'Who would have writ ſuch a deboſn d ? 
Tho. Your Patience, 
May not a Man profeſs his Love ? 
Dor. In Blaſphemies ? | 
Rack a Maid's tender Ears, with Dams and Devils? 
(5) Out, out upon thee. | 
Tho. How would ye have me write? 
Begin— with my Love premiſed ? ſurely, © 
And by my truly, Miſtreſs. ' : 
Dor. Take your own courſe, 
For I ſee all Perſuaſion's loſt upon ye: 
Humanity, all drown'd ; From this Hour fairly 
Pll waſh my Hands of all ye do: Farewel, Sir. 
Tho. Thou art not mad? 
Dor. No, if I were, dear Brothss: | 
I would keep you Company: Get a new Miſtreſs, 
(6) Some Suburb Saint, that Six-pence and ſome Oaths N 
Will draw to parley: Carowſe her Health in Cans 
And Candles Ends, and quarrel for her Beauty, 
Such a Sweetheart muſt ſerve your turn; your old Love 
Releaſes ye of all your Ties, diſclaims Ye, 
And utterly abjures your Memory | . 
Till Time has better manag'd ye, will ye command me — 
Tho. What, bobb'd of all ſides? 
Dor. Any worthy Service _ 5 | 
Unto my Father, Sir, that I may tell him, DM 


Even to his peace of Heart, and much rejoicing, 
Ye are his true Son Tom {till ? will it pleaſe ye 


* *(5) Ha G e wes thee] This bumnttia Condon of :Drea). * 


thea's Speech, not the Beginning of Thomas's, whoſe Stile widely, 
differs from this, 


(6) Same Suburb Saint, that Six-pence e and ſome others 


Will draw to parley:—] The Neceſſity of reading Oaths 
here inſtead of others is too evident to need a Proof. The Miltake pro- 


_ aroſe from ſpelling Oaths with an Othes, which I have often 2 


met with in our Authors, and i in other ade of their Age. 8 
| | To 
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To beat ſome half a Dozen of his Servants preſently, 


That I may teſtifie you have brought the ſame Faith 
VUnblemiſh'd home, ye carried out ? Or if it like you, 


There be two Chambermaids within, young Wenches, : 
Handſom and apt for Exerciſe : You have been good, Sit, Vor 


And Charitable, though I ſay it, Seigneur, 

To ſuch poor Orphans : And now, by th' way ! think on't U 
Your young Rear Admiral, I mean your laſt Baſtard Th 
Don John, ye had by Lady Blanch the Dairy Maid, 

Is by an Academy of learned Gypſies, 


#4 | 
Foreſeeing ſome ſtrange Wonder in the Infant, 4: - 
Stoln from the Nurſe, and wanders with thofe Prophets, - N 
There is Plate in the Parlour, and good ſtore, Sir, Co 


(7) When you want, ſhall ſupply i it. So moſt humbly M 
(Firſt rendring my due Service) I take leave, Sir. ¶ Exit. 1 


Tho. Why Doll, why Doll I ſay: My Letter fubb'd wo, I. 
And no accefs without I mend my Manners ? | 


All my Deſigns in Limbo? I will r A 
Yes, I will have her, though the Dexil rar. 1 
I am reſolv'd that, if ſhe live above Ground, 35535 

I'll not be bob'd th? Noſe with every Bobtail: 0 ] 
J will be civil too, now I think betters, | | 
Exceeding civil, wondrous finely carried : A ] 
And yet be mad upon occaſion, | / 
And ſtark mad too, and fave my Land: My Father, E 
FI have my Will of him, — e' er my Wench goes. 1 


I Exit. 
Entef Sebaſtian, and Launcelot. | 
- Seb. Sirrah, I fay ſtill you have ſpoil'd your Maſter: leave 
your Stitches : 2s 

I fay thou haſt ſpoil'd thy Matter . 

Laun. I ſay how, Sir? 

. $#. Marry thou'ſt taught him like a an arrant Raſeal, 
Firſt to read perfectly: Which on my Bleſſing 

I warn'd him from; for I knew if he read once, 

He was a loſt Man. Secondly, Sir Launcelot, 

Sir lowſie Launcelot, ye have ſuffer'd him 

Againſt my Power firit, then againſt my Precept, 


(7) When your Wants ts Pall arb it] Former Editions. 


To 


. 
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To keep that ſimpering fort of People co oy. 
That N Men = dil . 1 n 
Laun. And't pleaſe your Worſhip. | 
Seb. It does not pleaſe my Worſhip, 
„Nor ſhall not pleaſe my Worſhip: Thirdly and 1 
Which if the Law were here, I would hang thee for,” 7 
t (However will lame thee) like a Villain, 
Thou haft wrought him 
Clean to forget what 'tis to do a Miſchief, F 
A handſom Miſchief, ſuch as thou knew'ſt I loyd well, 
My Servants all are ſound now, my Drink ſowr'd, 
Not a Horſe pawn'd, nor play'd away: No Warrants : 
Come for the Breach of Peace. 2 
Men travel with their Mony, and nothing meets em: 
] was accurs'd to ſend thee, thou wert ever £1] 
L eaning to Lazineſs, and loſs of Spirit, 
| Thou ſlept'ſt ſtill like a Cork upon the Water. 
Laun. Your Worſhip knows, I ever was accounted * 
The moſt deboſh'd, and pleaſe you to remember, 
Every Day drunk too, for your —_ $ Credit, 
I broke the Butler's Head too. 
Seb, No, (8) baſe Palliard, 5 | 
do remember yet that Onſlaught, thou waſt beaten, 
And fled'ſt before the Butler ; a black Jack 
Playing upon thee furiouſly, I faw it: 
1 thee ſcatter'd Rogue, behold thy Maſter. 


Enter Thomas, with a Book. 


Tho. What ſweet Content dwells here! 
Laun. Put up your Book, Sir, 
We are all undone elſe. | 

Seb. Tom, when is the Horſe-race? 
Tho.” I know not, Sir. 
Seb. You. will be there? 
Tho. Not J, Sir, 

I have forgot thoſe Journeys, 

| 11 iPd for ever. 


ing holds at Derby, and there will be 


(8) Baſe Palliard,] Palliard, a Debaichee, a Whore- maſter 99 
from the French. $ liner. 
Jack 
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Fack Wild- oats, and Will Purſer. | volt ad} 

Typo. I am ſorry, Sir, | 

They ſhould employ their Time ſo flender!: Ys 

Their Underſtandings will bear better Couries. 

Seb. Yes, I will marry again: But Monſieur Thomas, 

What fay ye to the Gentleman that challeng'd ye 
Before he-went, and the Fellow ye tell out with ? 
bo. O good Sir, 

Remember not thoſe Follies; where I have wrong'd, hs, 

+ (So much I've now learn'd to diſcern myſelf) 

My Means, and my Repentance ſhall make even, 
Nor do I think it any Imputation ä 
To let the Law perſuade me. 

Sieb. Any Woman: 
I care not of what Colour, or Complexion, 
Any that can bear Children : Reſt ye merry. Exit. 

Laun, Ye have utterly undone, clean dicharg'd me, 
. Pm for the ragged Regiment. 

Tho, Eight Languages, 
And wither at an old Man's Words? 
Laun. O Pardon me. 
I know him but too well : Eightſcore I take it 
Will not keep me from beating, if not killing: 
Pl! give him leave to break a Leg, and thank him: 
Lou might have ſav'd all this, and ſworn a little: 
What had an Oath or two been ? Or a Head N 
Though 'thad been mine, to have ſatisfied the old Man? 
Tho, I'll break it yet. 
Laun. Now tis too late, I take i it: 
Will ye be drunk to Night, (a leſs Intreaty | 
Has ſerv*d your turn) and ſave all yet? Not mad drunk 
For then ye are the Devil, yet the drunker, 
The better for your Father till: Your State is deſperate, 
And with a deſperate Cure ye muſt recover it: 
Do ſomething, do Sir: Do ſome drunken Thing, 

Some mad Thing, or ſome any Thing to help us. 
Tho,. Go for a Fidler then: The poor old Fidler 
That ſays his Songs: But firſt where lies my Miſtreſs, | 

Did 36 IE « out that ? 


Lau. 


ut, 


2 


Laun. I'th* Lodge, alone Sir, 
None but her own Attendants. . : i 
Tho. *Tis the happier: | 


Away then, find this F Ard and do not miſs 2 

By nine a Clock. | 
Laun. Via. © | | [Ext 
Tho. My Father's mad now, 5 

And ten to one will diſinherit me: 


Tl put him to his plunge, and yet be merry. 
What, Ribabald? 


Enter Hylas and Sem. 
Hul. Don Thomaſio. 


De bene venew. 
Tho. I do embrace your Body: 


How do*ſt thou, Sam ? 


Sam. The ſame Fam ſtill : : Your Friend, Sir. | 


- Tho. And how is't, bouncing Boys? 


Hyl. Thou art not alter'd, _ 
They ſaid thou wert all Monfieur. 
750. O believe it, | 
I am much alter'd, much another way : 
The civil'ſt Gentleman i in all your Country : 
Do not ye ſee me alter'd ? Zea and nay, Gentlemen, | 


A much converted Man : W here's the beſt * Boys? 


Hyl. A ſound Convertite. 
Tho, What, haſt thou W up Twenty yet? 
Hyl. By r Lady, 
Pve giv'n a ſhrewd puſh at it, for as I take it, 
The laſt I fell in Love with, ſcor'd ſixteen. 


. Tho, Look to your Skin, Rambaldo, the "RPGs Giant 


Will rowze and rend thee piece-meal, 
Sam. He neer perceives *em 
Longer than looking on. 

Tho, Thou never meaneſt then 


To marry any that thou loy*ſt ? 


Hyl. No ſurely, _ 
Nor any wiſe Man I think; Marriage ? 
Would you haye, me now begin to be a Prentice, 


And learn to cobble other Mens old Boots? 
a Sam. 
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Sam. Why, you may take a Maid. 
Hy. Where? Can you tell me? 


Or it *rwere poſſible I might get a Maid, | 1 
To what Uſe ſnould I put her? Look upon her, c 
Dandle her upon my Knee, and give her Sugar-ſops? I jc 
All the new Gowns i'th' Pariſh will not pleaſe her, 3 
If ſhe be high bred, for there's the Sport ſhe aims at, Ye 
Nor all the Feathers i in the Fryars. N A 
Typo. Then take a Widow, Wa 2; ir 
A ood ſtanch Wench, that's tith. IEF [1 
| yl. And begin a new. Order, ; 
Live in a dead Man's Monument ; not I, Sir, ä A 


I'll keep mine own Road, a true Mendicant Z 
What Pleaſure this Day yields me, I ne' er covet 
To lay up for the Morrow; and methinks ever 
Another Man's Cook dreſſes my Diet neateſt. 

Tho. Thou waſt wont to love old Women, far and 

flat-nos d, 

And thou would'ſt ſay they kiſs'd like Flounders, fa 
All the Face over, 

Fl. I have had ſuch Damſels 


I 1 muſt confeſs. 


Tho. Thou haſt been a precious Rogue. 
Sam. Only his Eyes; and o' my Conſcience | 
They lie with half the Kingdom. 


Enter over the Stage, Phyſicians and others. 


Tho. What's the matter ? 
Whither go all theſe — if theſe Phylicians? 
Whoſe Dogs lies fick o'th” Mulligrubs ? 
Sam. O, the Gentleman, 
The young ſmug Seignior, Maſter Palemine 
Brought out of Travel with him, as I hear, 
Is faſn fick o*th ſudden, deſperate ſick ; 
And likely they go thither. 
 _ Tho, Who? young Frank? 
Ihe only temper'd Spirit, Scholar, Soldier, ERS 
N z and all in one Piece? tis not poſſible, 


Enter 
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Enter Alice. 


Fam. There's © one can better fatiefie you.” 
Tho. Miſtreſs Alice, : 
I joy to ſee you, Lady, 

Alice. Good Monſieur Thomas, 15 
You're welcome from your Travel; l am a. 


A Gentleman lies ſick, Sir. 


Tho. And how doſt thou? 
[I muſt know, and I will know. 
Alice. Excellent well, 
As well as may. be, thank ye. 
Tho. I am glad on't, 


And prithee hark. 


Alice, I cannot ſtay. 
Tho. A while, Alice. | 
* 1 look ſo narrowly, the inks i” 1 Mouth 
Hyl. Pm looking at her Legs, price be quiet. 
Alice, I cannot ſtay. 0 
Yo. O ſweet Alice. 
Hyl. A clean Inſtep, 
(9) And that J love as Life, I did mot . 
This Woman half ſo well before, how quick 
And nimble like a Shadow, there her Leg ſnew'd; 
By th' Maſs a neat one, the colour of her d wo 
A much inviting Colour. 
Alice, My good Monſieur, 
I have no time to talk now. 
Hyl. Pretty Breeches, 
Finely becoming too. 
Tho, By Heav'n. 
Alice, She will not, 
I can aſſure ye that, and fo. 
Tho, But this Word, 


(9) And hat I love 2 Life.] I don't diſcard this as Nonſenſe, 
a Life, for all my Life long, or for a great deal, might poſſibly be 
admitted; but tis moſt probable that the Authors made uſe of a com · 
mon Expreſſion rather than ſo abſtruſe a one, unleſs the latter hap» 
1 to be a Phraſe of that Age now become obſolete. = 
Mice, 
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Alice, 1 cannot, nor I will not good Lan: [ Exit, 


! 
Hyl. 1 you ſhall hear more from me. 2 
Tho. We'| - viſit, | Se 
| 'Tis . beſides, I know ſhe is there; 1 
And under Viſitation I ſhall ſee herz 
Will ye along? | 3 
Hl. By any Means. 
_ Tho. Be ſure then 
1 be a civil Man: Pve ſport in hand, Bays. 
Shall make Mirth for a ann | 1 
* 7 then. | C Zxeunt. 
S C E N E III. wares {a0 2 
18 u 
Enter three Phyſicians with an Dina. 2 Ne 
1 Phy. A Pleurifie, I ſee it. = 
2 Phy. I rather hold it Wat.» N. 
For tremor Cordis. | | | 
3 Phy, Do you mark the Feces ? 80 
Tis a mot peſtilent contagious Fever, | 7 
— I a plaguy Surfeit; he muſt A N 
oo hy. By no means. 1 1 
1 Phy. I ſay bleed. i W en! $8 
1 Phy, I ſay tis dangerous | | I 
The Perſon being ſpent ſo much before · hand, 5 1 
And Nature drawn ſo low, Clyſters, cool Ciyſters. 
2 Phy. Now with your Favours, I ſhould think a Vomit: E 
For take away the Cauſe, the Effect muſt follow, | 


The Stomach's foul and furr'd, (ro) the Pot's unclean'd yet. 


3 Phy. No, no, we'll rectify that Part by mild rear 
— ſo ſunk muſt find no Violence. 


Enter a Servant. 


Kev. Will't pleaſe ye draw near? the weak Gentleman 
Gros worſe and worſe ſtill, 


(10) 


the Pot's unflam'd yet.] The Stomach by a coarſe 


Melaphor is here call'd the Pot, but unfſam' d ſhould either be e»flam'd 
or wunclzan'd'; the former is nearer the Trace of the Letters, the latter 

makes the Metaphor more conſiſtent, and is the more common Expreſ- 

fion, 1 — the latter, but think it not material which takes place. 


FE OP | 


. 


What daily Sores and Sorrows? 
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1 Phy, Come, we will attend hiwnm. 
2 Phy. He ſhall do well, my Friend. 2A 
Serv. My Maſter's Love, Sir. 
1 Phy. Excellent well [ warrant thee, right and fraight, 
Friend. | 
3 Tus There” 5 nodoube; in him, none eatallneer fear him. 
Is Au. 


8 K K N E N. 


Euter Valentine, and Michael. 


Mich. That he is deſperate ſick I do believe well, | 
And that without a ſpeedy Cure it kills hij 
But that it lies within the help of Phyſick vid 
Now to reſtore: his Health, or Art = cure him, 

Believe it you are cozen'd; clean belide it. 
I'd tell ye the true Cauſe roo, but twould vex ye, 


Nay, run ye mad. 


Val. May all I have reſtore him? | 

So dearly and fo tenderly I love him, - 

I do not know the Cauſe why, yea my Life too. 
Mich. Now I perceive ye A well ſet, Pll tell you, 


Hei mihi quod nullis Amor eſt medicabilis herbis. 


Val. *T was that I only fear'd : Good Friend go from me, 

I find my Heart too full for further „ FAY ts 

You are aſſur'd of this? | 
Mich, *Twill prove too certain, #54 

But bear it nobly, Sir, Youth hath his Bomm. 9 
Val. ſhall do, and I thank ye; pray yeno Words on't. 
Mich, 1 do not uſe to talk, Sir. (Exit. 
Val. Le are welcome: 

Is there no Conſtancy in earthly Thin 8„ 

No Happineſs in us, but what muſt altern? 

No Life without the heavy Load of Fortune? 

What Miſeries we are, and to ourſelves, ' 

Ev'n then when full Content ſeems to fit by . 


Enter Alice, OM 


. Alice, 0 dear Brother, 
Vol. * Ce 


1 mas, 


402 

The Gentleman if ever ONE vill ſee bim TE 

n as I think. | n 
SEN EL; Ele TT 


Cl 0 5 . for Heay” n 's ſk. 


For Heav*n's ſake; Sir. 


Val. Go comfort him, dear Siſter. Tx Alice 
And one Word, Sweet, with you : Then we 1 8⁰ to him. 
What think you of this Gentleman? 

Cel. My Pity thinks, Sir, | 
Tis great Misfortune that he ſhould thus periſh. 

2 It is indeed, but Cellide, he muſt; die. 

Cel. That were a Cruelty, when Care may cure him, 

Why do you = ſo, Sir? He may recover. _ 
Yal. He may, but with much * ; u bed. 
Lou have a powerful Tongue. 

Cel. To do you Servicſee. 

Val. I will betray his Grief ; he loves Gentlewomn, 


A Friend of yours, whoſe Heart another holds, 


He knows it too; yet ſuch a 7% 19 wy oth {+ 02 
And his not daring to deliver it, 11 
Have won upon him, that they muſt undo Hit: AI 
Never ſo hopeful and ſo ſweet a 1 $$ 
. Misfortune fell ſo foul on. 7 

Cel. Sure ſhe's hard- heart,, 


That can look on and not relent; and deeply, 4 601 
1 mann ; 
Val. Not yet. ; don i 129 fed 
Cel. Non der e. ; au ng ah 1: \ 
Val. When the pleaſe. 344.0391 30a. of .þ. art © 
Cel. And pray, Sir, Y N 


Does he deſerve her truly, that me — o aff; 
Val. His Love may merit much, his Tele, lite, 
For there the Match lies mangled. - 
Cel. Is he your Friend? 
Val. He Gould be, for he is near me. 
Cl. Will not he die then, 
When th” other ſhall recover ?. 
Val. Ye have pos'd me. 


Cel. Methinks he ſhould go near it, if he love her; 


F TO POT Coin 7 ETSY OE is” ey Rod bd ho wot . xp D2, fs 7 &@ foods 


. 


| 
0 


If 


— Minfeut Thomas/ —_—  - 
If ſne love him. Heck: ct IN 
Val. She does, and * 40 * 

Cel. *Tis a hard task you put me; ye ber your 6 ake 2 
Iwill ſpeak to her, all the Art I have; 
My beſt Endeavours; all his Youth and Perſon, | 
His Mind more full of Beauty; all his e 2 
The Memory of ſuch a ſad Example, 
Ill ſpoken of, and never old; the Curſes 
Of loving Maids, and what may be alledg'd, 
I'Il lay before her: What's her Name? te ready. 
Val. But will you deal effettually * 
Cel. Moſt truly : 08-28 


Nay, were it I myſelf, at your regen 


Val. And could ye be ſo A 
Cel. So dutiful;kw | 
Becauſe you urge it, Sir. 
Val. It may be tnen an TIO 
It is yourſelf: *. en eien a e 9, 
Cel. It is indeed, 1 know 1775 
And now know how ye love me. 
Pal. O my Deareſt, * 1 5f 


Let but your Goodneſs judge; your own mares r* 1 


Set but your Eyes on his Afflictions; 

He's mine, and ſo becomes your Charge: But think 
What Ruin Nature ſuffers in this young Man. 
What Loſs Humanity, and noble Manhoocll on 
Take to your better Judgment my declining, - / 

My Age 1 8 of Impotence, and Ills, _ 

My Body budding now no more : Seer Winter 

Hath ſeal'd that Sap up, at the beſt and happieſt / 
] can but be your Iban you my Nurſe, 

And how unequal, Deareſt; where his Tears, 
His Sweetneſs, and his ever Spring of Goodnels, 
My Fortunes growing in him, and myſelf too, 


Which makes him all your old Love; milconceive not, | 


I fay not this as weary of my Bondage, 
Or ready to infringe my Fah; bear ne 4% 
Thoſe Eyes that I adore ſtill, thoſe ES the 9 2 we, 
To all the Joy I have. 
i. You've man Blrj ; 29 2s! 165T 9h5? 
Cc 2 And 


* | 2 


* * 


404 Monſieur Thomas. 


And more than &er I thought that Tongue could _ Ih 
But you're a Man, a falſe Man too. Co! 


Val. Dear Cellide. 4 r rio | Yo 
Cel. And now, to ſhew n 3 | 
Robb' d of her Reſt, and bold out of her Fondneſs, 


The Gentleman ſhall live, and if he love me, Ar 
Ye ſhall be both my Triumphs; I will to him, 
And as you careleſly fling off your Fortune Ar 


And now grow weary of my eaſie winning, 
So will I loſe the Name of Valentine, | . 
From henceforth all his'Flatteries, and believe it, FA 
Since ye've ſo ſlightly parted with Affection. 1. 
And that Affection you have pawn'd your Faith „ 
From this Hour no Repentance, Vows nor Prayers 
Shall pluck me back again; what I ſhall do, 
Cet I will undertake his Cure, expect it) 
Shall miniſter no Comfort, no Content 
To either of ye, but hourly more Vexations. - 
Val. Why, let him die then. 
Cel. No, ſo much I have loved 1 
To be commanded by you, that ev'n now, 
_ Ev'n in my Hate, I will 0h0y. yu Wilkes... : 
Val. What ſhall Ido? 
Cal. Die like a Fool unſorrow'd, - | 
A bankrupt Fool, that flings away his Treaſure z 
I mult begin my Cure. 


| Val. And I my Gros.” ut - [Exeunt. 


CA 
te. 


r ang ET A 
Enter Francis fick, Phyfic 1cians, and. an Apothecary, 


1 Phy, \LAP-on the Cataplaſm. 


Fran. Good er 
Good learned Gentlemen. © 


2 Phy. And fee theſe Broths there; = 
Ready within this Hour ; pray keep your Arms i in, 
The Air is raw, and miniſters much evil. 


270 Pray ave t me; I beſcech ye leave me, Gentlemen, 


Monfieur' Thomas. 40g 


I have no other Sickneſs but your Preſence ; Hoa 0 
Convey your Cataplaſms to thoſe that need em, 
Your Vomits, and your Clyſters. 5 

3 Phy. Pray be rul'd, Si. 12 

1 Phy. Bring in the Lettice Cap; you muſt be ſhav'd Sir, 
And then 1 ſuddenly we'll 8 you ſleep! .. | 

Fran, Till Dooms-day: What e Nothin 
Are theſe about a wounded Mind! 5 2 

2 Phy. How do ye? | 

Fran. What Queſtions they . too! how do 
FR you, Sir? "IF I, 

I am glad to ſee you well. 

3 Phy. A great Diſtemper, it grows hotter al. 

1 Phy. Open your Mouth, I pray, Sir. 

Fran. And can you tell me 5 
How old I am then? there's my Hand, 17 ſhew me 
How many broken Shins within this — Pr 
Who would be thus in Fetters? Good ates Doctor, 
And you dear Doctor, and the third ſweet Doctor, 
And precious maſter Apothecary, I do pray 1 
To give me leave to live a little longer, - 
Ye ſtand before me like my Blacks. 

2 Phy. Tis dangerous 
For now his Fancy turns too. 


Enter Cellide, 


Cel. By your. ine; Gentlemen: 
And pray ye your leave a while too, I have aneh 
Of ſecret to impart unto the Patient. 

1 Phy. With all our Hearts. 

3 Phy. Ay marry, ſuch a Phyſick. 3 
May chance to find the Humour: Be not long, Lady, x 
For we muſt miniſter within this half Hou. 

| (Exeunt Ru ſcians. 


* 
= 9 


Cel. You ſhall not ſlay for me. 
Fran. Would you were all rotten, | 
That ye might on!” intend one anothers Itches: 
Or would the Gentlemen with one conſent 
Would drink ſmall Beer but ſeven Years, and aboliſh 
That Wild-fire of the Blood, unfatiate Wenching, 
Cc 3 That 


That your two Indies, Springs and Falls might fail ye 
What Torments theſe as he into oe £ 22 
Cel. How do you, worthy Sir? IO Y HZ 
Fran. Bleſs, me, what Beams - © © | 
Flew: from theſe Angel Eyes! O atk! a vey, 
What a moſt ſtudied Torment tis to me now”. 21 
To be an honeſt Man! Dare ye fie by me? | 
Cel. Yes, and do more than that too: "Comfort Ye 
1 ſee ye ve need. | 

© Fran. You are a fair Phyſician: | 
You bring no Bitterneſs gilt o'er, to gull us, © 
7 * * anger in your Looks, yet there my Death les. 

would be ſorry, Sir, my Charity 

44 my _— withes for your Health ſhould merit 
So ſtubborn a ſtruction: Will it ae fe | 
To! taſte a Bal ye this Cordial. 


105 Ener Valentine. 

For chis 1 ink maſt cure J. eb voy a 
Fran. Of which, Lady? 

Sure ſhe has found, my Grief; Why Fn you bluſh 07 
Cel. Do you not underſtandꝰ of this, ha Cordial. 
Val. O my afflicted Heart: She is gone for ever. 
Fran. What Heav'n ha' ye brought me, Lady? 
Cel. Do not wonder: 

For *cis no Impudence, nor want of Honour 

Makes me do this: But Love to ſave e Sir, 

Your Life too excellent to e in RY | | 

Love, virtuous Love. un, 

Fran. A virtuous Bleſſing crown ye, ö 

O goodly Sweet, can there be ſo much Chariy, ON 

So noble a Compaſſion in that Heart | 

That's fill'd up with another's fair AfeRtions? 

Can Mercy drop from thoſe Eyes ? 

Can Miracles be wrought upon a dead Man, 

(11) When all the Power ye! have, this perfect Object 

(11) When all the Power ye have, and perfe# Objes © 

Lies in another's Light, — ] The latter Part of the firſt Line 


ſeems to have a very fine Thought very ſtifly expreſs'd. I have ven- 
tur'd therefore upon the * of a Monoſyllable which I hope will 
y | 


render i it clear, and was pravab the Original, 
Fo Lies 


* 


4 


Monfieut Thomas. Oye 
| Lies in another's Light, and his deſerves it? 
5 Cel. Do not deſpair: Nor do not think too e 
f I dare abuſe my Promiſe, 'twas your Friend's, 
And ſo faſt tyed, I thought no Time could ruin: 
But ſo much has your Danger, and that Spell, 2 
The powerful Name of Friend, prevail'd abgre, him * 
To whom I ever owe Obedience, W 
That here I am, by bis Command to cure yer. i 
Nay more ir * by his full W 1 
And willin 1 I ratifie it. e — 5 
Fran. 1 for Heav'n fake, Ty 
| Muſt my Friend's Miſery make me a Triumph? 
Bear I that noble Name, to be a Traitor ? ; 
O virtuous Goodneſs, keep thyſelf untainted : 3 
' You have no Power to yield, nor be to render, * 


. 


Nor I to take; I am reſolw'd to die firſt. 13 
Val. Ha] ſay ſt thou ſo? Nay then thou ſhalt not periſh, 
Fran. And though I love y above the Light ſhines on mes 

(12) Beyond the Wealth of Kingdoms; free, d 

Sooner would ſnatch at ſuch a Bleſſing offer! i 

Than at my pardon'd Life by the 125 forfeited, 
+ Yet, yet O noble Beauty, yet O Paradiſe, 
For you are all the Wonder reveabd of it, 1% 
Yet is a Gratitude to be preſery'd, | „ 
A worthy Gratitude to one molt wort 

The Name, and nobleneſs of Friends. BE. oe 
Cel. Pray tell me, | © 

If I had never known that Gentleman, 

Would not you willingly embrace my | Offer? 

Fran. D you make a doubt? 

Cel. And can ye be unwilling, 
He being Old and Impotent? His Aim too | 
Levell'd at you, for your good? not conſtrain'd, 


(12) Beyond the Wealth of Kingdoms, free Content,] If Content 
be a Subſtantive it ſeems unneceſſary, and an Anticlimax: For tho' 
Content be Philoſophically preferable to the Wealth of Kingdoms, it 
will not be allow'd ſo in Poetry, as it is not in common Life. The 
old Quarto reads content with a ſmall c; I therefore make it an 

| AdjeQtive, taken as the former Adverbially, and connect it with the 
following Sentence. I would freely and tentented!y ſooner ſnatch at 


OP 
FP (Ys * "But 


But out of Cure, and Council ? Alas, conſider, 
Play but the Woman with me, and conſider 
As he himſelf does, and I now dare ſee it, 
Truly conſider, Sir, what Mifery,—— 
Fran. For Vartue's ſake take heed, __ 

Cel. What loſs of Youth, * 
What everlaſting Baniſhment from that 
Our Years do only covet to arrive at 
(13) Equal Affections, and ſhot up together 
What living Name can dead Age leave behind him, 
What art of Memory, but fruitleſs Doating ? * _ 

Fran. This cannot be. el ee OP 

Cel. To you, unleſs ye apply it 5 6 
With more and firmer Faith, and ſo digeſt it; 

I ſpeak but of things poſſible, not done. 
Nor like to be; a Poſſet cures your Sickneſs, 
And yet I know ye grieve this; and howſoever 
The worthineſs of Friend may make ye ſtagger, 
Which is a fair thing in ye, yet my Patient, 

My gentle Patient, 1 would faih ſay more, 

If you would underſtand, 7 

Val. O cruel Woman. © © | 

Cel. Vet ſure your Sickneſs is not ſo forgetful, 
Nor you ſo willing to be loſt. 

Fran. Pray (tay there: e he 
Methinks you are not fair now ; methinks more, 
That modeſt Virtue, Men deliver'd of you, 
Shews but like Shadow to me, thin and fading. 

Val. Excellent Friend ! Ls 

Fran. Ye have no ſhare in Goodnefs ; 

Ye are belyed; you are not Cellide, 4 
(14) The modeſt, the immaculate: Who are ye? 
For I will know : What Devil, to do miſchief 


(13) Equal AﬀeRions, ard ſhot together : ] Shot together ſeems a 


ſtrange Exprefiion. - The old Quarto has a large Void in this Line, 


which ſeems to imply ſome Error or other in the firſt Impreſſion. It 
ruus thus: 472 x | 

Equal Afe&iong 2 ſhot together. | | 
J take the common Metaphor of Trees growing or /ooting up together 
to be intended here. ' | | . 


(14) The modefl, immaculate:] Former Editions, 


. 


Unto 


2 i 1 4 fend 


Monſieur Thomas. 
Unto my virtuous Friend, hach ſhifted ſhapes © | +/+ * 


With that unblemiſh'd Beauty? alien 1 5040 
Cel. Do not rave, Sir, 20 HOY ol 
Nor let the violence of Thoughts ctr Fe,. 
You ſhall enjoy me; I am yours» pity,” 0 2:12 riogt 1 
By thoſe fair Eyes I do. rt h 5.7515 
Fran. O double hearted ! Am 0] 


O Woman, perfect Woman! what aifiraQtion s 
Was meant to Mankind when thou'aſt"thade a Devil * : 
What an inviting Hell invented ? tell me.. 
And if you yet remember what is Goodneſs 
Tell me by that, and Truth, can one ſo cheriſh'd, - 

So fainted in the Soul of bim, whoſe ae OTH U 

Is almoſt turn'd to Superſtition, 51 U 
Whoſe every day's Endeavours and Deſires 
Offer themſelves like Incenſe on your Altarr,r 


Whoſe Heart holds no Intelligence, but holy 1 © 


And moſt religious with his Love ; whoſe Life . 
(And let it ever be remembred, Lady? 
1s drawn out only for your ends. 

Val. O Miracle! FA 

Fran. ( (15) Whoſe all, and every part of Man (pri 

mark me) 

Like ready Pages wait upon your Pleaſures; { 0, A641 
Whoſe Breath is but your Bubble. Can ye, dare ye, 
Muſt ye caſt off this Man, (though he were bee. | 
Though in a nobleneſs, to croſs my Danger, 
His Friendſhip durſt confirm it) without baſeneſs, 
Without the ſtain of Honour? Shall not People 
Say liberally hereafter, there's the Lady 
That loſt her Father, Friend, herſelf, ker Faith too, 
To fawn upon a Stranger, for ought you know 
As faichleſs as vourſelf, in Love as fruitleſs. 


(15) Whoſe all, and every part of Man : Pray make me _ 

. Like ready Pa ages wait upon your Pleaſures ] Make for mark 
in the firſt Line, together with the falſe Points, was 10 groſs a Miſtake, 
that I wonder it — d even the Setters of the Preſs. I need not in- 
form the Reader of Taſte, what noble Flights of Poetry ſhine forth in 
almoſt every Sentence in this Scene, 

; F. al. 
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ee — Monſieur, Thomas 


Val. Take her with all my Heart, toner honeſt -- 


- That tis moſt neceſſary I be undone; © _ 
(16) With all my Soul poſſeſs her. r 1 Val 
Cel. Till this Minute, * 


I ſcorn'd, and hated: ye, and came to cozen ye: 
Utter'd thoſe things might draw a wonder on ſs | 
To make ye mad. „ 
Fran. Good Heav'n, what is this 1 e 
Cel, Nor did your Danger, but in Charity, . 
Move me a whit; nor you appear unto. me 40 
More than a common Object : et now truly, 7 
Truly, and nobly I do love ye dearly, + 
And from this Hour you are the Man, I honour, 
You are the Man, the Excellence, the Honeſty, _ 
The only Friend; and Iam glad your Sickneſs 
Fell ſo — happily at this time on ye, * 
To make this Truth the Worlds. 
Fan. Whither d' you drive me? 1 
Cel. Back to your Honeſty, make that good ever, 
*Tis like a ſtrong built Caſtle, ſeated high, 8 
That draws on all Ambitions ; ſtil r a 
Still fortifie it: There are thouſand Foe 
Beſides the Tyrant Beauty, will "al * 5 
Look to your Centinels that watch it hourly iy 
Your Eyes, let them not wander. | | 
Fran, Is this ſerious? 
Or does ſhe play fill wich ine? 
Cel. Keep your Ears, 
The two main Ports that may betray. ye, - Krongly 
From light belief firſt; then from F FE 
_ Eſpecially where Woman beats the 
The body-of your Wafer 22 SA. 
From ever yielding to di 
Ridg d round about with Veen thy that no Breaches, 
(17) No ſubtle Mines may" meet Fe. 


(16) Cel. With af my Soul yo % her.) The * th is to Cellide ii 


another very Error which has run through all the Editions. 
(17) No fu — Minds may meet ye.] Minds for M ines was another 
groſs Miſtake that ſtruck me at firſt Readi and I found it only the 
tor of the late Editions. The old Folio has it rixght, 
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Monsun Thon 411 
Fran, How like the unuiun nnn 
Labouring in his Eclipſe, dark, and prodigious; / 8 
She ſnew'd *till now? When having won 1 v. 2 
How full of wonder he breaks out again, zo 4 
And ſheds his virtuous Beams. Excellent Angel, 
For no leſs can that-heav*nly Mind —- cena \ 
Honour of all thy Sex, let it be lawtul;r +757 71 n | 
And like a Pilgrim thus I kneel to beg its 
Not with prophane Lips now, nor burnt Aﬀedians, .. 
But; reconcil'd to Faith, with holy 3 


= wm "Wo 


To kiſs that Virgin Hand. 0 
Cel. Take your deſire Sir, | Lee nts” 
And in a hobler way, for I dare truſt my | J 


No other Fruic my Love muſt ever yield 5e, 
fear no m Vet your moſt conſtant A 
(So much Pm | edc to that worthineſs) 

Shall ever be my Friend, Companion, Huzband, 
Farewel, and fairly pgovern' your Aſſections, 
Stand, and Sn me not: O noble young Man, 

I love thee with my Soul, but dare not ſay i dt 


Once more farewel, and profper,! 9v61 | 2: [Ea 
Fran. Goodneſs guide the: 


My Wonder, like to fearful: Shipesi in Dreams, 1k, 
Has wakened me out of my fit of Folly,” 
But not to ſhake it off: A "Spell dwells in me, 
A hidden Charm ſhot from this beauteous Whey: 
That Fate can ne'cr avoid, nor Phyſick find, * 
And by her Counſel ſtrengthen'd: Only this eK þ 
Is all the help I have, I love fair Virtue. rt 51 T 
Well, — muſt do, to be a Friend H ob 
Yet I am poor, and tardy: Something for * 0 oC 
Though I can never reach her e e N 
Vet but to give an offer at a Greatneſs. 


Enter Valentine, Thomas, Hylas,. ant Sam. 


Val. Be not uncivil, Tom, and take your pleaſure, / 

T. D' you think m mad? 1 me leave 
To try her fairly? 

Val. Do your beſt. 

5 Why there Boy, | 50 


412 Monfieur Thomas. 
But where's the ſick Man? | 
Hyl. Where are the Gentlewomen 


That ſhould attend him ? There's the Patient, 8 


Mlethinks theſe Women 
Tho. Thou think'ſt nothing fe... 


Val. Go to him, Friend, and — bis ru lakes 
O my beſt Joy; my worthieſt Friend, pray paring me, . 


Jam ſo over- joy d I want Expreſſion: 
I may live to be thankful: Bid your, Friends welcome. 
[ Exit: Val. 
Tho, How doſt thou, Frank ? How doſt thou, wy bear 
up Man: 
What, Nik 'th* Sinews for a little Sickneſs? 
Deavolo mort. 
Fran. I am o'th' mending hand; . 
Tho. How likea Flute thou ſpealeiſt: 0 1 mending band, 
Cas bores Pm well, ſpeak like a Man of Worſhip. | 
Fran. Thou art a mad Companion; never ſtaid, Tom? 
Tho, (18) Let Rogues be ſtaid that have an Habication, 

A Gentleman may wander : Sit thee down, Frank, - 

And ſee what I have brought thee : Come emen, 

Open the Scene, and let the work appear. 

A Friend, at need, you Rogue is worth a Million,” 
Fran. What haſt thou there, a Julip? mis 
Hyl. He muſt not touch it, 38 1 

Tis preſent Death. 4 

Tho, Le are an Aſs, atwirepipe, 
A Jeffery Fobn bo peepe.— Thou Mimiſter ? + 4x61 
Thou mend a left-handed pack-ſaddle, Out, Puppy. 15 
Ny Friend, Frank, but a very fooliſh Fellow ; - - 
Dod thou ſee that Bottle? view it well. | 
Fran, I do, Tom. | 
Tho. There be as many Lives in t, as a Cat carrie F 
*Tis everlaſting Liquor. 
Fran. What? 
Tho. Old Sack, Boy, 
Old reverend Sack, which for ought that I can ny yet, 


(18) Let Rogues be flaid that have no Habitation, ] The Nega- | 
tive, here, is certainly put inſtead of its Reverſe, but it has run through 
all the 8 — it quite ſpoils the Humour * the dm.” 
as 
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Was that Philoſopher's Stone the wiſe King Ptolomeus 
Did all his Wonders by. 

Fran. I ſee no harm, Tom, 
Drink with a Moderation. | 

Tho. Drink with Sugar, | 
Which I have ready here, and 1504 cus. Boy. 
Take me without my Tools? 

Sam. Pray Sir be temperate, - 
You know your own State beſt. 

Fran, Sir, I much thank ye, © 
And ſhall be careful: Yet a Glaſs or two 
So fit I find my Body, and that ſo needful. 

Tho. - par it, and leave your fooling : Thou ſay'ſt true, 

ra 

Hyl. Where are theſe Women, I Ry? HON EE OO 

Tho. Tis moſt neceſſary, 
Hang up your Julips and your Portugal Poſiers, 
Your Barley Broths, and (19) Sorrel Sops, they're mangy, 
And breed the Scratches bn y : Give me Sack: 
I wonder where this Wench is tho? : Have at thee, 

Hyl. So long, a T . 
5 Do, Fl pl | man 
Tuo. Take it off — and then cry beigb! like a Huntſ- 

With a clear Heart, and no more Fits I warrant thee. 
The only Cordial, Frank. Ph. and Serv. within. 
1 Phy. Are the things ready ? 
And is the Barber come? 
Serv. An hour ago, Sir. 
1 Phy. Bring out the Oils then. 
Fran. Now or never, Gentlemen, 
Do me a kindneſs, and deliver me. 
Tho. From whom, Boy? 
Fun. From theſe Things, that alk within there, 
Phyſicians, Tom, Phyſicians, e Axon of 
They mean to read upon me. 


_— 


(19) Serre Sep —] Theſe are now the * Sauce uſed to 

een Geeſe 1 but as this Expreſſion often occurs in our, Authory for 

dome Liquor drunk in Sickneſs, it was probably a Cuſtom to $ 
dort of Tea of Sorrel in owl een | | 


. 
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Ener three Phyſicians,” Oy and Barber. 


Hl. Let 'em enter. 


7 Zo And be thou he” we will See Pi 1 01 


For look ye Doctor, ſay the Devil were ſick now, 


His Horns ſaw'd off, and his Head bound with a Bigg 


Sick of a Calenture, taken by a Sarfeit - 


_ 


Of ſtinking Souls (20) at his Nephew's at St. Dunftens, 


What would you miniſter aa on! 

Your Judgment —＋ 2 8 und. | 
Tho. No, 1 

It muſt be a Phyſician' s for * 8 

The _ 8 it whe bald-head, likely, 

Which will down eaſily without le 

3 Ply. A main "Caſe a App end 

270. So it is, and well confider'd. 


The ſecond, for 'tis fill'd with broken Greet, Gary wy 


Which will ſo tumble in his "Stomach, Doctor, 


And work upon the Crudities, conceive me, 


The Fears and the Fiddle-ſtrings within it, 


Th Or meeting with the SHygian Humour. 
Right, Sir. 


2 1 rai with a Cataplaſim of Crackers. 

. Ever 

Hl. Scour all before him, like a Scavinger. 

Tom. Satisfeciſti domine, my laſt Cauſe, 
Ny laſt is, and not leaſt, moſt learned Doctors. 

Becauſe in moſt Phyſicians Heads, (I mean thoſe 


That are moſt excellent, and old withal, 4 2 


And angry, tho' a Patient ſay his Prayers, nn. 
And Paraceſſiuns that do trade with Poiſons, 
We have it by Tradition of great Writers) 


There is a kind of Toad- -ſtone bred, whoſe Virtue, | 


The Doctor being dry'd. 
t Phy. We are abus'd, Sirs. 


* 5 


Ws rn it ſo, or ſhall be for ſay the Belly-ake 
at his Nephewws, and Sr. Dunſtans, ] The Neceſſity of 
Caus'd 


the flight Change _ here muſt appear to every Reader, 


8 . 
» Was 14 


Ther Yon damn'd Souls muſt diſembogue ow {4 


4 


Ca 
A 


O 
0 
1 
þ 
d 

4 


nk. | 41s 
Caugd by an Inundation of Keren b % off 
Are we therefore to open the Port 5 HR 
Or the Port Eſquilinee | 2 e 


Sam. A learned Queſtion: r 
Or grant the Diaphragma by a Rupture, 2 
The Sign being then in the Head of 1 tA 
Tho, Meet with the Paſſion Huperebondriaca,; - |. 
And fo cauſe a Carnaſity in the Kidneys. - 7 


Muſt not the Brains, wy and muh unn Humour— 
Anſwer me that. —_ 
» 


Sam. Moſt excellently argu 


2 Phy. The next Fit you will have, ed W Scholar, 
Bedlam ſhall find a Salve for: Fare ye well, Sir, 


We came to do you good, br theſe young Beke. 
It ond hive hir e Node, 0 


3 Phy. Drink haiti Genc, j 
And get unwholſom Drabs : Tis ten to one then 
We hear further from Ye, youu Note alter d. | 


4 
_ 77 p 
4 


$S 4 


_ "4 
Tho. And wilt thou be gone, nee, „ 


Hyl. And wilt thou be gone, ſays! bother? 


Tia hes take the e Fleet 
To 2 2 Gown. 4 V ie 1 ac of 
m. And we be gone all bee, | 
Fran, My learned Tom. | * 


13 Servant; is 
Serv. Sir, the young Gentlewomen 
Sent me to ſee what Company ye had with Ye, 
They much deſire to viſit ye. 
Fran. Pray ye thank em, 
And tell em my moſt mann? their Ableyce: 
Ye ſee my Company. 
Tho, Come hither, Crab, | 
What r theſe? _- Miſtreſs? 
Hl. 3 _ F 
Ser Miſtreſs Alice. 16571 
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No Word of my being here, unleſs ſhe low its! 205 


Serv. I do not think ſhe does. 57 2 
Tho. þ on that, and * then. 1 iel ,d: 20 
Serv. You've ty'd my Tongue up. FT Ext, 
Tho. Sit you down kd Rae 5 1 f) 1 it) 
5 And not a Word of me till ye hear from me: 2/33} 
And as you find my Humour, follow it:: 
You two come hither, and ſtand ar en unſeen Boys, hn / 
And do as I ſhall tutor xe. AY, 

Fran. What, new Work? | 

Tho, Prithee no more, but —_ me now. 

yl. I would fain talk | 


Tba Talk: wi'th* 1 be 
Of what forſooth! Whoſe Maiden-head the laſt Mask 


Suffer d Impreſſion? Or whoſe e can re beſt * 5 


Take me as I ſhall tell thee. 
Hul. To what end? 
What other end came we jk ? 
Sam. Be rul'd though, 

Tho. Your weaſel r ul needs be kane 
About the Farthingal; | 
Do as I bid Ye, | | 3D Sen 
Or by this Light——— K-40 n bis! 
Hl. Come then. rel y 
Tbo. Stand cloſe and mark. me, | 
Fran. All this forc'd Foolery-will never do it. 


Enter Alice and Mar. 
Alice. 1 hope we bring ye Health,” 8122 275 How, is it 


with ye? 


Mary. You look far better, truſt mer the freſh Colour 


Creeps now again into his Cheeks, / 
Alice. Your Enemy — 

I ſee has done his worſt. eme we canes hive 70 

Luſty again, and frolick, Man; leave Cunking, - 
Mary. Indeed it does ye harm, . b 

Hua. My belt Viſitan ,,, 

I ſhall be govern'd by ye. | 

7 Alice, You ſhall be well then, 1 o 


> NA T7 


ty 
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And ſuddenly, and ſoundly well. 
Mary. This Air, Sir, | 
Having now ſeaſon'd ye, will diy ye ever. 
Tho. No, no, I have no hope; nor is it fit, Friends, | 
My Lite has been ſo lewd, my looſe Condition, 
Which I repent too late, 10 lamentable, 2 
That any thing but Curſes light a me, 
Exorbitant in all my ways. N Ho 2 
Alice. Who's that, Sir, . aa ao 
Another ſick Man ? udo. n 
Mary. Sure I know that voice — A 
Tho. In all my Courſes, careleſs Diſobedience. 
Fran. What a ſtrange Fellow's this? | 
' Tho. No counſel Friends, | 
No look before I leapt. 
Alice, D you know the Voice,” Sir? | 
Fran, Yes, tis a Gentleman's that's much afflicted 
In's Mind: Great pity, Ladies. © 
Alice, Now Heav'n help him. | 
Fran, He came to me, to ask free Pardon of me, | 
For ſome things done long ſince, which his Diftemper 
Made to appear like Wrong, but *twas'not ſo. | 
3 ry. O that this could be Truth. T7 
4 J. Perſwade yourſelf. 
(21) To whatend, Gentlemen, when all; is periſhvd ? 
| Upon a Wreck is there a Hope remaining 
The Sea, that ne'er knew Sorrow, may be pitiful 2. 
My Credit's ſplit, and ſunk, nor is it poſlible, ' 
mY my Life lengthened out as long as 
Mary. I like this well. Aan 
Sam. Your Mind is too miſtruſtful. 
Typo. | have a virtuous Siſter, but [ com d her, 
A Miſtreſs too, a noble Geritlewoman, "3 
For Goodneſs all out- going 
Alice, Now I know him. 


111 q 
15 4 


(21) To ada end, Gentlemen, Fs all i is erb 
Upon a Wreck ; is there a Hope remaining? 


The Sea, that nt er knew Sor row, may * pivifel ] The Point: 
ing of former Editions, 


ä Dad 205 
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The. (22) Which theſe Eyes; nde my Eyes muſt 
never ſee more. | 
Alice. This is for your ſake; Mary: Take heed, Couſin, 
A Man is not fo ſoon. made. 
To. O my Fortune 
But it is juſt, [ be deſpis'd and hated. | 64/7 
yl. Deſpair not, tis not nds One Hour? » Goodneſs 
Strikes off an infinite of Ills. Meri 4 
Alice, Weep truly . vg es 
And with Compaſſion, Couſin, | | 
Fran. How exactly | | | 
This cunning young Thief plays dis Pare! L | 
Mary, Well, Wm: © wo 1 0 
My Tom again, if this be Truth. 2065 lo 
Hyl. She weeps, 3 en, 
Tho Oh I ſhall die. ONT 
Mary. Now Heav'n And. 
Sam. Thou haſt her. 


F * * 
4 140 


— 


Tho, Come lead me to my F 8 tis his  Farewel, 


And then what Fortune wall befal wes: alone. | 
How does it ſhow ? | 
l. O rarely well. Thy: 
Mary. Say you fo, Sir? d 
Fran. O ye grand Aſss. 
Mary. Andare ye there, my lagler? 
Away, we are abus' d, Alice. 
Alice. Fool be with thee. kaum Mary and Alice 
70. Where is ſhe? - ; 
Fran. Gone; the found you out; and nely. 
In your own Nooſe ſhe halter d ye: You mult be whiſp'ring 
To know how Things ſnew'd; not content to fare well 
But you muſt roar out Roaſt- meat: Till that Suſpicion, 
You carry'd it moſt neatly, ſhe believ'd too, 
And wept moſt tenderly z had you continu'd, 
Without doubt you had brought her off, 
Tho. This was thy Roguing, 


. (22) With theſe Eyes, 8 I take with, here, to have 
been put for «whom, or which. The former is more correct Engliſh, 
the latter nearer the Trace of the Letters; and the old Exgliſb Writers 
as often apply which to Men and * as to inanimate Things. 


For 


oy — 


„„ [9 CH bd 


* 
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For thou wert ever whiſpering : Fic upon thee 5 85 

Now could 1 break thy Head. 
Hyl. You ſpoke to me firſt. | | 
Jo. Do not anger me, 

For by this Hand I'll beat the Buzzard blind then, . 

She ſhall not *ſcape me thus: Farewel for this time. 
Fran. Good: night, tis almoſt Bed-time: Yet no Sleep 


Muſt enter theſe Eyes, till I work a Wonder. [ Exit. 


To. Thou ſhalt along too, for I mean to plague thee 
For this Night's Sins, I'Il ne'er barg walking a thee 
Till I have worn thee. aut. 

Hyl. Your will be done, Sir. 5 

Tho, You will not leave 1 Fan. 

Sam. Not I. 


Tho, Away then: I'll be your Guide now. If. my Man 
be truſty, 


My ſpightful Dame, Pit pipe ye ſuch a Huntſup 
Shall make TIE a Hipvars.. - ak cloſe to me. 
 LExcd, 


s. O E N . 


E nter Sebaſti jan, gag Dorothy. 


Seb. Never perſuade me, I will marry again, oy 
What ſhould I leave my State to, Pins and Poaking-ſlicks, 
To Farthingals, and Flownces? (23) To Four Horſes, 


And an old Leather . behind 'em, 


To thee ? 

Dor. You have a Son, . 

Seb. Where, what is wo C 5 
Who is he likes? 5 

Dor. Your ſelf. 

Seb. Thou lyeſt, thoy' & th Dim, 
Thou, and thy Prayer- books: 1 do diſclaim him: 
Did not I take him ſinging yeſternight 


A godly Ballad, to a godly Tune too, 


(23) Tg Fore- horſes, 

And an old Leather Bawdy-houſe behind 'em, ] I read 
ur Hirſes, viz. 'Voa Coach and Four. Calling the former a 
lcathern Bawdy- houſe i is quite in Character. 


D d 2 And 
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And had a Catechiſm in's Pocket, Damſel? 

One of your dear Diſciples, I perceive it. 

When did he ride abroad ſince he came over? 
What Tavern has he us'd to? What Things done 
That ſhews a Man, and Mettle? When was my Houſe, 
At ſuch a Shame before, to creep to Bed 
At ten a Clock, and twelve, for want of Com ny? 
No ſinging, nor no dancing, nor no drinking 
Thou think*ſt not of theſe Scandals ; when, and where 
Has he but ſhew*d his Sword of late? 

Dor. Deſpair not, 

1 do beſeech you, Sir, nor tempt your Weakneſs, 
For if you like it ſo, I can aſſure you 
He is the ſame Man till, 

Seb. Would thou wert Aſhes 
On that condition; but believe it, Goſſip, 
Lou ſhall know you have Vong d, 1 

Dor. You never, Sir, 

So well I know my Duty; and for Heay' n fake, 
Take but this Counſel with ye ere you marry, 


You were wont to hear me: Take him, and confeſs him, 


Search him to the quick, and if you find him falſe, 
Do as you pleaſe; a Mother's Name I honour. 

Seb. "He's loft and ſpoiPd, I am reſolv*d my Roof 
Shall never harbour him; and for you, Minion, 
I'll keep you cloſe enough, leſt you break looſe, 
And oy more Miſchief; get ye in. Who waits? 


[Exit Dual 
Enier Servant. 


Sion, Do you call, Sir? 

Seb. Seek the Boy, and bid him wait 

My Pleaſure in the Morning : Mark what Houſe 

He i is in, and what he does; and truly tell me. 
Serv. I will not fail, Sir. 


Seb, If ye do, Pll hang ye. [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


r 


Monfieur Thomas. 
S CE N E III. 


Enter Thomas, Hylas, and Sam. | * 


Tho, Keep you the Back-door there, and' be ſare | 
None of her Servants enter, or g0'out, - ' | oy 
If any Woman pals, .ſhe's lawful Prize, Boys, 


Cut off all 8 014 oy 


Hyl. Who ſhall anſwer this? | 
Tho, Why, I ſhall anſwer it, you fearful waren 

] ſhall appear to th* Action. 5 
Hyl. May we diſcourſe too, 

On honourable Terms? ; 

Tho. With any Gentle woman 

That ſhall appear at Window: Ye may rehoweſh! too 

By your Commiſſion: ſafely, ſome ſweet Parcels = 

Of Poetry to a Chamber- maid. 

Hl. May we ſing too? 

For W my Maſter- piece. 

Tho, By no means, no Boys, ' 

am the Man reſerv'd for Air, tis my part, 

And if ſhe be not Rock, my Voice ſhall reach her : 

Ye may record a little, or'ye may whiſtle, WY 

As Time ſhall miniſter, but for main ſinging, '*- 

Pray y' ſatisfie yourſelves : Away, be careful. * 
Hyl. But hark ye, one Word, Tom, we may be beaten. 
Tho. That's as ye think good Joubert If moon de- 

ſerve it, 

Why 'tis the eaſieſt thing to compaſs : Beaten ? $9) 


What Bugbears dwell in thy Brains? Ar wal beat 


thee ? 
Hyl. She 'as Men enough. | 
Tho. Art not thou Man enough too? | 
Thou haſt Fleſh enough about thee: If all that Maſs 
Will not maintain a little Spirit, hang it, 
And dry it too for Dogs-meat: Get you gone; 
I have things of moment in my Mind : That Door, 


Keep it as thou wouldſt keep thy Wife from a Serviogiman,, 


No more I ſay : Away, Sam. 


Sam. At your will, CO, [ Exeunt Hylas and Sam. 


d 3 Enter 
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DIAL 


Enter "FRET and Fidler. 


Laun. I have him here, a rare Rogue, good ſweet 
Maſter, | 


Do ſomething of ſome favour ſuddenly, + 
That we may eat, and live: I am = ſtarv'd, 
(24) No point manieur, uo point devein, un $i Ericur, 
Not by the virtue of my Languages, 

Nothing at my old Maſter's to be hop'd for, 


O Signieur Dieu, nothing to line my Life with, 
But cold Pies with a Cudgel, till you help us 


Tho. \ ng but Famine frights thee : Come hither 
idler 


W hat Ballads are you ſeen in beſt ? Be ſhort, Sir. 
Fid. Under your Maſterſhip's Correction, I can ſing 
The Duke of Norfolk or the merry Ballad 


Of Diverus and Lazarus, the Roſe of England, 
In Creet when Dedimus firſt began, 
Jonas his crying out againſt ee 

Tho. Excellent, 
Rare Matters all, 


Fid. Mawalin the Merchant's Daughter, £3 
The Devil, and ye dainty Dames. 
Tho. Rare ſtill. 
Fid. The landing of the Spaniards at Bow, 
With the bloody Battel at Mile end. 
- Tho, All excellent: 
No Tuning as ye love me; let thy Fiddle | 
Speak Welch, or any ching that's out of all Tune, 
The vilder Rill the better, like thyſelf, | 
For I preſume thy Voice will wake no Trees dance. 
Fid. Nay truly, ye ſhall have it ev'n as homely —— 
Tho. Keep ye to that key; are they all a-bed trow ? 
Laun. | hear no ſtirring any where, no Light 
In any Window, 'tis a Night for the nonce, Sir. 


(24) No point manieur, 10 point 3 no Sipniexr, ] Unleſs 
Launcelot may be here ſuppoſed to ſpeak a ſort of Lingua Franca, or 


Medley of Languages; theſe Words are ſo ill wrote, that it may be 
difficult to tel! what was the Original. 
Tha, 
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Tho, Come ſtrike COW And fay the Merchant's 


Daughter, 
We'll bear the Burthen: Proceed to Incifion, Fidler. 


SONG. 


Eaten $ ervant, 3 


e Who's there? What N oiſe i is this? What Rogue 
At theſe Hours? 
Tho. O what is that to you, my Fool © 
O what is that to you. 
Pluck in your Face you wg Ae, 
Or I will break your Brom. hey down, dron, down, 
A new Ballad, a new, a new. 
Hd. The twelfth of April, on May Day, 5 
My Houſe and Goods were burnt away, Sc. 
Maid. ¶ Above.) Why who is this? 
Laun. O Damſel dear, | 
Open the Door, and it ſhall per, 
Open the Door, 
O gentle Squire. 
Alaid. I'll ſee thee hang d firſt; farewel oy Deas 
*'Tis Maſter Thomas, there he ſtands, ; 


Enter Mary above. 
Mary. "Tis 45 | 


That nothing can redeem him : Rail him hence, 
Or ſing him out in's own Way, any * 
To be deliver'd of him. 
' Maid. Then have at him: 
My Man Thomas did. me promiſe, 
He would viſit me this Night, 
Tho. I am here Love, tell me dear Love, 
How I may obtain thy fight.” © | 
Maid. Come up to my Window Love, come, come, come, 
Come to my Window my Dear; 
The Wind nor the Rain ſhall trouble thee Kain, 
But thou ſhalt be loaged here. 
Tho. And art — ſtrong enough? 
Laun. Up, up, I warrant ye. | 
Dd 4 Mary. 


424 | Monſieur Thomas. 
Mary. What: do'ſt thou mean to do? 
Maid. Good Miſtreſs, Peace, 1 
I'll warrant, ye we'll cool him. Madee. 

Madge. [ Above.) I am ready. 


Tho. The Love of Greece, and it tickled him 2 
That be devis'd a Way to go. | 


No ling the Duke of Northumberland. 
_  Fid. And climbing to Promotion. 
He fell down ſuddenly. Sue's, 


[Madg e, with a Devil's Vizard rearing, ofer to hiſs 
| Mew. and be falls down. 


Maid. Farewel, Sir. 


Mary. What haſt thou done? thou t broke his Neck. 
Maid. Not hurt him, 


He pitch'd 1 5 his Legs like a Cat. 
T5. O Woman! | 
O miſerable Woman! I am ſpoil'd ! | 
My Leg, my Leg, my Leg, oh both my Legs! 


Mary. I told thee what thou'dſt done, Miſchief go 
with thee. 


Tho, O I am lam'd for ever! O my Leg, FE 
Broken in twenty Places : O take heed, 

Take heed of Women, Fidler: Oh a Sur eon, 
A Surgeon, or I die; Oh my good egg e, 
No charitable People, all deſpichtful, | 

Oh what a Miſery am I in! Oh my Leg! 


| Laun, Be patient, Sir, be — 3 Let me bias it. 


Enter Samuel, and Hylas with bis Head broken, - 


Tho, Oh do not touch it, Rogue. LEY 
Hyl. My Head, my Head, 5 5 
Oh my Head's kilfd. 

Sam. You muſt be courting Wands 


Thro' Key-holes, Captain Hylas, come and be comforted, | 


The Skin is ſcarce broke, 
Tho. O my Leg, Sam. How do ye, Sir? 


T5. Oh maim' d for ever wich a n, he's _—_ too, 
I ke his Brains, ö 


Ht 
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Hyl. Away with me for God's ſuleey * 9 1 70 
A Surgeon. EWA 
Sam. Here's a Night hover al 
Hl. A Surgeon. 0 al but Pier: 
Enter Mary and 11 Belo. In 
Mary. Go run lor Hel Ip. 
The, Oh! 


Mary. Run all, _ all too little, a 
O curſed Beaſt that hurt him, run, n fipe, 
He will be dead elſſe. 

Tho, Oh. | | 

Mary. Good F riend 20. you too. 

Lid. Who pays me for my Muſick? | 

Mary. Pox o your Muſick, 

There's twelve Pence for ye. 
Fid. There's two Groats again, Forſooth, 


I never take above, and reſt ye merry. (Exit. 
Mary. A . gild your Fiddle-ſtrings : How 
do you, 


How is my Dear? 
Tho. Why well I tk ye, ſweet . * 
Shall we walk in, for now there's none to trouble us? 
Mary. Are ye ſo crafty, Sir? I ſhall meet with ye, 
I knew your Trick, and I was willing, my Tem, 
Mine own Tom, now to ſatisfie thee, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome my beſt Friend to me, all my Deareſt. 
Tho, Now ye're my noble Miſtreſs; we loſe time, Sweet. 
Mary. I think they are all gone. 
Tho, All, ye did wiſely, 
Mary. And you as craftily. 
Tho. We're well met, Miſtreſs, ne 
Mary. Come, let 2 rbb denden, O y Sear, Tom. 
1 loſt it thereabout, find it, and wear it h 
As your poor Miſtreſs. Favour. 1 [ Exit. 
Tho, I am made now, | 
(25) 1 ſee no Venture, nothing have : 21 have it. | 
How 
(25) 1 fee no Venture is in no hand 2 This neh ſeems in- 


eelligible: Tom is triumphing with the Thoughts of his Succeſs; I 
belieye therefore that the common Proverb, Nothing venture, nothing 


bave, 
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How now ? The Poor lock'd, and the beer 
Am I ſo trim'd? 

Mary. One parting Word ſwert Thoma; 

Tho“ t' e Venn Credit, I diſcharg' d your Fidler, 

I muſt not ſatisfie your Folly. too, Sir: 

J are ſubtle, But believe it 8 PI! find ye, 

The Surgeons will be here ſtraight, roar again Boy, 
And break thy Legs for THANE, _ wile be ſport elſe : 
Good Night. 

Tho. She ſays mocbtwwezl ouſt 5 far; he's bob dn me 
Which if I live I'll recompence, and ſhortly. : 
Now for a Ballad to bring me off again, HF 4 
All young Men be warn d by me, how you do go a wioing ; , 
Seel not to climb, for fear ye fal 3 comes your Un- 

doing, &c, [ Exeunt, 


n ah. j# : 


446 4 * 1 e — 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
Enter Valentine, Alice, and Servant. 


Val. LIE. cannat go and take n no farewel of me, 
Can he be fo unkind? He's but retir'd 
Into the Garden or the Orchard; ſee, Sirs. 7 
Alice. He would not 85 there ne thoſe were 
planted | 1 + 
oy for Walks, x take it. | 
Val. Ride? Nay then: "Had. bas Hort out? ? 
Serv. So the Groom delivers, | | 
Somewhat before the Break of Day. | 
Val. He's gone, | 
(26) My belt Friend's ' gone, I've loſt the noble, 
T 


1.00, was all that was intended 155. and have ventur'd to change the 

Words to it; tho' not without Apr of being . to have 
taken unwarrantable Libertiee. 

(26) My beft Friend's gone, Alice: Tue 2 the nobleſt,] I ſhould 

| not make a Note on the Change of Points which icarce gives any Alte- 

kation to the Senſe, but that, here, the Reader may try whether he has 

| 10 Ear far Englih Verſe. hl this, e of Points it isa very 


unmuſical 


J 


Monſieur Thomas. 8 
The trueſt, and the moſt Man I &er bee. 1900 { fl 7 
Alice. Indeed Sir, he deſerves all Fraiſe. 
Val. All, Siſter, Us 5 
All, all, and all too little: 0 that Hane. re St! 
That Emine Honeſty, unſpotted n BT 
That perfect Goodneſs. in 
Alice. Sure he will ane e n 
He cannot be ſo harſn. nates eee 
Val. O never, never. 1 
„ Never return, thou know'ſt not where the Cauſe li,” 
: Alice, He was the worthieſt welcome. | 
Fal. He deſerv'd it. 7 


Alice. Nor wanted, to our Knowledge, | 


- _ Val. I will tell thee, | 

. Within this Hour, things that ſhall ſtartle thee, of 
He never muſt return, gan 

8 Enter Michael; 


Mich. Good morrow, Signieur.,.. ” 
Val. Good morrow, Maſter Michael, 
Mich. My good Neighbour, 


(27) Methinks you're ſtirring early; ſince your Travel, 
You've learnt the rule of MY Sir; TY a 
Miſtreſs? 
She keeps her warm, I warrant ya Bed yet? 
Val. 1 think ſhe does. 
Alice. *Tis not her Hour of waking, 
Mich. Did you lie with her, Lady? en 2041 
"Mice, Not to Nights. Sir,, bitt r 00 101 
Nor any Night this Week elſe; 4 
Mich. When laſt ſaw ye her? 78 | 1 
Alice. Late yeſternight. . e e A art 
Mich. Was ſl a:-bed then??? nero L 
Alice, No, Sir, ’ß,ü nt 1 J 


5 of. 4 p „ 4 y *% © * 94 - % 


— — * 


unmuſical Line; with the Change a very WF one. As this Par- 
ticularity of the Exgliſo Meaſure, has eſcap d moſt, and, I believe, all 
the Writers upon it, I have at Note the gth in Vit without yy ex- 
plain'd it at large, and laid down the grammatical Rule for it. 


(27) Methinks you're flirring early fince your Travel,] The Pointing 
of. former Editions, 


428 Monſieur Thomas. 


I left her at her Prayers: Why do ye ask me? | 
Mich. | have — Aang haunted with a Dream 
All this long Night, and after many wakings, 
The ſame Dream ſtill; ' methought I met young c,, 
Juſt at St. Catharines Gate 12 N winery." 
Val. Ha? | 
Mich, Her Face llubber'd o'er with Tears and Troubles, 
Methought ſhe cry*d unto the Lady Abbeſs, 
For Charity receive me holy Woman, 
A Maid that has forgot the World's Affections, 
Into thy Virgin Order: Methought ſhe took her, 
Put on a Stole, and facred Robe upon her, | 
And there I left her. Val. Dream ? 61 
Mich. Good Miſtreſs Alice, 
Do me the Favour (yet to ſatisfie me) 
To ſtep but up, and ſee. 
Alice. I know ſhe's there, Sir, 
And all this but a Dream. 
Mich. You know not my Dreams, 
They are unhappy ones, and often Truths, 
But this I hope, yet. Alice. I will fatisfie ye. [ Exit. 
Micb. Neighbour, how un the Gentleman ? 
Val. I know not: 
Dream of a Nunnery ? . 
Mich, How found ye my Words 
About the Nature of his Sickneſs, Yalentine ? © 
Val. Did ſhe not cry out, *twas my Folly too 
That forc'd her to this Nunnery? Did ſhe not curſe me? 
For God fake ſpeak : Did you not dream of me too, 
How baſely, popriy, tamely, IKE? a Fool, 
Tir'd with his Joys? 
Mich. Alas poor Gentleman,” 
Ye promis'd me, Sir, to bear all theſe Croſſes, 
Val. I bear em *till I break again. © 


Mich. But nobly, _ Ls | ; 


Truly to weigh, 
Val. Good - SOT no more of it, 
Ye do but fling Flax on my Fire: Where is ſhe? 


Enter 
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- 3 1 
* 24 — - 
Enter Alice, nr 3 
7 = 5 4 
34 


7 14 


Aice. Not yonder, Sir, nor da aa this Night cena 
Been in her Bed. 
Mich. It muſt be Truth ſhe tells ye, $13 21 Sb 
And now I'll ſhew ye why I came: This Morning 
A Man of mine being employed bout Buſineſss 
Came early home, who at St. Gaibarine*s N anger. 
About Day peep, told me he met your Miſtreſs, 
And as I ſpoke it in a Dream, ſo trouble. : 
And fo receiv*d by th' Abbels, did he ſee her; © "Us . 
The Wonder made me riſe, and mae unto ye 100% 
To know the Cauſe, E Wh ek 
Val. Farewel, I cannot ſpeak it. Fae {es val. 
Alice, For Heav- n ſake leave bm not. * 
Mich. I will not, Lady. Tas H 


Alice. Alas, he's much afflicted. es WENT ENS 
Mich. We dall know ſhortly rndre'y apply your 0 vnn 
are 


At home good Alice, ond truſt him to my Counſel; 
Nay, do not weep, all ſhall be well, A not. Laa, 


8 CN Ba II. 


Enter Sebaſtian, and a Servant. 


Seb. At Valentine's Houſe fo n * 
Serv. As a Pye, Sir. 
Seb. So gameſom doſt thou ſay? 2 
Serv, I'm ſure I heard it. 
Seb. Ballads, and Fiddles too? Ds 
Serp. No, but one Fiddle; - © e 
But twenty Noiſes. rer : 
Euter Launcelot. . 
Seb. Did he do Deviſes? | | ö 
Serv. The beſt Deviſes, Sir: here's my Fellow Locals, 
He can inform ye all: He was among em, 
A mad Thing too: I ſtood but in a Corner. 


Seb. Come, Sir, what can you ſay? Is there ny Hope yer 
Tour Maſter may return? 


2 


$39 Monfieur Thomas. 


Laun. He went far elſe, . 
I will aſſure your Worſhip o n wy. Credit, 


By the Faich of a Fmreller, Gentleman, e 
Your Son is found again, _ 1 the ue 90 £14,798 
Seb. Is he the old em | \ 

ü Laun. The old Toms" Y by 1 * 55 id | 
Seb. Go forwatil. | | 


Laun. Next, — bow te ivthe old Tom. 
Seb. Handle me that. N 
Laun. I would y* had Ten ür michel: Su 
Laſt Night, Sir, as we handled it, Ca 2 2 f! 3 
Footra (28) for Leers and ae” 9 the Noiſe, © © 
The Noiſe we made. #9 TI 
Geh. Cood, good. rie 1 1 
Laun. The Windows 1 0 
And all the Chambermaids in Re Whobob, 
One with her Smock half off, another in haſte 


Y Reon man's Hoſe upon her Head, 
2 Good 
ding out of f a Loop hole there, 


e {OT 


44 
a 


75 


Laun. A Fellow va 
And his Mouth ſtopt wich Dirt. 
Seb, V faith a fine Boy. 


Laun. Here dne of cuf Heads broke. 
Seb. Excellent good ſtill. 


Laun. The Gentleman himſelf, young Mr. Thomas 
Inviron'd with his furious / nan; R 5 
The fiery Fidler, and myſelf; now ſigging, 

Now beating at the Door, there parlying, 

Courting at chat Window, at the other ſcaling, 

And all theſe ſeveral Noiſes to two Trenchers, 


Strung with a bottom of brown T * which how d 


admirable, 


Seb. There eat, and grow again, I am pleas'd. 
Laun. Not here, Si, * p 


Gave we the Frolick over : Though at length 
We quit the Lady's Skonce on Compoſition; ; 


(28) — for Leers and, "Prey ] I cannot find in any Gloſ- 
ſary a Meaning to Leers that will ſuit the Context here. Laws and 


Lawyers is the moſt probable Conjecture that at preſent occurs, but 
, an t venture it into the Text. 1 
1 ut 


8 MT | | 
Monfieut Thomas: Ju 


But to the ſilent Streets we turn'd our Furie: 
A ſleeping Watchman here we ſtole the Shooes from, 
There made a Noiſe, at which he-wakes; and bone 
The Streets are dirty, takes a Queen-bitb Cid, 447, 
Hard Cheeſe and that choaks him o' Monday next: 
Windows and Signs we "ſent to Erebus; 
A crue of bawling Curs we entertain d laſt 
When having let che Pigs looſe — ther] - * 
O the brave cry we made as high as A4Eẽj > 
Down comes a Conſtable, and the Sd kn Siſter! Fenn 
Moſt traiterouſſy tramples upon Authorit Fas tz nurn 
There a whole ſtand rug Gowns.rout 22777 DH 
And the King's Peace put to flight: Aipurblind Pig here 
Runs me his Head (3g) into the Atlmiral's Lanthorn, 
Out goes the Light, and all turns to Confulion's / © 7 
A Potter riſes, to enquire this Paſſion, edin. + 


A Boar imboſt takes Sanctuary im his Oheſß 
When twenty Dogs ruſh after, we ſtill * nf 


Down go the Pots, and Pipkins, down'the Poddingppadk) 


The Cream-bolls cry — here, there the Candle- 
ſticks. 2512 gr foi 0 
Seb. If this be true, thou lit nn Poge, Ane 
This Tale that thou 4elP i gr.. de cud W 


Then on thy Back will I pr mw uy Bang, 45 ey Bp* 5 
A handſom new Livery 20 * 10 Vage e 3} 6 4 3" 9 
But if this be falfegizia thay lite g Page, D DNs od: C 
As falſe it well may beg 01 117 21096 lin b tt a 22017 1 
Then with a Cudgel of four Foot ing Me bein ba i 211 ＋ 
(56) I'll beat thee from Cap A 2 ech 
3 110 
(55) = Geo heeded NS OS. 
(56) TA beat ql new Head. t Tee] Unleſs dhe Th 9 


ſign'd-on purpoſe to diſap aders of a. Rhime, we, muſt 
look on this = anne OY Mer then a pets RE 
may ſupply its Place. Launtelot in his Affectation of talking French 
had us'd the Words Cap d pie juſt before. The old Man therefore 
may here repeat it wich great humour beat thee from Cap à pie. 
But the Tranſcriber ſeeing what the Senſe ſhould be, and not know- 
ing that this expreſs'd it, choſe to put the Engliſh without regard 
to the porn? T hope 2 57 1 oy. no more _ u it. 


Enter 


an Nee : . 


1 — Ener Servdit. ne zan 213 6Y 3h 
, geb. will — bey come? | mich nm 51 
Serv. 2 1288 bel s Wai mit, 2 3 
* Enter Thott: ts © 

geb. Time tries al} then. „8 2 K | A 
Laun. Here he comes now lia 8. et av 
Seb. To be ſhort Thomas, ck 5&3 O 
Becauſe I feel a Scruple in my Conſcience | 5 AN 


Concerning thy Demeanour, and a main one, 
And therefore like a Father would be ſatisfy'd, 
Get up to that Window there, and preſently -/ 
Like a moſt compleat Gentleman, come from 7. W 
Tho. Good Lord * how an hay rent What | 
Fancies r eicd2-otimpes © | 
(Fitter for idle Boys —— nen let ane ſpeaks, 
And with a little Wonder 1 beſeech you) 
Choak up your noble: 1 bas ,2104 ed on d 
geb. Non Rogue, Launcelot, L vinueblod-muo1C) 5 
You lying Raſcal, 192711 
Laun. Will xe ſpoil all again, fene 
* what a Devil do you mean? 
„Away, Kn avec... 
ve keep a Company of ſaucy oe 
Deboſh'd, and daily Drunkards, tadevour- 15 | 
Things, whoſe dull Souls tend to the Cellar only, | 
Ye're ill advis'd Sir, to commit your 2 a 
Seb. Sirrah, Sirrag ns 
Laun. Let me ne'er eat t again, Sir, 
Nor feel the bleſſing of another Blue-coat, F 
If this young Gentleman, ſweet Maſter Thomas, 
Be not as mad as Heart can wiſn: Your Heart, Sir; 
If yeſternight's Diſcourſe —— Speak fellow Robin, 
And. if thou ſpeakeſt leſs than Truth 
Typo. Tis ſtrange theſe Varlets ——— 
Serv. By theſe ten Bones Sir, if theſe Eyes and Ears 
Can hear and fee, 
The. Extream ſtrange, ſhould thus boldly 
N in your ſight, unto Four Son. 


Laun. 


225 22 


1 


— 


* 
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Laun. O Dieu guarde 
Can ye deny, ye beat a Conſtable 
Laſt Night? 
Tho, 1 touch Authority, ye Raſcal J ; 
I violate the Law ? We „ 
Laun. Good Maſter Thoma. too, 
Serv. Did you not take two Wenches from the vat 
And put 'em into Pudding -lane Fe 
Laun. We mean not 
Thoſe civil Things you did at Mr. value, | 
The Fiddle, and the fa'las. 
Tho," O ſtrange Impudence ! 
do beſeech you Sir, give no ſuch Licence | 
To Knaves and Drunkards, to abuſe your Son thus: 
Be wiſe in time, and turn 'em off; We live, Sir, 
In a State govern'd civilly, and ſoberly, 
Where each Man's Actions ſhould confirm the Law, 
Not crack, and cancel it. 
Seb. Launceht du Lake, 
Get you upon Adventures : Caſt your Coat, DP 
And make your Exit. 
Laun. Pour Pamour de Dieu. 
Seb. Pur me no purs: But pur at that Door, out Sitrah, 
['l] beat ye Purblind elſe, out ye eight Languages. | 
Laun. My Blood upon _ Head. n Laun. 
Tho. Purge me *em all, | 
Seb. And you too —— 
Tho, Even as you pleaſe, Sir. | 
Seb. (31) Bid my Maid Servants come, * bring my 
Daughter, 
I will have one ſhall pleaſe me. [Exit Servant. 
Tho, *Tis moſt fit, Sir. 
Seb. Bring me the Mony there: Here Mr. Toms, 


Enter two Servants with two Bags. 


I pray ſit down, ye are no more my Son now, 
Good Gentleman be cover'd, | 


(31) Bid my Maid Servant come, ] Former Editions. 
Vo r. IV. E e 


The, 


434" Monſieur Thomas 


Tho, At your Pleaſure... | 
Seb. This Mony I do ve ye, bega of tes” 
You have been thought my Son, and by myſelf too, . 
And ſome Things done like me: Ye are now. another: 1 
There is two hundred Pound, a civil Sum 
For a young civil Man: Much Land and Lordſhip 
Will, as I take it now, but prove Temptation 
(32) To dread ye from your ſettled 0 Mert ee, 
Tho. You ſay right, Sir. 
Seb. Nay I beſeech ye cover. i. 
Tho. At your diſpoſe : And I beſech ye too, Sir, 8 
For the Word civil, and more ſettled * 
It may be put to Uſe, that on the a | 
Like a poor Gentleman. 1 . AS 
Seb. It ſhall, to my us, 
To mine again: Do you de Sir: Cod fag Galena, 
I give no brooding Mony for a Scrivener, 
Mine is for preſent Traffick, and ſo PII uſe i 3 
20. So much for dt chen.] 


Enter Dorothy, and For Maids 


Feb. For the main Cauſe, Monſieur, 
I ſent to treat with ny about, behold it- 3 


Behold that piece of ſtory- Work, and view it. 
I want a right Heir to inherit me. 


Not my Eſtate alone, but my Conditions, 

From which you are revolted, therefore dead, 

And 1 will break my Back, bur I will get one. 
Tho. Will you chuſe there, Sir ? 
Seb. There, among thoſe Damſelz, 

In mine own Tribe: I know their Qualities, 

Which cannot fail to pleaſe me: For their Beauties 

A Matter of a three Farthings makes all perfect, 

A little Beer, and a They are found too. 


(32) To dread . i. „ fue brew yo; If the Reader dou not 
admit this uncommon = of the Word (which ſeem'd deſignedly 
affected by the Authors) he may perhaps prefer, draw or drive or 
drags. either of which may Rar in its room. 

| Stand 


1 5 
* * * * . 
9 © # I K . 
# 4 1 | , o | 3 
0 1 ; 
, T, 4 C% 


5 Stand all a-breaſt: u atle Mr. . 


Before I chuſe, you — lived long with me, 
And happily, ſometimes: with ſome of theſe too, 
Which Fault I never frewn'd upon; pray Bw me 
(For fear we confound our Genealogies) © © | 
Which have you laid Aboard ? Speak your Mind rp, 
Have you had Cop: lon wittr that Dirhſel ? * . 
' Tho. Lhave it: 0! 5 
Seb. Stand you aſide then : How Sick bens Sr. 
Tho. How, is daten. "Here to fy. g _ 
Dor. Here's fine Sport. 8 
Seb. Retire you too: Speak wrd: Mr. Minas, 
Tho. I will, and to the Purpoſe ; even with all, Sir. 
Seb. With all? That's ſomewhat large, | 
Dor. And yet you like it. 
Was ever Sin ſo glorious? 
Seb. With all, Thomas ? 
_ Theo, All ſurely, Sir. | 
Seb. A fign-thou art mine own 
In again all: And to your ſeveral > / "908 Eve Maids. 
What ſay you to young Luce, my Neighbour's Daughter, 
She was too young, I take it, when you travelld 3 ; 


Some twelve Years old? 


Tho. Her Will was fifteen, Si. 

Seb. A pretty Anſwer, to cut off long Diſcourſe, 
For I have many yet to ask ye 
Where I can chuſe, and nobly; bold up your Finger 5 
When ye are right: What fay ye to Faleria 
Whoſe Husband lies a dying: no N * two, = 
And in that Form? - 


Tho. Her Husband is recover 4. rg 
Seb. A witty Moral: Have at ye onee more, e. Thomgt, 
The Siſters of St. A/bans, all fixe; dat Boy, 
Dat's mine own Boy, : A 
Dor. Now out upon thee, Monſter; 
Tho, Still hoping of your Pardon. 
Seb. There needs none, Man: | 
A ſtraw on Pardon: Prithee need no bande "oy 
PI ask no more, or think no more of Marriage, 
E For 
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For o' my Conſcience I ſhall be thy Cuckold 
There's ſome Good yet left in him: Bear your ſelf well; 
You may recover me, there's twenty Pound, Sir, 
I ſee ſome Sparkles which may flame again, SY 
You may Eat with me when you pleaſe, you know me. 
[Exit Seb. 
Dor. Why do you lye ſo damnably, ſo fooliſhly? _ 
Tho. Do! _ long to have ws / Head broke ? Hold 
thy 
And do as wa SY thee, or (3 2) by this Hand 
I'll kill thy Parrat, hang up thy ſmall Haun Rd 
| And drink away thy Dowry.to a 18 825 
Dor. Was ever ſuch a wild Aſs? 
Tho. Prithee be, uiet. 
Dor. And do'ſt thou think Men vill n not beat thee mon- 
ſtrouſly, 
For abuſing their Wives and Children. 
Tho. And do'ſt thou think 
Mens Wives and Children can be abus d too much? oo 
Dor. I wonder at thee. 
Tho. Nay, thou ſhalt adjure me 
Before I've done. 
Dor. How ſtand ye with your Miſtreſs ? 
Tho. I ſhall ſtand nearer 
Eer 1 be twelve Hours older: There's my Buſineſs, 
She's monſtrous ſubtle, Dol. 
Dar. The Devil, I think, 
Cannot out-ſubtle hee. 
Tho, If he play fair play. 
Come, you muſt help me preſently. 
Dor. I diſcard ye. 
Tho. Thou ſhalt not ſleep nor eat. 
Dor. TI no hand with ye, 


(33) — by this Hand 
TA kill thy Parrat, hang up thy ſmall hand,] Here the 
Word Hand by accident has been repeated at the end of the ſecond 
Line and expelled the true Word. Ui, Senſe plainly leads us to a 


Lap-dog, or a Monkey, and the Epithet ſnall makes the former 
woſt probable I read therefore /ma Hd, 
| No 
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No Bawd to your Abuſes. ' | 
Tho. By this Light, Dol. 
Nothing but in the way of Honeſty. - 
Dor. Thou never knew'ſt that Road: I hear your Vigits 
Tho. Sweet honey, Dol, if I don't marry her, 
Honeſtly marry her, if I mean not honourably, 
Come, ton ſhalt help me, take heed how you vex me, 
I'll help thee to a Husband too, a fine Gentleman, | + 
I know thou'rt mad ---- a tall young Man, a brown Man, 
I ſwearhe has his Maidenhead, a rich Man. 
Dor. You may come in to Dinner, and I'll anſwer ye. 
Tho. Nay Vl go with thee, De: Four hundred a Year, 
Wench. | LEreum. 


S g ͤ N 11ͤ 


Enter Michael and Valentine, 


Mich. Good Sir go back again, and take my Counſel, 
Sores are not cur'd by Sorraws, nor Time broke from us 
Pull'd back again by Sighs. | 

Val. What ſhould I do, Friend? 

Mich. Do that that may redeem ye, go back quickly, 
Sebaſtian's Daughter can prevail much with her, 
The Abbeſs is her Aunt too. 

Val. But my Friend then, 
W hoſe Love and Loſs is equal ty'd. 
Mich. Content ye, 
That ſhall be my Task if he be alive, | 
Or where my Travel and my Care may reach =o | 
Pl bring him back again. 

Val. Say he come back 
To piece his poor Friend's Life out? And my Miſtreſs 
Be vow'd for ever a Recluſe ? 

Mich. So ſuddenly 
She cannot, haſte ye therefore int away, Sir, 

To put that Danger by; firſt, as to a Father, 
Then as a Friend ſhe was committed to ye, 
And all the Care ſhe now has: By which Privilege | 


et HER. she 
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She cannot do herſelf this Violence. 10 27 


But you may break it, and the Ear. (4.0658 | 
Val. O but I torc'd-her'to- _— a7 
Mich. Leave diſputing - 4 
Againſt yourſelf, if you will needle be ſeri mY 
Spight of her Goodneſs, and your Friend's Perſwaſions, | 


Think On, and thrive hereafter, | 1 ky e . | 


Val. I will Home then, 1 25 
And follow your Advice; wer good. we Abel | 


Mich. No more, I know your Souls divided; Valentine, 
Cure but that Part at home with ſpeedy Marriage 


Ere my return, for then thoſe Thoughts that vext her, 
While there ran any Stream for looſe Affections, 
Will be ſtopt up, and chaſt-ey*'d Honour guide her. 
Away, and hope the beſt fall: Il work for ye, 

And pray too pn 3 1 no more Words. [ Exeunt, 


EE NB". IV, 


Enter Hylas and Samuel. 


Hyl. I care not for my broken Head, 
But that it ſhould be his Plot, and a Wench too, 
A louzy, lazy Wench prepar'd to do it. 


Sam. Thou hadſt as good be quiet, for 0 wy Conſcience 


He'll put another on thee elſe, 
Hyl. JI am reſolv'd . 
To call him to account 3 was it not manifeſt 
He meant a Miſchief to me, and laugh'd at me, 
When he lay roaring out, his Leg was broken, 
And no ſuch matter? Had he broke his Neck, 
Indeed *twould neꝰ er have griev'd me; Gallows gall him. 
Why: ſhould he chuſe out me?. 
Sam. Thou'rt ever ready 
To thruſt thyſelf into theſe She-occaſions, 
And he as full of Knavery to accept it. 
Hyl. Well, if 1 live, I'll have a new Trick for him. 
cog That will not be amiſs, but to fight with him 
Is to no Purpoſe ; beſides, he's truly valiant, 
And a moſt deadly Hand; thou never fought'ſt yet, 
Nor o' my Conſcience haft no faith 1 in Fighting. 


Hyl. 


2 11 3 A 4 = | _ 


Monfieur Ti. 

© Sam. Belides the Quarrd, es 
Which has a Woman in't to mite; it 7 * 
Who would lie ſtinking in a Surgeon's Rar 
A Month or two this Weather? For believe it, 
He never hurts under a Quarter's healing. ; 
 Hyl. No, upon better Thought, will not fight, Sam, ' 
But watch my Time. 

Sam. To pay him with a Project; 
Watch him too, I would wiſh A0 Pte cl ae. ? 
Doſt thou affect theſe Women fil}? 

Hyl. Yes, faith, Sam, 1 rf 
] love 'em ev'n as well as Cer L did, : 
Nay, if my Brains were beaten out, L wut to em. | 

Sam. Doſt thou love any Were: a 

Hyl. Any Woman _ 
Of what degree-or culling... Ae 

Sam. Of any Age too 7 

Hyl. Of any . from fourſcore ee funem, Boy, 
Of any Faſhion. 


Sam, And DefeRt 60 


Hyl. Right, 
75 thoſe I love to lead me to . 
34) A Woman with no Noſe, after my be 
a like King Philip's, Moral, Memento mori, 
And ſhe that has a wooden Leg, demonſtrates. _- TY 
Like Hypocrites; we halt before the Gallows z 
An old one with one Tooth, ſeems to ſay to u,, 
Sweet Meats have ſour Sauce ; ſhe that's full of Arhes,: 
Crum not your Bread before you en Fertan 
And der. Morals we may find. . ; 
Sam, Tis well, Sir, | : oy 2 
Ye make ſo worthy Uſes ; but guid bu, 
W hat ſhall we now determine ? Cay 5 1 
Hy. Let's canſidcer 4 T u 
An Hour or two how I may fir this Klon. pos: 


) 4 Woman with 40 Noſe, a Yer pedry, ! Surgued 
ede or Preſumption; tne Orig 120 fr bo, rd hgnifies r. . 


ing, and in that Senſe it 1 uſed, an Jarquetry, or 
according to my profound Judgment. 


bak Ee 4 Sam. . 


9 


77 N 
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Sam. Let's find him firſt, he'll quickly give Occaſion, 
But take heed to yourſelf, and fay I warn'd ye; | 
He has a plaguy Pate. 


Hy. That at my tanger. e 


CE” RN E v. 


Muſick. Enter Sailors ſinging, Michael and F. rancis. 


Sail. Aboard, aboard, the Wind ſtands fair. 

Micb. Theſe call for Paſſengers, Pl ſtay and ſee 
What Men they take aboard. 

Fran. A Boat, a Boat, a Boat. 

Sail. Away then. | 
Fran. Whither are ye bound, F Nenn ? 

Sail. Down to the Streights. 

Mich. Ha! *Tis not much unlike him. 

Fran. May I have Paſlage for wy Mony ? 

Sail. And Welcome too. 
Mich. *Tis he, I know 'tis he now. 

Fran. Then merrily aboard ; and noble Friend, 
Heav'n's Goodneſs keep thee ever, and all Virtue 
Dwell in thy Boſom; Cellide, my laſt Tears 
I leave behind me thus, a Sacrifice ; 

For I dare ſtay no longer to betray ye. 

Mich, Be not ſo quick, Sir; Sailors I here charge ye, 
By Virtue of this Warrant, as you'll anſwer it, 

For both your Ship and Merchant I know perfectly, 
Lay hold upon this Fellow. 

Fran. Fellow ? 

Mich. Ay, Sir. 

Sail. No Hand to Sword, . we fall maſter ye, 
Fetch out the Manacles. 

Fran. I do obey ye 
But I beſeech you, Sir, inform me ruh y 
How I am guilty. 

Mich. You've robb'd a Gentleman, 
One that you're bound to for your Life and Being ; 
Mony and Horſe gd ye took from him, 


® * , p 


And 


2 I I, 9». & a. * 


Menfienr Thomas. 44T 
And ſomething of more Note, but for . are a Gen: 


tleman. 
Fran. It ſhall be ſo, and here I'll end all Miſeries, 
Since Friendſhip is ſo cruel, I confeſs it, 
And which is-more, a hundred of theſe Robberies : 
This Ring I ſtole too from him, and this Jewel, 
The firſt and laſt of all my Wealth; forgive me 
My Innocence and Truth, for faying I ſtole 'em, 
And may they prove of Value but to recompence - 
The thouſandth Part o's Love, and Bread I've cater J . 
Pray ſee em render'd, noble Sir, and fo 
I yield me to your Power. 

Mich. Guard him to th* Water, 
I charge you, Sailors; there I will receive him, 
And back convey him to a Juſtice. 
Gail. Come, Sir, 
Look to your To * 're like to fail eh? Air now. 


+ 0 | 
SCENT 


Enter Thomas, Dorothy and Maid. 


Tho. Come quickly, quickly, paint me handſomely, 
Take heed my Noſe be not in Grain too; 


Come Doll, Doll, diſen me. 
Dor. If you ſhould play now _ 
1 Devils parts again. 
The. (3 35) 7ea-and-nay Dorothy 


f ye do any thing, but that ye have ſworn to, 
Which only is acceſs, | 


Tho. As Pm a Gentleman; 
Out with this Hair, Doll, raiinely, 
Dor. You have your Breeches ? 


Tho. I prithee away, thou know'ſt I'm monſtrous 
tickliſh, | 


What, doſt thou think I love to blaſt my Buttocks ? 


(35) Vea and nay, Dorothy] The Humour of this ſeems loſt in the 
former Editions. Tom ſeems to uſe the Expreſſion Yea and nay as an 
Adjective, Ha- and. -nay Dorothy: : i. e. Puritanical Dorothy. 
| Der. 


442  Monſuur Ain 


Dor, . I'll plague ye for this Roguery; for I know well 
What ye intend, Sir. 


7 On with my Muffler. 


What, broke 1'th* * 5 your Head. 
Tho. Plague on 

I ſhall bepiſs my — if I cowr thus 

Come, I am ready, 
Maid. At all Points as like, Sir, 

As if yon were my Miſtreſs. I = 

or. Who goes with ye? 
Tho. None but my Fortune, and myſelf. 275 1 Tho 
Dor. Bleſs ye: 
Now run for thy Life, and get before him, 

Take the By-way, and tell my Couſin Mary 

In what Shape he intends to come to cozen her; 

PI! follow at thy * myſelf, fly Wench. 

aid. Tl do it. [Ertl 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Thomas. 


Dor. My Father has met him ; this goes excellent. 
And l' away n ce look to your Skin, Thomas. 
Exit, 


$2, What, are you grown ſoCorn fed, Goody Cillian, 


You will not know your Father? What Vagaries 
Have you in hand ? What out-leaps, dirty Heels, 
That at theſe Hours of Night ye muſt be gadding, 
And through the Orchard take your private Paſſage? 
What, is the Breeze in your Breech ? Or has your Brother 
Appointed ye an Hour of Meditation 
How to 38 himſelf? Get ye to Bed, Drab, 
Or Pl! fo crab your Shoulders; ye demure Slut, 
Je civil Diſh of flic d Beef, get ye in. 
Tho, I wi' not, that I wi' not. 
Feb. Is't even ſo, Dame? 
Have at ye with a Might Spell then. 
Tho. *Pray hold, ED 5 
Geb. St. George, S. George, our Lady s Knight, 
| 2s walks by Day: ſo does he by Nele, 
ä wo 


He 


Ye'rea ſweet Lady ; comme, ſer $ Fake Core, | 


- 6 my 


hy » 


has fed 


ST nnd 


” 2 ks bee) ov + GY 


Monffeur hog, 


443. 
He ber beat and her bound, a8 Þ fieln c wall 
Until to him ber Traub fhe light, nach nan! 
She would not ftir from him that N 1% K 1 25 
' Tho. Then have at ye with a — Spell, 
From Elves, Hobs, and Fairies, that trouble our oo 
From Fire-Drakes and Fiends, and ſuch as the Deu ſends, 


Defend us good Heav n. 5 { Exit, 
| Enter Launcelot,” © | 
Laun. Bleſs me, Maſter ; look up, Sir, 1 ge Je 
Up with your Eyes to Heav'n. 


Seb. Up with your Noſe, Sir, 
I do not bleed, *rwas a ſound Knock the gave mt, 
A plaguy mankind Girl, how my Brains totter ? 
Well, go thy ways, thou?ft got one thouſand Found 


more 
With this Dog trick, 


Mine own true Spirit in her too. 


Laun. In her? Alas, Sir, | 
Alas poor Gentlewoman, ſhe a Hand fo betey, 
To knock ye like a Calf down, or ſo brave a 
To beat her Father? If you could believe, Sir. 
Seb. Who would'ſt thou make me believe it was, the 
Devil? 

Laun. One that ſpits Fire as faſt as he ſometimes, Sir, 
And changes Shapes as often; your Son Thomas; 
Ne'er wonder, if it be not he, Rage 1 me.. 

Seb. He? If it be ſo, © 2 le 


I'll put thee in my Will, * there's an end ent. | 


Laun. I ſaw his Legs, h'as Boots on like a 
Under his Wench's Cloaths, tis he, tis Thomas 
(36) In his own Siſter's Cloaths, Sir, and I can watch him. 

Seb. No more Words then, well — him, N not 

believe, Launce, 


* 


(36) In bis own Siſter's Chaths, Sir, oak I can ; waſt l Ie can 
afix no tolerable Idea to the latter Part of this Line; and as Lawntelat 
in his Triumphs often affefts Words of ſingularity, I firſt thought chat 
the true one here was  canwaſh,' i. e. ſearch'd of iuquir'd'into'bim. 
But by gs aa 5 Anſwer, Ican watchhjm— ſeems the more probable. 
Reading. The former is perhaps the moſt humourous, but our Pro- 


How 


vince is not to corre, but reſtore, 


444 Monſieur Thomas 
How heartily glad I am. . 
Laun. May ye be gladder, 8 5 

But not this way, Sir. F 

bb; No more PR but watch & bin: I [Exeunt; 


1 E N * . 


Enter Mary, Dorothy, and Maid. 


| May. When comes he? © 
Dor. Preſently. 
Mary. Then get you up, Dell, 
Away, 3 PI Thc come to you: Is all ready J | ( 
Mai bh | 
Mary. 12 the Light ſtand far enough. 
Maid. Tis plac'd lo. 
Mary. Stay you to entertain him to his Chamber, 
But keep cloſe, Wench, he flies at all. 
Maid. I warrant ye. 
Mary. You need no more Inſtruction? 
Maid. J am perfect. IEccunt. 


ern. 
Enter Valentine and Thomas. 


Ibo, _ ſtops yet? Sure the Fiend's my ghoſtly 
at 
Old Valentine; what Wind's in his Poop? 
_ val. Lady, 
You're met moſt happily; O gentle Doll, 
Tou muſt now do me an eſpecial Favour. 
Tho, What is it, maſter Valentine? I'm 13825 troubled : 
With a falt Rheum fall'n i my Gums. | 
Val. I'll tell ye, 5 
And let it move you equally; my bleſt Miſtreſs, 
Upon a ſlight Occaſion taking Anger, 
Took alſo (to undo me) your Aunt's Nunnery, 
From whence by my perſwaſion to-redeem her 
Will be impoſſible : Nor have I Liberty 5 
To come and viſit * my * good Dorothy, 


4 | You 


Monſuur Thomas 44% 


You are moſt powerful with her, and your Aunt too, 
And have acceſs at all Hours — 

1 Speak now or never for nme. 

4 Tho, In a Nunnery ? ? 

That Courſe muſt not be ſuffered, Maſter Valentine, 

Her Mother never knew it; (rare Sport for mei! 

Sport upon Sport;) by th* break of Day Pll meet ye, 

And fear not, Man, well have her « out 1 Warrant 8 

I cannot ſtay now. 

Val. You will not break ? 
Tho. By no means. 

Good Night. | BE 
Val. Good Night kind Miſtreſs Dol. [Exit. 
To. This thrives well, ages. 

Every one takes me for my Siſter, er 

This Nunnery*s fall'n ſo pat too, to my Figure, 

Where there be handſome Wenches, and they ſhall know i i, 

If once I creep in, e er they get me out again; 

Stay here's the Houle, and one of her Maids. 


Enter Maid. 


Maid. Who's there? | 
O Miſtreſs Dorothy ! You are a Stranger. 
Tho, Still Miſtreſs Dorothy ? This geer will cotton,” 
y Maid. Will you walk in, Forſooth? 2 
Tho. Where is your Miſtreſs? A 
Maid. Not very well; ſhe's gone to Bed, I'm glad 
You're come ſo fit to 4 — her. 
Tho. Yes, Ill comfort her. | 
Maid. Pray make not much Noiſe, for ſhe's ſure ep, 
d You know your Side, creep foltly i in, your "OT, 
| Will warm her well. 
Tho. I'll warrant thee I'Il warm her. 
Maid, Your Brother has been here, the ſtrangeſt F Wow, 
Tho. A very Rogue, a rank Rogue. ; 
Maid. I'll conduct ye 
Ev'n to her Chamber-door and there commit ye. 
 [Exeunt. 


. 


4 


SCENE 


446 Aber Thinks | 
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Enter Michael, Francis and Offices, 


Mich. Come Sir, for this Night I {ball entertain ye. 
And like a Gentleman, how cer erer bt + 
Hath caſt ye on the warlt part. 

Fran. How you pleaſe, Sir, 

1 am reſolv'd, nor can a Joy or ui, 
Much move me now. 

Mich. I'm angry with myſelf s v4 
For putting this forc'd way upon his Patience, 
Vet any other Courſe had been too ſlender x 
Yet what to think I know not, for maſt liberally 


He hath confeſsd ſtrange Wrongs, which if they prove i, | 


How &er the others long Love may forget all, 
Let twas moſt fit he ſhould come back, and this way. 


Drink that; and now to my care leave _ Primer, 
T11 be his Guard for. this Night. | 


Off. Good Night t' your Worſbip. 
Good Night, my honeft F riends 3 come, Sir, I 
ope 
There ſhall be no ſuch Cauſe of ſuch a Sadnef 
As you put on. 
Fran. Faith, Sir, my Reſt is up, 
And what I now pull ſhall no more fic me 
Than if I play'd at {j ter, nor is my Face 
The Map of any thing I ſeem to ſuffer, 
Lighter Affections ſeldom dwell in me, Sir. 
Mich. A conſtant Gentleman; would I had taken 
A Fever when I took this harſh way to diſturb him. 
Come, walk with me, Sir, &er to Morrow Night 
1 doubt not but to fee all this blown over. 


 [Execunt. 
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Enter Hylas. 


bee . 
And J hope ſhe will come hack again this ight 


Sam I have loſt . Purpoſe; now if I can, 
With all the Art I have, as the comes back, 
But win a Parley for my broken Pate,, 
Off goes her Maiden-head, and there's 1 3 
They ſtir about the. Houle, Pl . at 2. 5 
Enter Mary and Dod, ind then Thomas and Maid. 


Dor. Is he come in? n | SY » 


' Tho. Good Night, Ni be, Wed. —— 
[4 Be ECeverad with 4 Black ma in it. 
Maid. As ſoftly as you can. LExit. 
7e. I'll play the Mouſe, Nm., 
How cloſe the little Thief lies! 1 
Mary. How he itches? 
Dor. What would you give now to be there, wdt 
At home, Mall ? 
Mary. Peace for ſhame. 
o. In what a Figure 
The little Fool has pull'd itſelf together! 
Anon you will lie ſtraighter; 


Ha! There's rare Circumſtance 
Belongs to ſuch a Treatiſe; do ye tumble? 


Pll tumble with ye traight, Wench : She ſleeps ſoundly, 
Full little think l thou of thy Joy that's coming. 
The ſweet, ſweet Joy, full little of the Kiſſes, 

But thoſe unthought of Things come ever happieſt. 
How ſoft the Rogue feels! O ye little Villain, 

Ye delicate coy Thief, how I ſhall thrum ye? 


Tour, fy, away, good Servant, as you are a Gentleman. 


009 Prithee leave laughing, | 
tbo 


— em INN - 
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— 


Tho. Out upon ye, Thomas, 


| What do you mean to do? Þ'll call tbe Houſe 2. ; 


O God, Pm ſure you will not, ſhall. not ſerve ye, 
For up ye go now and ye were my Father. 
(37) Mary. Your courage will be cool'd anon. 
7550. If 1 do hang for't N * 
Yet Ill be quarter*d here firſt. 
Dor. O fierce Villain. ER 1 
Mary. What would he do indeed, Doll? 
Dor. You had beſt try him. hob 9 ron 
_ Tho, Ill kiſs thee &er I come to Bed, ſweet Mary. 
Mary. Prithee leave Laughing, 7233 
Dor. O for gentle Nicholas. 


Tho. And view that ſtormy Face that has ſo thundred me; 


A coldneſs crept over't now? By your leave, Candle, 
And next Door by yours too; ſo, a pretty, pretty, 


Shall I now look upon ye? By this Light it moves me. 


Mary. Much good may it do you, Sir. 


To. Holy Saints defend me, 


The Devil, Devil, Devil, O the Devil. | 
Mary. Dor. Ha, ha, ha, ha, the Devil, O the Devil. 
Tho, I am abus'd moſt damnably, moſt beaſtly, 
Yet if it be a ſhe-Devil ; but the Houſe is up, 
And here's no ſtaying longer in this Caſſock. 
Woman, I here diſclaim thee ; and in Vengeance 
I'll marry with that Devil, but I'll vex thee. TS 
Mary. By*r Lady, but you ſhall not, Sir, I'll watch ye. 
Tho.Plague o your Spaniſh Leather hide: I'll waken ye, 
Devil good Night: Good Night, good Devil. 


(37) Maid. Your Courage will be cool d anon. 
1 Tho. If it do I'll bang for't] By this Reading Thomas is 
ſuppos d to hear and make Anſwer to what the Maid had ſaid: 
which is extremely abſurd. In the old Quarto it is printed thus: 
Ma. Your Courage will be cool d anon. 
Tho. V. it do hang for 
et Il be quarter d here firſt. 


Ma. always ſtands for Mary, and not for the Maid in the old Quarto, 
and to her it more properly belongs. And the next Speech ſhould un- 


doubtedly be correfted as is now put in the Text. 
If I do hang fort © 
T. Til be quarter'd here firſt. 


WEST %Y 
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- Monfieur Thomas: 5 449 


Moor. Oh! 


Tho, Roar again, Devil, roar again. db Tho. 
Moor. O, O, Sir. $7 aga 


Mary. Open the Doors before him 3 * N 


Now, let him come again, I'll. uſe him kinder. 
How now Wench? 

Moor. *Pray lie here yourſelf next, Mitre, 
And entertain your Sweet-heart. 

Mary. What ſaid he to thee? 

Moor. I had a ſoft Bed, and I = "a 
But his kind Farewel: Ye may bake me now, 

For o' my Conſcience, he has made me Veniſon? 
Mary. Alas poor Kate; I'll give . anew Pee. 
Dor. And I a Waſtecoat, Wench, Ur %%% bord, 

Draw in the Bed, Maids, 
And ſee it made again; put freſh Sheets on too, 

For Doll and I; come Wench, let's "og an Hour now. 
To Morrow, early, will we ſee young Cellide, 
They ſay ſhe has ta'en a Sanctuary; (38) Love and Hay 
Are thick ſown, but come up ſo full of Thiſtles. 

Dor. They muſt needs, Mal, for tis a pricking Age 


ubs for I am movſtrous fleepy: n 
Mary A Match, br ar yo tho ry Brother? ET 
Dor. - would I were, Wench, .- \1 

You ſhould hear further. | | 


Mary. Come, no more of that, Doll. 0 trag 
„ 1 1. 


Enter Hylas cad. 8 


Hy... e {eg Doory clap z now, nee n. 

enc 5 
By th'Maſs ſhe comes; you're fry met fair Gentlewoman 
I take it, Miſtreſs Doll, Sebaſtian's Dau __ 0 = 

(39) Tho. You take it right, Sir; Jas, are 

(38) Love and they —— dre thick ſown, &e &c, That this i 
needs no Proof: I read Lowe and Hay, i, e, Hay-ſeeds are thick own, N . 

(39) The. I take right, Sir 11, The Senſe and Meaſare both 
are improv'd by the — made in this Reading. 

OL, IV. Fi PN 


CVE 4 


4 go Moyfeur Thomas. 


fir you with a Penny-worth — * 
 Hyl. How dare you walk ſo late, Sweet, ſo weak al 
2 Path Sir, I. do go Harm, nor none T 
Yet I am glad I've met fo good a Gentleman, 5 
Againſt alf Chances; 3 tough Ine ewe y al 

Jer I have hd moch God W 
Hyl. Hark ye, 
What if a Man ſhould kiſs ye? 
Tho, That's no harm, Sir; 
Pray God he *ſcapes m Beard, there lies the Michiel 
.. Her Lips are mònſtrous ri büt that ſure ly. 


I but the ſharpneſs ofthe Weath ; bark ye, once "once. 
more, 4% 4 ” Once 


And in hobr Eur, ſweet Miſthels,;for ye are ſo, 
And ever ſhall be from this Hour: Pve void „ 


Enter Sebaſtian and. Launcelot. . | 
Seb. Why, that” uy Daughter, ene doſt ay 


Ki tha . 1 deri in ther Corner / 


x. ff 3! qu. 20105 247 r 
5, Now; now, now they agree Gch Match beo. 
* Nay then you love me not. 

By 'this white Hand, Doll. 0 
25 Emuſt confeſs, Ide long deſir'd- gg 5 
Laun. Why, ter $ the Qt, Sr. r. 


Seb. Hang Boots, Sir, Duell 
Why, they'll wear Breeches too. 0% 48 


P 


Tho. Diſhoneſt me ? 
Not for the World. d 


Seb. Why, now they ae again, there 8 
* * twas e 6 ag, r= 


4 Fam e have © ch can 
2 m at my 1 * ends * 


ow me 


Me, haſt thou not twice n | 
a, Joo 4 che Ney? By ine ol own 2 
Nn * Bail 


> f # "x ? 
þ at obem 582d 1202 ve Lawn, 


| Tia chou fer 


| Wolle thou n 


230 p 4 x „ N 
I £ , * = 22 
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Tis nothing, of no Mark; wy Man does We. 


Nay, ſhe goes far bey " him; for when durſt he, 


| _ . Lean ſearee ſti 


Malen Thomas, 488. 
Laẽn. I think would, Sir, oh 97 
Bur you are fo impatient z, does not this ſhes aw, Sir, 5 


do beſeech ye ſpeak, and] ak with Judgme 
Aud let the Caſe be bk der) 4 an OM 


Far braver in your: hter? In a Son now. >. wy 


But to beget : a ek Man Maiden, (4k 
That reaches at the Exploits, is aipeble; "ſn _ 


But when h' was 3 0 any thing to, ſpeak of? 
This is Sebaſtian truly. 
Seb. Thou fa; right, Launca, 
And there's my Hand once more. 
Tho. Not withour Marriage. | 
Seb. Didſt thou hear that? L 
Laun. I think ſhe ſpoke of Marriage. | 
Seb. And he ſhall marry her, for it bom hes him 


And their firſt Boy ſhall be ay owe 
Lawn. Ay, marry, | 11 5 + 
Now ye go right-t0-work.. 13 af 222 r j 
sl Fa nave id PT 
ow ve promis d t Night to n 3 
Would ye be ſo intem Are ye a * 7 | 


cl. I have no Maw to Marriage, yet this Raſcal 
Tompts'me extreamly: Will ye marry preſently? 

' Tho. Get you afore, and ſtay me at the Chapel, 
Cloſe by the Nunnery, there you ſhall find a Night-Prieft, 
Little Sir Hugh, and he can ſay the Matrimony 
Over without Book, for-we muſt have no Company, 
Nor light, for fear my Father know, which muſt not yet be 
And then to Morrow Night 

Hyl. Nothing to Night, Sweet? © © 

Tho. No, not a bit, I'm ſent of Buſtieſs. - 
About my Do | Sweet, do not ſ < Es 


you love me, get you — 
ws You'll follow ? 
The. Within this Hour, my ſweet Chick. 


Hyl. Kiſs. 
The, A Rope kiſs ye. £ 


f2 Come 


Come, come, I ſtand o „Thorn. 75 ae 


5 Mon feu Thomae 


Hyl. Methinks her Mouth ſtill” Hate, 
Is monſtrous rough, but Fey Ke ways to Clan) its. 


 Farewel. 


Tho, Farewel, I'll fit ye with 4 Wife, Sir. 
Seb. Come, follow dlole, Fl ſee the End ſhe aims at, 
And if he be a handſome F ellow, Launcelot, © 

Fiat, tis Os and all my State is ſettled.” I [Exeunt, 


8 CE NE 80 ho 


Enter Abbeſs, Cellide * Nuns.” gi 


Abbeſs.Come to your Mattins, Maids; theſe eur Houn, 
My gentle Daughter, will diſturb a, whos: 
Your fair Eyes, nurtur'd'in Eaſe. 
Cel. No, virtuous Mother, 
iTis for my holy Health, to N 0 ds. 15747 
They ſhall forget (40) the Child of Eaſe, ſoft Slumber. 
O my afflicted Heart, how thou art tortur'd | ?. 10 6 
And Love, how like a Tyrant thou reign i in me, 
Commanding and forbidding at one inſtant ;. 
Why came I hither, that deſire to have — 9" | 
Only all Liberty to make me happy? -_ Cline, 
Why did'ſt thou bring that young Man home, 0 Valen- 
That virtuous Youth ? Why did'ſt thou ſpeak his Goodneſs 
n ſuch a Phraſe, as if all Tongues, all Praiſes 1 
ere made for him? O fond and 8 
Why did'ſt thou foſter my Affection 
Till it grew up to Snow ele Father, 
And then betray it ? 01 
 Abbeſs. Can ye "ie 
Cel. Yes, Mother, ys 7 
My Sorrows. only. 


Be . to 05 © Qui ” ha [Een 


de —the Child of Eat, I. Slumber Former Editions, 


* 


K % ee 


212 ? 8 


Monfieur Thomas. 453 


$48" "_ 1 * + 1 5 


Enter Michael * Seven; and Francs 


Mich. Haſt thou enquird him. out? e 

Serv. He's not at home, Sir. . : 
His Siſter thinks he's gone to.th* N unnery. 3 

Mich. Moſt likely; I'll away. An Hour ho Sim, 
Come you along with this young: eee. m 
Do him all Service, and fair Office, BY: 5 


Serv. Yes, Sir, 1 bean, 
Ne ger # 


Enter Hylas and Sam. 


Sam. Where haſt thou been, Man? 

Hyl. [s there e' er a Shop open? 3 
PI give thee a pair of Gloves, . ATP 

Sam. What's the matter? 201 T 0 

Hyl. W hat doſt thou chink? | * i _ 

Sam. Thou art not married ? '' 1 
Hl. By th Maſs but I am, all ta be married, 

I am ih Ordet nom, Sam. 1 1550 uoy 

Sam, To whom, prithee? .; K 
I thought there was ſome ſueh Trick itt, youltle fromm me, 
But who, for Heav*n's ſake ? 

Hyl. Ev'n the ſweeteſt: Wan, „ yo yd oy oe 
The rareſt Woman, Samuel, and the laſtieſt, : 
But wondrous honeſt, honeſt as the Ice, Boys. he's FO 
Not a bit before hand, for en en batt 0 

And of a luſty Kindred. hh de 603 2687 
Sam, But who, Hylas & 
Hyl. The young Gentleman and I: are like robe Friends 


The Pas wil W voy < | niorada nA 
Sam. Who, Monſicur: Themas 2 beers 5 
l. All Wrongs forgot. low ow in 
Sam. O now I ſmell ye, hun: 

Does he know of it?: „nn dk. {13} 


C 


＋ % 
4 
. 
. 


i 
| 
1 
5 
It 
| 
ö 


454 Inga, Then 


__ the Trick I owe hi 
, we are faſt *faith, my back 5 now 


»Tis —_ 


Shall kno! 54 aforchand, for his * 


Sam. Is there no Trick in't? ä 
yl. — but 5 and ride, Boy: 2 2. 
J have made no mg e necher, there 1 tare pi * 
71. Se at 0 can be in — hi 
a8 er, 
. ſhe anger me, all his Abu 
P'l! clap upon her — - + Wd 
Fam. Take heed, Hylas. 


Hyl. Tis paſt that, Sam; come, I muſt 8 8 


(41) And thou ſhalt wi me a moſt OR Husband. 


| ' [Exeunt, 


Enter Dorothy, Mary , and 11 © 
Dor. In Troth, Sir, you hcter ſpoke: to me. 
Val. Can ye forg E eee 
Did not miſe all your cunnin 
In my you prom for * Hour t0 ſee her 6 
Did you not ſwear it? By this Hand no 8 
Nor rule this Houſe holds, ſhall by me * e 
Dor. I. i ye not theſe two Days. wok 
Val. Do not wrong mey 7: 2 -: „ee 2 


I met ye, by my Life, juſt as entted 
This gentle Lady's Lodge, A ths led 


About Enna | 
Dor. Tis true, I 2 1 Oö 6 
But that I ſaw or ſpoke to you. 1 Leno nt: 

Mar. Pve found it, . 
Your Brother Thames, Doll. ee 


Dor. Pray Sir, be 122 d, * 
And wherein I can do you good, cn! m we. 
What a mad Fool is this? Stay here a while, Sir, 
Whilſt we walk in, and make your * 2 * 


L 3 xk 


| 141) And now halt) Former Edits. 


5 | Enter 


Wat Thins, = 1 4 5 


Evi e 2 Lon 
Wie 4 30 : 41. te 
Val. I thank ye. . quot» 1 wirbin. 
abt Why what's the matter there ſown 9 8 
al 87 3 1 ihe Breone p34 6.8 7 
Now benedicite, have ye 8 B be? 
Give me my holy ſprinkſe. 


Enter 1200 Nuns! 


1 Nun. O Madam. there's a-ſfrange thing 0 ke a Gen 

tlewoman, ... 2047 

Like Miſtreſz en ; 1 think the Fic d 2 5 ry 

Crept into th Nunner y we know, not. AID e I 5 
"= revel rout e among us. We 5 þ 


6 6 Ep holy.W ater-pot. . a. 
1 ar 


Abet. Les of Earth or Ai 1 do co ee, 
Of Water, or of hi nf, within, 


I Nor. . e ee 0 
Abbe thou , Ghoſt,1 that cannot » 8 
Or a Shadow of foe = 
Be thou black; & white, er grech, 
Be chou heard, or to be — ff ie * e 


Eu Tpottat id ele 


re k 


2 "Nw Ic comes, it comes. & 5.4 
Cel. What are ye? ſpeak, ſpeak, ®S 4 9074 
__ next, what would ve wit me? 
Tbo. Any thing vou Il let me 
Cel. You are no Woman certain. 2: 
. Tho. Nor you go Nag all not be. 
Cel. What make ye bee . 
Tho. I am a B/ Pi” „ 


Abbeſs, Is this the Spirit? W ee ee 
F W but 1 — Ke” Tewes wb 
Abbeſ5. Now out 0073 ae 
Tho. Ew or III 18g Ae: voi mak... 
Abbeſs y. come u this?" 1 
re l one, here's Arup 6 
* wich this Nun, ſhe is tod Hündfbfme for ye, 


Ff 4 Il 


— — en ee 


456 Monſieur Thomas. 


VI! tell thee, Aunt, and I ſpeak it with Tears to thee, 
If thou keep'ſt her here, as yet I hope thou 1 va 


: Mark but the Miſchief follows. 


Abbeſs.""She is a Votreſs. 
' Tho, Lc her be what ſhe will, the will undo RN 


Let her but one Hour out, as I direkt ve, 


Or have among your Nuns again. | 1 
Abbeſs. You have no Project $707 2 
But fair and honeſt? - 
Tho. As thine Eyes, ſweet Abbeks, . 
"Abbeſi. I will be rul'd then. 72 
Tho. Tas e pertmace hey, RE 
Pur 0 not juggle with me, if-ye do aun, io 
be there myſeff. 
The —_ and fit her,. LE 3001 | 
Abbeſs, Cons Daughter, yo maſt bon be rd, or 


never. * 
cel. I muſt obey your Will. Age 


Abb;ſe. That's my 7 good Daughter; wy 11 be 
8 ic: E N E. vn. 


Enter Dorothy i old 001 5 
Mary. What a coil has this Fellow kept i'th? Nunnery, 
Sure he has run the Abbeſs out of her Wits. 
Dor. Qut of the wan | think, for * can neither 


ſee her, 

Nor the young Cllid. 5 
Mary. Pray Heavens he dy not aſi, ; 
My Nay you may” thank” eur toms your o own 

Euer Hylas ani Sam, 


Sam. Why there's the Gentlewoman, 
Hyl. Maſs tis ſhe indeed 


How ſmart the pretty Thief looks ? "Marrow Miſtreſs, 


Dor. Good Morrow to you, Sir, 

Sam, How ſhe bears it? - 

Hyl. Maids muſt da fo, at firſt. 

Dor. Would S * with 80 Genome 7 
9 Tes, Marry. We. ah 


Ma Thomas. 57 : 


A little with Ladyſhip. 23 
Dor. Tou Will Sir. Wien ; 
I. Doll, I would have ye preſent prop ol; 


And thoſe Things you would have = . 
For my Houſe is pO. 


NN Sir? n 8 


My be all be — : 1 e and thoſe 
n 


And Flouffiold. uff and Chad you would have carried, 
To Morrow, or the next Day, I take Order; 


yu + what IG ye have, PS "PT, with Ye 


Jewels. | x 
Dor. Jewels, Sir? hs 2 „„ ; 1 
Hl. Ay, for o 
There's a Bed up, to play che Gat in, Pao. 

And now come kiſs me heartily. 


Dor. Who are you? 

Hyl. This Lak ſhall be weleoee d too. 
Mary. To what, Sir? 2 2 5 
Hyl. Your Neighbour can reſolve Je. 1 
Dor. The Man's fooliſnß, n 

Sir, you look ſoberly: Who is this Fellow, 3 
And where's his Bu neſs? | 1 
Sam. By Heav'n thou art abus'd till; 
Hi. It may beſo: Come, ye may yo now boldly, 
There's none but Friends, Wench. . > 
Dor. Came ye out of Bedlam? ; 
Alas, *tis ill, Sir, that ye ſuffer him f 
To walk in the open Air thus : *Twill undo him. 
A pretty handſome Gentleman z Great pity. 8 
am. Let me not live more if thou be ſt not abs. 
Hl. 1 you my Wiſe? Did not! TIP laſt 
ght ©. 
At St. Michael's Chapel !!: 14 1 
Dor. Did not I fi he was rhad ? 5 
Hyl. Are not you Miſtreſs Dorothy, Thomas's Siſtet ? 
Mary. There he ſpeaks Senſe, but I'll affure ye, 


Gentleman, 


] think no Wife of yours; At har Hour was it? 


* 


7 


478 Nen, Thoitias. 


Hyl.'S pretious; you'll makt te mad; did nl the Prick, 

Sir Heh þ, that you appointed, N 0 9 7 a. Cloe 

Tie our Hands fat? Did hot * you Iw C yoh lov'd. me? 
Did not I court ye, cg FOR this Eben" $2, 
Mary. Good Sir, go ſleep: For if I. edit, t a ( 
Er was in oy * then e 

2m. 1 wid ; of 
Fl. be net dogg 


8 7 B Maſs 
bh Pit 0H band 171 RT 1 ue 008 7 43 
0 ro , — 
64. Na ee e ah 
Hyl. Is the Devil 2 


Well, 8 with me; for now, + will be arid,” [8 "2 


e KE NN E VIII. 


Enter Michael, 9 ann ale, 


Mich. I've brought him back 
Val. You have done a Erie, * e 

Worthy the Love you bear me. Þs 7 . Fr fy 
Mich. Would he had fo too; _ OHSS "Ke x 12 
Pal. O he's a worthy young Man. 8 
Mich. When all's cry'd, . 


I fear you'll: change your Faith: Bring in 5 che den 
Enter Francis, Servant, Abba; and Oellide, everatyl 


W 


Val. My happy Miſtreſs too! now 2 * 
And all yeu Stars that govern challe Def 1 
Shine fair, and ge How TY 

53 5 But one Hour, 1 Daughtcy, _ 5 
ee our. Guardian, what he, n del Lyer 
1 Defence, and his; and then your, FED 
Cel. Tho much unwilling, you. have made me W 
More for his ſake I ſee: How full of Sorrow, 
Sweet catching Sorrow, he ars: O Love, 
That thou but Knew'ſt to heal, as well as hurt us. 
Aab. Berul'd by me: | ie her Eye fa on him : 
And what, ye heard, believe, for tis ſo certain 
He neither dar d, nor mu oppoſe my Evidence: 4 


£ . 4 ;, WW WH 


wed wad %, % ed £5 ts. dt 


_ 


= 


Minfeur Thomas 2 30 


And de you wiſe, youn add belicye tos, CAE. 
This Man pou F199 SY Lady, 


Val. As I love Tu Soul, Sir. 
Mich. This Man you put into a 1. "TR 
Of what his Wants could ask, or yourſelf render? 
Mich. Nothing: was barr'd his Libe +4 
But this fair Maid s that Friendſhip firſt was broken, | 
And you, and ſhe abus'd ; next, (to my Sorrow 
So fair a Form ſhould hide ſo * eros) 
He hath himſelf confeſs'd ber By 
Only to ſtop his JOINT _— | 
Of laying Felony to his c * to fright the OY 
Divers-Abuſes done, T belts ofren practig'd, 
Monics.and Jewels too, and thoſe no Trifles, 
Cel. O where have I beftow'd my Faith! (ahn act 
(Let's in for ever now) there is no Virtue... = 
Mich. Nay do not wonder at u, he e ſhall fay i "Pot 
Are ye not guilty thus? ; 
m- Tes: N Fortune Ls 1; | uy, Ich 
Mich, To give a proof I not envi Te 
Look here; d'you know cel hee? . e 
Cel. In, acod Mach N "OY 


Enter Thomas, Dorothy,” and Mary: tai su od 
Launcelot. 


* 


4 85 4 


” * W 


Val. Theſe Jewels I have-known.. a vas 1 
Dor. You've made brave Sport. 7 
Tho. I'll make more, if I live, Wesch. 

Nay do not look on me; I care not for ye 


Laun. Do you ſee now lain? that's Wü Dor 
And that's his Miſtreſs, * br 


Seb. Ne, let my Joy . ealily... 


OF 
(43) is neither 1 
Let's 7» As chers in Vm. 1 2 2 
— i Nr * 
J fear that I ſhall be t to e retten are 
Text for the ſake of Meaſure only ; but = 4 two*' N 
in this manner is ſo very common to aff old EFM Wir x ger 
to our Authors in — ine I cannot — ied .boing the 


Fe Reading. 


465 Monſeur Thomas. 5 

Ha, Boy ! Art there my Boy ? Mine own Boy, Tom, Boy, || * 

* and ſtrike a freſn Piece of W walk 0 | 4 

Val. Sure, I have known theſe Jes + 4 49% 
Alice.” They ate they, certaim. 1 11 A ] 
Val. Good Heav'n, that they were. #1 at 0 
Alice. I'll pawn my Life ont, i Da 8 \ 

And this is he; come hither Miſtreſs Wente. R 5 

And Miſtreſs Mary; who 2 "_ Face look like, 

And view my Brother well? | nf | 
Der. In e s. 369410 1515) rt 0s 
Mary. Upon my troth exceeding, me. e at; 
Mich. Beſhrew me, 1 gn 0-y eo 


But much, and main Reſemblante, Both of Face KJ 
And Lineaments of Body: Now Heav*n grant it: 
Alice. My Brother's full of Paſſion, I'll ſpeak to him. 
Now, as you are a Gentleman, reſolye me 
Where did you get theſe Jewels? 1 LONG 
Fran. Now PII tell 25 „% 
Becauſe blind Fortune yet may mine me happy.” 3 
Of whom I had *em I have never heard Vet, r N 
But from my Infancy, upon this Arm = 5 W 
J ever wore em. 15 en gr N 
Alice. Tis Franciſco, Brother,” 0% 21 3 
By Heay'n ty'd 'em on: a little more, Sir, n 
A little, little more; what Parents have ye * 
Fran. None, 5 
That I know yet: the more my ſtubborn Fortune, 
But as I heard a Merchant ſay Idar bred me, 5 
Who, to my more Affliction, dyd FO So Man, aa 
W hen 1 reach'd eighteen years. | 
Alice. What ſaid that Merchant? e 
Fran. He ſaid, an Infant in the Gad Gallies, 
But from what place he never could direct me, 
1 was ta*en in a Sea- fight, and from a Mariner, 3 
Out of his manly pity he redeem'd me. | 
He told me of a Nurſe that waited-on me, 
"Ki ſhe, poor foul, he faid, was killd.” 
A Letter too 1 bad inclos'd within me,. 


Jo one Caftructio, a Venetian Merchant, 
1 


- 


Monfieur Thomas: 46 
To bring me up: The Man, when Years allow'd me, 
And want of Friends compelPd, I ſought, but found him 
Long dead before, and all m my hopes gone with him. 
The Wars was my Retreat then, and my Travel 

In which I found that Gentleman's free Bounty, 


(43) For which Heav'n recompence him. Now ye'ye all. | 
. And all the worldly Bliſs that Heav' n can ſend me, 


And all my Prayers and Thanks, 


Alice. Down o' your Knees, Sir, 

For now you've found a Father, 45 r Fills 

That will not venture ye again in Gallies. As 
Mich.” Tis true, believe her, Sir, and we all joy with ye. ; 


Val. My beſt Friend ſtill: My deareſt: Nou _— 
bleſs thee, 


And make me worthy of this Benefit. 


Now my beſt Miſtreſs. 
Cel. Now, Sir, I come to ye. | SE 
Ab. No, no, let's in, Wench. # 3 
Cel. Not for the World, now, Mother: A 
And thus, Sir, all my Service I Pay to OS; 
And all my Love to him. We. 
Val. And may it proſper: _ | A 
(44) Take her Franciſco, now no more young s Calf. 
And love her dearly, for thy Father dots hg 
Fran. May all Hate ſeek me elſe, and thus I ſeal it it. 
Val. Nothing but Mirth now, Friends. 


Enter Hylas and Sam. 


251. Nay, I will find hmmm nh 
Sam. What do all theſe here? | x 


(43) For which Heav'n recompenc'd kin: 3 Form Editions 


(44) Take her Franciſco, now: no more young Callidon,] There is 
an Inaccuracy in this Play, Frank had been never call'd Calli- 
- before, but by his own Name. Thus in the ſecond Act * 

3, 

4 What young Frank? OY * 
De only tenper d. Spirit, &c. $ - 
But it is very ts 154 that this was the Actor's or Puter; miſtake, 
who ſeeing him call d Frank in the Per/ons of the Drama, might gall 
him ſo here without attending to the Sequel, without hien the 
Name Callidon in that Place would not hays been intelligible, *- 


=D . 1 


=" "on. Naar Thomas 


Tho, You are. a truſt B 
| And a hot Loyer Me, . MW 50 
[Tak Nay dg morrow z 
* perceive tl ied HOT: 
Sam, I ſtill tel 
” Stay, or oF AXE ye ſtay: as os Siſter, 


al. Why how naw Miſtreſs Thomas ? 
10 bo. Peace a little, 


Thou would'ſt fain have a Wife. = 
Hyl. Not I, by no means. = p 


* Thou hate have a Wie, and a fruitſul Wife, for 
I find, Hylas,. / 


That I ſhall never che able to bring thee Children. 

Seb. A notable brave 5 

Hyl. 1 am very well, Si 

Tho. Thou fen be beter Hylas thou haſt 700 
Pounds a Fear, 


And thou ſhalt make her three hundred Joipture. 
Hyl. No. | 


The. Thou ſhalt, Boy, and ſhalt heſtow 
Two Hundred Pounds! in Cloaths ; lock on her, 
1 delicate luſty Wench, ſhe has fifteen Hun . 

And aye t Hands, or IR ſtrike * 
or, You 
He! 90 good FE: Fellow, 
Play not the F 90 
Tho, Strike, Brother Hylas, quickly. 
Hl. If you can love me, well. 
Dor. If you can pleaſe me, 


Tho. Try that out ſoon, I fay, my Brother Bhlas. | 
_ Take her and uſe her well, ſhe's a brave . | 


Hyl. Yo my mult allow me another Miſtres, = 
— Then you muſt allou me another Servant. 
Hyl. Well, let's together then, a luſty Kindred. 
Seb. I'll give thee 500 Pounds more for that word: 
Mary. Now Sir, tor you and I to. make the feaſt full. 
Tho. No, nota Bir, you are a virtuous Lady, 

And love to live in Contemplation. | 


Mam. Come Fool, I am Friends now. 


Tho. 


Monſieur Thomas. 
Tho. The Fool ſhall not ride ye. 
There lie my Woman, now my Man again. 
And now for Travel once more. 
Seb. I'll barr that firſt, 
Mary. And I next. | 
Tho. Hold yourſelf contented. For I fay I will travel, 
And fo long I will travel, till I find a Father 
That I never knew, and a Wife that I never look'd for, 
And a State without Expectation, 2 
So reſt you merry Gentlemen. 
Mary. You ſhall not, 
Upon my faith, I love you now extreamly, 
And now I'll kiſs ye. | 
Tho. This will not do it, Miſtreſs. | 
Mary. Why, when we're married, we'll do more, 
Seb. There's all Boy, 
The Keys of all I have, come, let's be merry, 
For ngw I ſee thou art right, 
_ Tho, Shall we to Church ſtraight ? | 
Val. Now preſently, and there with nuptial 
The holy Prieſt ſhall make ye happy all. 1 
Tho. Away then, Fair, afore,  [Exeunt omnes. 
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The End of the Fourth Volume. 


